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'* The touudations of Newnham and of Girton niay be deep, 
- observed Gaston Arbuthnot, in his pleasant, leveU semi- American 
voice. *' The ioundations of the Gogmagog Hills are (teeper! Girl 
^ wranglers may come, girl optimists may go. The heart ot woman 

-^ remains unchanged. And the heart of woman—" 

But a plate piled with lu&cious Guernsey strawberries happening 
to be placed, by a jaunty Korman waitress, under Gaston's nose, 
the generalization, for the moment, ended abruptly. 

Guernsey. Imagine that dot ot granite washed round by such 
blue as our weBtern channel shows in June, imagine carnation- 
smelling sunshine, a friendly trio of young persons breakfasting, 
with appetite, on the lime-shaded lawn of Miller's Sarnian Hotel; 
imagine the Sutter of a muslin dress, the presence of a beautiful 
girl ot two-and-twenty, and the opening scene of this little drama 
lies before you. 

1 may add that the friendship of the three persons was a para- 
dox, as (he reader of the succeeding pages shall be brought to see. 

*' The beait of woman tends toward marriage. Weil, a pictur- 
esque revival of Lady- Jane-Grey ism." went on Gaston Arbuthnot, 
as his plate ot strawberries subsided, *' may be safe enough— to tne 
Lady Jane Greys I Especially in an age when women, young or 
old, are by no means given to losing theii heads. But let the Boger 
Aschams who bear them company look. to itl This young 
person whom you, Geoffrey, propose to coach is probably neitner 
worse nor better than her sisters. The man-hating story 1 flatly 
disbelieve. Marjorie Bartrand may or may not go to Girton. Bhe 
is sure to prove herself a very woman iu the end." 

'* Unfortunately, you flatly disbelieve so many things." As she 
spoke, Gaston's wife transferred a monster stiawberiy from her 
own plate to her husband's. ** You told me, only yesterday—" 
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'*Dkah, my love," inteirupted Gaston, With good humor, 
*^ never remind a man who has well dined or well breakfasted of 
what he said yesierday. In what state were one's nerves twenty- 
lour hours ago? Was the wind in the east? Had our perennial 
duns arrived from England? Had our cousin Geoflrey beeujreading 
pauper statistics at us? Each or all of these accidents may have 
engendered siseuticism which at this moment is replaced by the 
child-like faith born of idleness and a fine digestion." 

And Dinah'4 strawberry, incrusted by sugar, delicately dipped 
in Guernsey cream, was placed between Gaston's white teeth, 
«avcred and swallowed. 

It was not part of Mr. Arbuthnot's philosophy to refuse any lit- 
tle choice morsel (hat the wcrld, artistic, intellectual, or physical, 
though tit to ofier him. 

He was a handsome man verging on his thirtieth year; tawny- 
^earded, fait, with hands that Titian or Velasquez might have loved 
to paint, and a profile of the type commonly kn6wn as Bourbon. 
(Although he may not play the first part in this oi any other dtama, 
one has a feeling that Gaston should advance to the footlights, 
make his bow, a good minute before his fellow-actors leave the slips.) 
His eyes were sbiewd and near togethei, their color and theii ex- 
pression alike prone to shift if a stranger sought, too persistently, to 
investigate them. 

With a first look you felt sure that Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot bore a 
brain. You telt equally sure, with a second, that the opinion was 
shared, even to exaggeration, by Mr. Gaston Aibuthnot himself. 

In dress, it was his pleai^ure to afiect Bohemiaulsm. On this par- 
ticular June morning Gaston wore a brown velveteen coat, a spun 
silk shirt, a white sombrero hat, the well tailored man becoming 
only more conspi<3uous under the disguise. What smaller things 
shall be said of him? That he had been brought up as a child iri 
Paris, the only sen ot a valetudinarian American widow, aud spoke 
French to this hour with a better accent than English, rolling his 
'* r's " and clipping his vowels like a born denizen of the boule- 
vards. Item: that he had a fair English girl for his wife; item: a 
loyal, rough-hewn Scottish cousin for his friend— the Dinah and 
OeoSrey who, breakfasdng with appetite although their discourse 
was of sentiment, made up the paradoxical little group under the 
lime-trees at which we Itavo glanced. 

Let us turn to Geoffrey next, leaving Dinah, as 1 see they leave 
the first actress in the theatrical advertisements, for the bottom oi 
the list. 
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The coasfDftbip of the Aibuthnots might be divlDed at a glance^ 
although, reviewed feature byieatuie, the two men were notably 
unlitce In their likeness. Both were tall, both were wiry of build» 
both held their heads hig'a, going along life's road as though the 
world, Milken from whi^h^vgr point of view you liked, were de- 
cidedly a place worth living in. Here the iikcness ended. Gaston, 
indeed, woulfl declare that by virtue of his mother's Yankee blood,, 
and his own Parisian instinats, they were lees related, physically, 
than any ordinary cousins-german. 

One overwhelming dili^rence between them was patent. Oeoftrey 
was no beauty-man I When he was the freshest of freshmen^ 
five or six years befor:: the morning of this Guernsey breakfast^ 
Gefi went in, one ^November night, for a little bit of guerilla light- 
ing in the Cambridge streets, whi^h without queochinf: the guerilla 
spirit, efiectually left a beau'jy-spoiling brand upon himself for the 
remainder of his life. 

It happened thus. Geoftrey, raw from school, had newly car- 
ried off one of the scholarships best worth winning in the univer- 
sity. Although biave, manly, impetuous, the lad's hours were 
early, his habits sober. He belonged, indeed, to a class which 
young gentlemen, fond of their pleasure, and of modest mental gifts, 
are apt to label during their first two terms of residence under the 
generic name of smug. "Well, with an old schoolmate, less versed 
in Greek than himself, Gefl had been drinking cofiee and conning 
over such portions of Plato as would be wanted by his fiiend tor 
the coming Little Go. lie was midway on his way back to his 
scholar's attic in John's when, turning sharply round a corner of 
Petty Cury, he found himself in the thick of a small but classic 
'* town and gown." A brace of undergraduates, raw as himself, 
held a mob of roughs at bay; stcnes, oaths, and brickbats flew 
about with Homeric profusion. A fine Cambridge drizzle gave 
atmosphere to the scene. Police, bull -dogs, proctors, were beneath 
the horizon. 

With no other weapons than his fiets and his Fiato, Geff 
rushed to the fore. In those early days he had neither the weight 
nor the staying power which on many a well-contested football field 
have since made his name a terror to the foe and a tower of strength 
to all England. He had, however, the foice born of will, of brain, 
of generous impulse. Ere twenty seconds had sped, Plato, with 
all the Platonic philosophy, went to the winds, and the biggest* 
brawniest of the roughs, stoutly gripped tiboui the neck-cloth re- 
f ion, gave tokens of surrender. 
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Unfortunately tor Ge&'s beauty, his antagonist's left hand held a 
bxokeu stone bottle. As the ruffian felt himself reel to earth, he 
iswun^ the missile, ivitli dastard might, into theBcotch lad's face, 
cutting his nose and torehead very literally to the bone. There 
came a cry of *' Proctor 1'' There was the shufflo of depacting feet. 
Then GeoJirey, blinded, stunned, fell into a buU-dog's arms and 
beard the usual proctorial question as to name and college, ad- 
dressed with the usual calm proctorial ccurtesy to himself. 

It was a week betore the Little Go ezams.; and Geoflrey Ai- 
buihnot, as soon as the surgeons could strap his face into a giim 
resemblance of humanity, went down. 

The incident in nowise lessened his Cambridge reputatiouo 
Though he eventually came out eighth in the Classical Tripos, it 
is not known that the most foolish tongue called Arbuthnot of 
John's a BmnR again; tacitly, he was recognized, even by pleasure- 
loving young gentlemen, as one of that queer ** good-all-round 
sort " in whom the defects of bookishness and staid living are 
condoned by certain sterling natural virtues— glorious muscle, 
unconqueiable pluck. " Virtues that a man can't help, don't you 
knofv, if they are born in him I" And which, confusing to the 
pleasure-loving intelligence though such facts may be, do certainly, 
in the long run, bring public credit to the Alma Mater. 

But the blow from his street antagonist had marred Geoffrey 
Arbuthnot's looks for life. 

Strength, loyalty, gentleness were written large upon his face. 
His dark, somewhat sunken eyes had in them the glow of an intel- 
lect high above the level of his handsome cousin I His smile, 
though Gefi did not resemble the fa>aily of Bourbon, was finer, be- 
cause svveeter, more wholly human than Gaston's, But his looks 
were marred. That rugged cicatrice across nose and forehead could 
never wear out, and Geoffrey possessed not the thousand little draw- 
ing-room graces that, in some women's sight, might, go far towaid 
rendering such a blemish *' interesting." His hands, however firm, 
lithe, adequate for a surgeon's work, did neither suggest Titian nor 
Velasquez to your mental eyn. His dress bespoke the student. His 
French was grotesque. Although a second Bayard in his rever- 
ence for abstract woman, he had no small attentions for concrete 
idle ladies. 

Gai den-parties Geoffrey Arbuthnot evaded; dancing- parties he 
abhoired. In regard to matrimony he would shake his head, not 
holdiug it a state meet for all men. 

Concerning this latest clause, however, the reader shall iearn 
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more 'wUen we come to ask why ttie triangular friendship of the 
persons breakfasting together under the shadow of Mr. Miller's 
limes was paiadoxical. 

" Ye8,»" resumed Gaston Arbuthnot, tilting himself to the out* 
side limit of equilibrium on his garden chair, and clasping his 
arms, with a gesture admirably suggestive of habitual laainess^ 
above his head, ** look the position in the face for one maitientr 
and you reduce it to an absurdity. !No girl of serenteen has ever 
yet been a man-hater; has she, Dinah?" 

'* 1 was not," admitted Mrs. Arbuthnot frankly, although she 
blushed. '* But Miss. Bartrand of Tintajeux, young though she 
is, has gone through disappointment. Mrs. Miller told me so when 
I snowed her the paper with the advertisement. Miss Bartrand, 
mote than a year ago, was engaged to the majc*r of some English 
regiment stationed in Guernsey." 

** Is that a disappointment, my love?" 

"The major of tbe regiment proved a sorry character," said 
Dinah gravely. '* Miss Bartrand found out that he had broken the 
heart of some poor girl at a former garrison town." 

'* And, from that hour forth, swore to look on all men as in the 
conspiracy,'' interrupted Gasion. ** What breadth of discrimina- 
tion, what knowledge of the world, these simple-seemine school- 
girls occasionally show!" 

*' When I was eighteen, that spring 1 went to stay with Aunt 
Susan at Lesser Oheriton, I knew no more of the world's ways 
than a baby, did 1, Geft?" 

" The pliilosophers are divided as to how much a baby does 
tmow," answered Geo^rey, fixing his dark eyes with discrimina- 
tion upon Mrs. Gaston Arbuthnot's face. 

" There is an unexpected parry for you, my dear girl." Shift- 
ing his chair away from the table, Dinah's lord -began to fold him- 
self a loose, or Spanish -modeled cigarette. Pipes and cigais of ordi- 
nary goodness Gaston would no more smcke than he would swallow 
any of the popular fluids known among Britons as wine, fie had 
the viitue of facile tempetance, wore the blue ribt-ons of a fastidious 
taste. Unless his small luxuries were of the choicest, he could at 
any time fill the anchorite's r61e without efl:oit. " You had better 
apply tQ your own lawful husband, Dinah, than to Geft, when you 
want a compliment." 

•*1 apply to Geofirey when 1 want truth." 

Dinah made this answer, unconscious of tbe slight irony hei 
Bpeech conveyed. 
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** The truth! When a pretty woman talks of truth," cried Gas- 
ton, " she means, * Give me the biggest, most BUji;aied lump of 
' praise that my moral gullet will enable me to swallow, * '* 

Mrs. Arbuthnot had been married close upon four years. Yet 
was she so much in love with Gaston stiU as to color rosy red at 
the doubtful flattery ot this remark. 

She was a blonde, amply fiamed Devocshtre girl, in the fresh 
summer of her youth. ** Kot a lady," according to the traditions 
of small social courts, the judgments of smaller feminine tribunals. 
Dinah's lips could scarcely unclose before ineradicable accents o^ - 
. the west couotry working folk informed you that Gaston Arbuth- 
not; like so many artists -poor dear impressionable fellows!— had 
married beneath him. Not a lady, as far as the enunciation of 
certain vowels, the absence of certain petty artificialities of female 
manner were concerned, but with the purity ot April dawn on her 
cheeks, the wholesome work-a-day qualities of a long line of yeo- 
man progenitors in her heart. 

About most women's charms men are prone to hold contradic- 
tory opinions. What world* renowned beauty but has at times felt 
the cold breath of adverse criticism? A smile from Dinah's pensive 
mouth, a gleam from Dinah's serious eyes, appealed to all be- 
holders. Tottering old gentlemen -would turn, with spectacles 
hastily adjusted, to wonder; fine ladies cast lo(ks of despair after 
her from their carriages; young men of every sort and condition 
would lose their peace, if Dinah did but demurely walk along Lon- 
don pavement or provincial street. She was an altogether unique 
specimen of our mixed and overfeatured race; (^hite and rose rt 
complexion; chiseled of profile, with English-colored hair (and this 
hair is neither gold nor flaxen nor chestnut, but a subdued blending 
of the three); eyebrows and eyelashes that matched; a nobly cut 
throat; and the slow, calm movements that belong in all countries 
to the fair lar&;e Madonna-like women of her type. 

Madonna. The word in connection with poor Dinah must awaken 
instant visions of sock-knitting and of pinafore-mending 1 Gaston's 
wife was, in truth, a very ideal of sweet and gracious motherhood. 
Gladly you would have imagined her, girt round by a swarm of 
toddlers, with eyes and cheeks like her own, to be bequeathed, a 
priceless heirloom, to future generations. But Dinah had no liv- 
ing child. And round Dinah*s mouth might be discerned lines ^ 
that should certainly not have found their way thither at ttvo- 
and-twenty. And in Dinah's low country voice there was a lilt at 
times of unexpected sadness. . Round some corner of her path 
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Dull Care, you felt, must lurk, stealthily watcUtul. At some point 
in the outward and visible sunshine of her married life theie must 
be a blot of shadow. A "woman like Dinah could be hit through 
her att actions only. Her affections were centered painfully--l had 
almost written morbidly— on one suliject. And that subject wa& 
Mr. GastOD-Arbuthnot, her husband. 

" It Miss Bartrand be a hater of men, a scorner of marriage^ 
80 much the easier prospect tor me," said Geoffrey. '* At the 
present time 1 look upon myself as an educational machine to be 
hired out at so much an hoar. 1 have no more mind to put on 
company manners for Miss Marjorie Bartrand than tor any thick 
headed fresher I was vainls endeavoring to get through Little Go.*'' 

*' Vou? It depends, ratner, on irhat Miss Marjorie Bartrand 
has a mind lor/' observed Gaston Aibuthnot, with the certaiilty 
born of larger experience. 

" Happily, tihe wording of the advertisement shows that Mjs» 
Bartrand means work. We have it here." 

Geoffrey looked down the columns of a small, blue, badly printed 
local newspaper, halt Frenchr bait English, that lay open on the 
breakfast-table. 

*'• Tutor wanted. 1, Marjorie Bartrand of Tintajeux, need a 
coach to prepare me for Girton. Classics and mathematics. Bix 
hours a week. Apply, personally, at Tintajeux Manoir, after six: 
P.M.. An Oxford or Cambridge man preferred.* " 

'• Does any one know it Marjoiie Bartrand is handsome?" ex- 
claimed Gaston, with sudden animation. '** Dinah, 1 adjure you to- 
find out the truth in this matter. The women of the hotel would 
at least repeat the popular island beliefs. ' An Oxford or Cam- 
bridge man preferred/ The crystalline artfulness of the clause 
touches one, from a girl who makes a pretense at misanthropy." 

•* But surely, Gaston, you would not—" 

*• I would do most things. My classics were unfairly judged of 
by my college tutor My mathematics," Gaston confessed with 
his air of unreliable fatuity, ** never existed. Still, 1 kept all my 
terms, except, of ccuise, the hunting terms. And 1 succeeded — 
as tar as I went I If 1 passed no exams., I was at least never spun. 
1 am as much a Cambridge man as Geoffrey is. I feel more than 
disposed to apply, tc Miss Marjorie Bartrand myself." 

The muscles about Dinah Arbuthnot's delicately carved mouth 
trembled. 

'* You would tire before the first lesson was over," said Gefl, 
watching Dinah, while he addressed Dinah's husband. **You 
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want my incenlive, Gustpn, filthy lucre. My terms as a coach ia 
Guernsey are five shillings an houi. Five slKes aie thirty. Yes, 
reading classics and mathematics with Miss Bartrand will just pay 
half my weekly hotel hill, supposing 1 am not lucky enough to 
get other work." ^ 

" And you don't care a straw whether MarjorieBnrtrand is pietty 
or plain? My dear Gefi, if ever fortune brings you to the stage, 
lake the part of Joseph Surface, for my sake. i( would suit you 
to admiration." 



CHAPTER XL 

POKER TALK. 

Ere Geoffrey had had time to retaliate, a factor of no common 
importance was destined to enter the difficult picblem of Dinah 
Arbuthnot's happiness. Holding the corner ot her apron before 
her lips, the jaunty French waitress tripped up a pathway leading 
from the hotel to the lime-shaded lawn, and placed a lady's card 
between Gaston's hands. 
'* Une dame. Mais, une petite dame qui doirande monsieur I" 
And the serving-woman's eyes took in the whole space of blue 
mid-heaven at a glance. Obviously this Kcrman waitress with 
acumen derived from an older civilization than ours, was mistress 
of the situation. 

In a second of time Dinah had glanced over hei husband's 
shoulder. 

•• Mrs. Thorne. Who is Mrs. Theme? What is that written in 
pencil? * Nee Linda Constantia Smythe.' Gaston, what is the 
meaning of * Nee 7" 

1 am bound to add that Dinah pronounced the monosyllable as 
*' knee." And a red spot showed on Gaston Arbuthnot's cheek. 

From his precocious boyhood up, it had been a belief of Gaston's 
that lady-killing was an open accomplishment; the established 
means of defense, as muoh an ait to be learned as the means of at- 
tack. And still, at the sight of those poor pencil-marks, at the 
thought of the youthful evenings when Linda Constantia used to 
hand him cups of weak tea, flavored atrociously with cinnamon, in 
the salon of a remembered Paris entresol, the conscience of the man 
was touched. 

As Dinah's voice asked the meaning of the word "knee," he 
changed color. 
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*• Linda Constantia Smythe. What an absurdly small world 
we inhabit 1 You and I, my love, and Geoff re/, coming across 
poor Linda Constantia! Faltes entrer cette dame," he added, turn- 
ing to the waitress. ** An absolutely forgotten acquaintance of 
a hundred years m9, Dinah— an acquaintance of times before I nad 
heard your name. Linda married— no, did not marry; went cut 
tc India, a spinster, and returned, poor soul! the wife of a Doctor 
Thorne. They say. in these Channel Islands, a man will run across 
every mortal he has known, or is fated tc knoTv, from bis cradle 
to his grave." 

" You never told me of your acquaintance with any Linda Con- 
stantia Smythe. I wonder you recollected her name so instantly, 
Oaston." 

'• Easier, perhaps, tc recollect the name than the lady. Can it 
be possible that this is she?" A cream-colcred paiasoJ, a great 
many yards of crean^-colored cambric, weie advancing with agi- 
tated flutter across the lawn. ** By Jupiter 1 how these meager 
women age wlien they once cross the line. Can this te the walk 
one has admired, I know not how oft? Are those the shoiilders? 
My dear Mis. Thome/' Gaston Aibuthnot rose to meet his visitor, 
thoroughly warm, thoroughly natural of manner; and Dinah, 
with a sensation of insignificance only too familiar to her, sunk 
Into the background — *' this is too kind! Doctor Thorne well, 1 
hope? And your little daughter? You see I have watched the 
first column of the * Times.' About your own health 1 need not 
ask. And so you have really given up India— have made a settle- 
ment in Guernsey! Dinah, my love, let me introduce you to one 
ct my very early Parisian friends. My wife— Mrs. Thorne." 

Dinah bowed with the staid gravity that in her case, as in that 
of some other lowly born people one has known, came so near to 
the self- possession of breeding Mrs. Ihorne was effusi/e. 

Gaston felt an honest artistic satisfaction in watching the con- 
trast I he two young women presented to each other. 

Linda Thome's figure was lithe, straight, thin ; the sort of figure 
that ever lends itself kindly to the setting forth of such anatomical 
deformities as shall have received the last approving seal of Parisian 
fashion. Her eight but toned long hands were pleasingly posed. 
She wore a great deal of frizzled darkish hair on a forehead that, 
but for this Cupid's am"buscade, might nave been overhigh. Traces 
of rice-powder, at noon of a June day, were not absent from Mrs. 
Thome's India- bleached cheeks. Her eyes wrere bie, black-lashed, 
green. Her nose was flat, giving somewhat the Egyptian Sphinx 
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type to a personality which, with all its demerits, was by uo means 
void either of allaremeot or distinction. 

It Linda had spoken perfect grammar, in a London tone, and 
with a taught manner, you would have set hei down, perhaps, aa 
an actress from one of. our good theaters. S]ieaking, as she did, 
at uttei grammatical random, with tne alightest bit of Irish arcent 
and no manner at all, imagination might suggest to you that Dr. 
Thome's wife belonged to some lost tribe of nomad lords or hon- 
orables. And the suggestion would be correct. Linda's grand- 
father was an Irish earl; a hate-brained gentleman not unknown 
to the newspaper editors of his day, bat with wnose deeds, good 
or evil, with whose forfeited acres, domestic relations, or political 
principles, our story has no concern. 

Linda grasped Mrs. Arbutbnot's hands; dravring her toward 
herself with such warmth thai Dinah's unsmiling face rose higher 
in air. IShe had an instinctive, a horrible dread that this old Parisian 
friend of Gaston's, this lady of the ^reen eyes, rice-powdered 
cheeks, and effusive manner, might be going to embrace her. 

*' A pleasure, and an immense surprise to meet like tbis!" Mrs. 
Tlicrne look in with one long look the blooming fairness of the 
girl Gaston Arbuthnot had married, then dropping Dinah's hands,, 
she turned coolly away. '* 1 heard of youi arrival here, Mi. Ar- 
buthnot, from Colonel de Gourmet." 

•' Colonel de Gourmet Is—" 

** Our ibland authority in ail matters of taste, from the dressing 
of a salad to the delivery of a sermon. He said you locked like a 
man who would understand the nteaning of the word 'dinner.^ 
That is the highest praise Colonel de Gourmet can give." 

" I appreciate the compliment immensely." 

'* You must appreciate the colonel by meeting him at our house. 
Somehow, 1 fancied you were alone. 1 thought, stupidly, you had 
come to Guernsey for art reasons, and as a bachelor. " 

So her visit was deliberately not intended for the wife; after 
such a declaration, could not involve the necessity of the wife's 
future acquaintance I The keen blood quickened on Dinah's cheek. 
Dinah's husband was unmoved. Should it be counted as strength 
or aa weakness, as fault or as virtue, that no small feminine by- 
thrust at his lowly bom wife ever shook the outward compcsute 
ot Gaston Arbuthnot? 

" j>^o, Dinah is with me. We are just starting on somewhat 
lengthy travels. We mean to spend the early summer here, Mrs. 
Thome. In autumn we shall ramble leisurely on toward the South 
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oC France, and Id winter make a settlement of some kind in Flor- 
ence. In Florence, greatly to my wife's Batiafaclion, 1 am pledged 
to do serious work." 

'* Yes? And is it true, then, that you are a sculptor by profes 
sion, that you have become an artist to the exclusion of other aims? 
Of course there is a way of looking at things which make^ such a 
life seem the most charming possible." Mrs. Thome clasped her 
thin clever hands as though entering some mysterious general pro- 
test against art and its followers. ** And still, one has regrets. 1 
was foolishly ambitious about you, if you remember, Mr. Arbuth- 
not. In our romantic boy-and-girl Paris days, 1 quite thought you 
were to get into Parliament. To be the people's friend. A kind 
of second Mirabeau. To make a trsmeadous name." 

Gaston Arbuthnot's face for a second betrayed sincere perplex- 
ity. When was Linda Constantia ambitious in her hopes about his 
Intellectual future? At what period of that shallow flirtation, a 
decade of years ago, could dreams of a seat in the House of Com- 
mons, and of Parliamentary victories, have been possible to her? 

*• 1 am open to flattery, Mrs. Tnorne. When does a mediocre 
man not glory in the flne things which, according to his friends, he 
might have dona? Yet it seems to me 1 never held a political 
opinion in my life." 

" Ycu once held very strong ones. Why, in a letter you wrote 
me after — after we had said good-bye in Paris, you were so nobly 
warm, I remember, about the English lower classes! Our sisters 
and brothers in t lie alleys, whose claims that dear, Immortal Mrs. 
Browning so beautifully reveals to us." 

Gaston Arbuthnot, at this mention of a letter, felt the ground 
grow solid beneath his feet. 

'* 1 must have written to you from Cambridge; for the moment, 
perhaps, had taken up some of Gefi's fads. Let me introduce my 
cousin, by the bye. Geoffrey Arbuthnot— Mis. Thorne.'* 

Mrs. Thorne, who knew that in Geoffrey Arbuthnot she would 
never have a friend, smiled ambrosially. Qeft rose. He gave the 
lady the lowest, at the same time the coldest bow in the world, it 
was a true case of elective dislike at first sight. 

" Yes," went on Gaston, '* 1 remember." He drew forward a 
garden-chair, into which Mrs. Thorno— do unpleasing picture in 
her broad Leghorn hai, her cambric morning-gown, her eight -but- 
toned glores, her cream-colored sunshade— sunk gracefully. *' 1 
had taken up one of Gefl's fads. The British Workman was an 
epidemic among all classes of Cambridge undergraduates that term. 
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Get hald of your poorer brother in his hour of S(»briety--that is. lo 
say, en a Friday afterncon. Preaent.him with a bookshelf of your 
o(vn carving. Explain to him the newest thing out in diaining- 
pipes. Show him how to make a window-box ot rough cork, and 
present him with half a dozen slips of scarlet geranium. Human- 
ize him— always, of course, with the capital H. Humanize him!*' 

** You call work so utterly noble as this * a faa '? 1 assure you,. 
Mr, Geoffrey Arbuthnot, 1 am wild myself about the working 
classes. At this very moment 1 ought lo be visiting among, my 
district people." 

Mrs. Thome's eyes offered Geoffrey a glance of tentative sym- 
pathy. 

'* Different men come to the same end by different roads," said 
Gaston. *' Your greatest English authority on culture declares that 
any man with a dash of genius is the born elevator of others. I 
believe myself to have a dash — a thin streak rather — of genius. 1 
believe myself to be a born elevator, but it must be in my owa 
way." 

•* And that is?" asked Geoffrey. 

" Well, remembering the atmosphere of Barnwell ^nd Chestei- 
ton, the scene of our early labors, one feels sure that the geraniums 
must have choked for want of air. Bemembeiing the clay soil, the 
neighborhood of that oozy river, the thick air, the black ugliness," 
Gaston shivered unaffectedly, '* one is skeptical even as to draining- 
pipes. My opinion is that the English must be regenerated by art, 
by sculpture notably, owing to the low price ot plaster casts. Sculpt- 
ure can be best studied in Italy, and. I am on my road thithei. But 
QeH and 1 may still be fellow-laborers in the same cause." 

Gaston rattled forth this specimen of '* poker talk " lightly, hi& 
sombrero pulled low on his forehead, his shrewd, thought-reading 
eyes making observation the while ot Linda— Linda whom, in long- 
dead Paris days, he just liked too well to be ever, lor one moment,, 
in love with. And the result of his study was that, In her Leghorn 
hat and cambric gown and slim, eight-buttoned gloves, Linda Con- 
stantia Thorne looked undeniably picturesque. 

Efiich attitude that she took had, he saw, been diligently learned 
by heart. It was Mrs. Thome's habit when in town to spend her 
nights at the Lyceum, leaning gracefulness from the stalls, at so 
much an hour. Her expression savoied rather of earth than 
heaven. Her figure spoke of the Parisian deformity artist, not oi 
nature. But these faults were just les defauts des sea quaiUes. 
Ga&ton could never think idlomalically j^ave in French. A ^€iV. 
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paying section ot tlie art of 188- required models of Linda Tnorne's 
type. And what artist, with pocliets pooily lined, can resist the 
prospect of a good unpaid model ? 

If puie-faced madonnas commanded the worsliip yielded to them 
ot old, no need to go further than thp exquisite brow and throat of 
his own Dinah. But pure-faced madonnas in the nineteenth cent- 
ury aie tor the first-class sculptor. Gaston belonged to the dilet- 
tante third-rate men who execute pretty conventionalities with 
readiness, get money for them from the dealers, and are stirred 
neither by great expectation of success nor by great disappoint- 
ment in failure. 

In any case, so decided the quick brain under the sombrero. 
Linda Thome, during half a summer here in Guernsey, must be a 
resource, personally, against stagnation. She had ripened into a 
kind of sub- acid cleverness that pleased Mr. Gaston Arbuthnofs 
taste. Her acquaintance opened out a not unprofitable means of 
spending one's hours between work and dinner. On principle, he 
was in favor always of the brain woman, as opposed to the senti- 
ment woman. He chose the white rose rather than the red— his 
only condition being that the white rose must welir Jouvin's gloves, 
get her dresses from Paris, abjure patchouli, and be peremptorily 
certain that every inch ot his. Gaston's, heart belonged to the some- 
what neglected girl, with Juno ffxe and Devonshire accent, who 
waited for him at home. 

Before sixty seconds were over he had resolved upon soliciting 
Linda Thome to be his model. 

'* And while Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot chisels marble for the En- 
glish pauper in some delicious Florentine palace, you are thinking 
of Guernsey as an abiding-plaoe?" 

Mrs. Thorne asked the question softly of Geofirey. 

*' I? Certainly not, madam. After a few weeks* holiday 1 am 
going back to my medical wok in Cambridge." 

*' Geofirey won his academic honors long ago," said Gaston. " In 
my cousin Gefi you behold that melancholy specimen, Mrs. Tliorne 
— a man of genius resolutely bent on not getting on in the world. 
After passing eighth in the Classical Tripos of his year—-" 

*' And finding that a Classical Tripos does not mean bread and 
cheese," put in Gefi with sturdy independence. 

" My cousin went back to school, set up a skeleton, and began 
smelling evil smells out of bottles, like a good little boy ot sixteen. 
In another year and a half he hopes to get some unpaid work in 
the £2a8t End of London. The worse," added Gaston, with the 
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hearty appreciation of GeoSrey, which was the finest Ihiog in his 
own character — " the worse for all the wretched men and women in 
Cambridge whose lives are bettered by my cousin Geff's labors 
among them." 

*• Re— ally? Dear, dear, it is all too noble 1 A. veritable lite- 
poem in prose! My husband is a man of science, too. Only in 
his days, you know, doctors believed in their cwn horrible medi- 
cines. Doctor Thorne will be charmed to make Mr. Geoffrey Ar- 
bulhnot's acquaintance, lou are not working quite too dreadfully 
hard here in Guernsey, 1 hope?" 

Geoffrey detested italics, even though he might tolerate a woman 
who habitually employed them. Judge how he was affected by the 
italicized enthusiasm, applied to himself, ot Linda Thorne! 

" My work in Guernsey will take the shape of pupils, it 1 am 
\ucky enough to get any. My terms are five shillings an hour, 
madam. My tuition comprises Greek, Latin, arithmetic, a mod- 
erate quantity of algebra, and, if required," said Geft, without the 
ghost of a smile, *' the use ot the globes. Perhaps you could re- 
commend me?" 

** Oh, to be sure^ 1 quite understand." Linda's highly wrought 
tones went through a diminuendo of interest, well bred but rapid, 
at this announcement ot poverty. " Classics; the use of the globes; 
algebra; pupils." 

'* Of whom we hope we have caught one," cried Gaston, watch- 
ing her face, gauging the extent of her sympathy for lite-poems m 
prose. ** You lb ink, do you not, Gefl, that you have secured Miss 
Marjorie Bartrand of Tintajeux?" 

" I iiave alieady offered myself in writing, and shall walk out 
to Tintajeux, on approval, this evening. If Miss Bartrand thinks 
me capable of teaching her arithmetic, also the rudiments of Greek 
and Latin, at five shillings an hour, the bargain will be struck." 

•' Capable?" 

The exclamation came from Dinah, who until now had main 
taiued a slaid but not ungracious silence while the others talked. 
A certain light in Dinah's eyes betrayed the profound conviction 
of Geoffrey's intellect which was felt by her. 

Mrs. Thorne looked, without showing she looked, at the three 
Arbuthnots in turn. 

" You think Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot more than capable of guid- 
ing the whole combined feminine intellect of cur poor little Guern- 
sey. Do you riot, Mrs. Arbuthnot?" 

Linda asked this with the Korth Pole voice that puts thie social 
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position of a feminine questioner at so vast a distance from the 
social position of lier questioned, 

*' 1 know nothing about intellect, except what 1 hear from Geof- 
frey and my husband. 1 am quite uneducated myself." 

Dinah's reply was accompanied by a Jaige level glance from Ihose 
fearless, truthful Devonshire eyes of hers. And Mrs. Thome's eyes 
fell. 

Gaston Arbuthnot felt the heart within trim rejoice. He would 
honestly have liked to accord a ** Brava!" to his wife. 

" A good many interpretations may be put upon the word * un- 
deucated/ " observed Geoffrey. 

Mrs. Thorne had long known herself to be a clever woman. She 
felt that she was a cleverer woman than usual at Itiis moment. 
Yet not a suspicion had she of the situation's actual point, not an 
inkling of theMelicate friendship whch bound Geoffrey to Dinah, 
and, at a somewhat lengthened distance, to Gaston. 

* • Ah ! When you have stayed longer in our Robinson Crusoe 
little island — And it is charming, is it not?" 

" Quite too delicinusly charming," answered Gaston, paraphras- 
ing Linda's own style of speech. ** And cheaper than any de- 
cently liveable place this side Italy. For the daily consideiation of 
two flvc-franc pieces one gets such sunshine as can not be bought. 
In Great Britain, three excellently cooked meals, and the advantage 
of living under the same roof with members of the English aristoc- 
racy. You hear the domestic gossip, Dinah. Does not a dowager 
countess, with a German lady's-maid, a second husband, two pug 
dogs, and a wig, reside in some upper apartment of Miller's Hotel ?'*^ 

**But you will find that we are a little behindhand. Doctor 
Thorne and myself are sensible that there is always the insular 
note. Our friends are most kind, most hospitable, and of course 
there are the military people to fall back upon. Still, remembering 
other days, the intimacies of the soul, the freedom, the expansion 
of Indian society, Robbie and 1 feel we aie in exile. There is a 
constant danger of fatty degeneration— 1 see Mi. Geoffrey Arbuth- 
not Uughing at me— fatty degeneration of the mind." 

'' Want of appreciation is the saddest thing in uuman life," mur- 
mured Gaston, with a seiious face. ** I am taKing my wife to Flor- 
ence on the outside chance that we may be recognized by the Flor> 
entines a& persons of distinction. In London we are nowhere. " 

'* Yes. There is the insular note. Now, these Barirands of 
Tiutajeux. Delightful people I l^oble French family who emi- 
grated a hundred years ago to Guernsey— such of them, I mean, as> 
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were not guillotined— dropped the * de ' Irom belore their name, 
and setthid here. Well, it is very wicked to awaken prejudice, 
^ut— " 

** Put aside all moral obligations,*' exclaimed Gaston Arbuthnot. 
*' At ar pass like this, dear Mrs. Thorne, it is a matter ot life or 
death to some ot us to have facts. Is Maijorie Bartrand pretty!" 

With her long, gloved fingers Linda Thome stroked doivn iioag- 
inaiy creases in her dress. 

'* Marjorie ou^ht to be pretty. 1 am a frank adorer ot beauty, 
you must know. 1 bate to see a girl with possibilities make the* 
least of herself. So 1 always contrive to give Marjorie a friendly 
lecture. If she would only airange her hair differently, as 1 tell 
her, and dress like other people, aud take a little reasonable care of 
her complexion, she might be distinctly nice-looking. All to no 
purpose. Marjorie is Mar jorie still. Some people call her an oiig- 
inal. 1,*' said Linda playfully, '* go further. I call her an aborig- 
inal." 

** I see her with my mind's eye. Geofirey, accept my condol- 
ences. All these classico-mathematical girls," observed Gaston, 
*' are the same. Much nose, little hair, freckles, ankles. Let the 
conversation be changed." 

*' Maijorie has too little rather than too much nose, and is cer- 
tainly too. dark for freckles. It seems, Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot, that 
yon have grown cynical in these latter days. If I were a girl again 
I should be wild to become a pupil of Mr. Geoffrey's— if he would 
have me. 1 should adore classics and mathematics, a touch of sci- 
ence even! Positively, I think 1 ought to have a smattering of bi- 
ology. Just as one ought to attend the ambulance classes. Bui wo 
may cultivate the Graces also. Now, Marjorie can ies everything 
to extremes. Perhaps that is only another way of saying Marjorie 
is a Bartrand." 

*' And the Bartrands, you hinted^. are, as a race, handsome?" 

Never was man surer of carrying his point, by oblique if not b3'' 
direct means, than Gaston Arbuthnot. 

" Handsome, stiff-necked, unrelenting. 1 am not talking scan- 
dal against Queen Elizabeth, mind. If I said this in their presence, 
both Marjorie and her terrible grandfather would feel flattered. 
Bomeihing softer the child may perhaps have inherited from her 
Spanish mother." 

("A Spanish mother!" interpolated Gaston, in speculative par- 
entheeis. " Southern eyes flashing at you from the handsome Bar- 
trand face!") 
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*' But JVlarjorie has the true family temper. She kaows too 
much. She asciibes the worst motives to every one. She can not 
forgive. About a twelvemonth ago, when the giil really ought 
to have been in the sehoclrroom, there was an unhappy little love 
story afloat in Guernsey." 

" A lover who was unworthy of her, of course?" 

'* That sort of thing happens to many of us/' said Linda, ex- 
amining the stitching of her kerchief, '* and yet we women manage 
t6 forget oui own wrongs and to tolerate humanity tor the re- 
mainder of OUI lives. Marjoiie, reckoning pounds, ibiliings, and 
pence by our modest insular standard, is an heiress. Well, she de- 
spises the very name of man now, because a certain rather un- 
worthy Major Tredennis sought to marry her for her money." 

" And intends to be revenged upon us from the awful heights of 
Plato and conic sections! Geff, my boy, I don't envy you as much' 
as 1 did a quarter of an hour ago." 

** Oh, Mr. Gecftrey will be frightfully snubbed. It is only 
right to pKPpare him beforehand." 

Mrs. Thorne raised her eyes— very fine and sparkling eyes they 
looked just then— to Qeoftiey Aibuthnot's face. 

"1 shall like the sensation," remarked Geff. *' To the usual 
forms of feminine caprice one should be indifferent. Snubbing 
means sincerity. " 

" If you tell her she has worked oiit a proposition in Euclid 
right she will resent it, think you are offering her an affront under 
the veil of compliment." 

" Ihen 1 will speak of the propositions, only, in which she fails." 
"If you admire the flower she holds in her hand she will throw 
it away. It you say the sky is fair, she will remark that, for her 
part, she thinks it looRs like rain. Once or twice," said Linda, 
** 1 have met Marjorie Bartrand at seme village treat or flower- 
show. The girl is not out, or likely to come out. She possesses 
one dress, I believe, the orthodox length of other people's! And 
each time 1 have pitied the unfortunate young men who tried to 
make themselves agreeable to her." 

" 1 am not an agreeable young man, Mrs. Thorne, either in fact 
or intention. Your warnings are kind but 1 think even a Bartrand 
and an heiress will And it waste of time to snub me long." 

As Geoffrey spoke, a side gate of the hotel garden opened. The 
figure of a spare, wooden-structured old gentleman dressed in 
white nankeen, and with a white umbrella, outspread, walked in. 
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*• Why, theie is Robbie! My dear good husband P' exclaSmed 
Mrs. Thorne impulsively. '"^ What in the world-—" 

** A 11 ait il faire dans celle galore?" 

The quotation was put in by Gaston in an innocent voice. 

Now Dinah's French studies had in her youth been conducted, 
for five terms, in a small and remote Devonshire boarding-school. 
Consequently she did not understand one word ot the language as 
pronounced by Gaston. Her heart sunk as she watched an amused 
smile play round Linda's mouth. Already ideas were exchanged 
between these two people— dear friends once — from which she 
must, perforce, remain shut out. 

•• Doctor Tho— orne! Doctor Tho— ornel" 

And with playful undulatory movements of her parasol, Mrs, 
Linda strove to arrest her husband's attention. 

*• Linda! Bless my heart, my love, 1 thought you were district 
visiting hours ago. Quite an unexpected pleasure." 

And, hat in hand, Doctor Thorne advanced up the path, duti- 
fully obedient to his Linda's call, to be introucedto Linda's friends. 

He was an ultra India -looking, ultra curry-colcred old company's 
servant, considerably more than thirty years his wife's senior, with 
a snow-white military mustache, projecting white eyebrows, mild, 
tired eyes, a <reiy thick gold chain, a puggaree, and buif shoes. 
You cculd never look at Doctor Thorne without a certain surprise 
that he did not live in Cheltenham; so well was his appearance in 
tune with your recollections of the Cheltenham promenade winter 
garden, Montpellier lawn-tennis cc^urts, and club windows tlos> 
soming over with generals, admirals and old Indians. 

But in Cheltfnham Linda might have hunted! Quite early after 
their return to Europe, Doctor Ihorne made the discovery that 
he and his wife had two passiohs — Linda's for horses, his own for 
living within his peubion. This decided him on choosing an island 
for his residence. 

"Bless my heart, Linda! A positively unexpected pleasure.'' 
repeated the doctor, with urbane little bows discreetly given to 
no person in particular. 

'• You dear delicious Robbie, to turn up just when you aresa 
wanted!" cried Linda. "Mrs. Arbuthnot, let me introduce my 
husband." With a careless wave of the hand that said, plainly 
enough, this part of the ceremony might te cut as short as possible. 
•* Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot. Have 1 not often told you, Robbie, cf 
my old friendship tor Gast— , 1 mean, for Mr. Arbuthnot, in Paris? 
Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot, a medical student from Cambridge.'^ 
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Dr. Tbornc was one of the most thorough believers extant in 
this questioning, skeptical nineteenth -century world. He believed 
in bis own drugs, practicing, on a small but murderous scale here 
in Guernsey, and holding the same pharmacopceial opinions that 
obtained half a century earlier in Calcutta. Ue believed in the great 
political names he had admired when he was a school- boy; in the 
balance of power, in the infallibility of Church, State, and the 
British Empiie generally. Ue believed in the extraordinary con- 
venience ot his house, in the fitness of bis furniture, in the talents 
of his Linda. Dr. Thome, 1 should add, had a mind— seriously 
small, thoroughly limited, but still a mind—not badly stored with 
facts, of a dry and statistical order, which he loved to impart to 
ethers. 

Fastening at once on Dinah — for Linda, moving a few paces dis- 
tant, began to lionize the adjacent islands for Gaston's benefit, and 
Geff contrived to vanish from the scene^fastening on poor Dinah 
tor his victim. Dr. Thome at once opened a conversation with the 
airy didactic grace in which old gentlemen would seem to have 
ahone when the story-books or our infancy were written. 

'* Your first visit to the island, Mrs. Arbuthnot? Then I trust 
you and your worthy husband will accept my services as your 
cicerone. There is much here, X can assure you, to stimulate the 
interest and foster habits of observation, in the first place, you 
see, we have the people themselves, whose habits of frugality con- 
trast in a marked and favorable manner with those of larger coun- 
tries. Tou are not perhaps acquainted with the statistics of sav- 
ing.^!- banks generally?" 

" 1 have never had anything to save in my life, sir." 

*' Well, then, 1 can give you a few important facts. Sit down, 
pray. Let us protect our heads under the shadow of this delightful 
ash, or lime, which is it? 1 can give you a few details, with the 
amount actually saved by each person in this island over the age of 
fifteen. Studies of this kind captivate the softer faculty of benevo- 
lence, while they strengthen and enlarge the understanding." 

Dinah was well dowered by nature with means of self-defense. 
She could put down an impertinence, 1 am afraid could resent an 
injury, as well as any fine London lady of them all. But in Di- 
nah's moral arsenal was no weapon for demolishing a mild little 
prosy gentleman of sixty-seven, with snow-white mustache, yel- 
low shoes, and a tired smile. Some intuition she could not have 
analyzed made her almost feel a species of pity for Linda's husband. 

We do not easily experience two distinct kinds of pain at one 
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moment. It maybe that Dinab^s heait was too solely troubled 
lor her to be seDsible of boredom, even at the hands of such a mas- 
ter in the art of boring as the doctor. 

**That morsel ct table-land in the south is Bark," observed 
Linda, pointing to an outline of haze faintly towering above the 
aense blue of the Channel. ** And the slreak nearer at hand- 
please djn't look at me, but at the islands— the streak nearer at 
hand, with the sun shining on its yellow patches, is Jelho; and 
nearer still, where the pale green spaces mark the shallows, is Uerm. 
1 hope you are following my stage directions, Mr. Arbuthnot." 

Mr. Arbuthnot was scrutinizing her face; curiously, as one scru- 
tinizes any waif or stray from the past, suddenly brought back to 
one; but tenderly, too. When does a man of Gaston's character fee) 
auRht but kindness toward the woman whose life has been a little 
imbittered by his own fascination? 

The kindness made itself felt in his voice and look when he an- 
swered her: 

*' Almost the last time you and 1 saw each other we followed 
stage directions side by side. Have you forgotten those New Year 
charades of Madame Benjamin's?" 

"I have forgotten nothing," exclaimed Mrs. Thorne, with a 
sharpish accent. **1 have remembered you, Mr. Arbuthnot; 1 
have thoiight of you, hoped for your happiness all these years. 
Now, at length, I am called upon to witness it." 

She gave a glance ai Dinah patiently enduring the doctor's statis- 
tics, then went on with a sort of effort: 

*• You must let me cqngratulate you. 1 am blunt, matter-of-fact 
— just as 1 used to be." Certainly Linda Thorne was at no pains to 
modulate her voice. *' Mrs. Arbuthnot is simply beautiful. Those 
matchless lines of profile! Those soft v^aves of gold above her 
brow!" 

'* You like that way she has with her curls? I am answerable 
for it. It took exactly fifteen months to convince Dinah that a 
woman may wear short hair upon her forehead, yet save her soul 
alive." 

'* And the lips, the chinl 1 believe Mis. Arbuthnct's face is the 
first 1 have ever seen without a flaw." 

Linda spoke as one might speak of a shell cameo, of a china vase, 
of a lily modeled in wax. 

Gastcn Arbuthnot mentally translated the chill distinct tone, 
with edification to himself. 

" Dinah's is a nature laid on lar^c lines. She is the best possible 
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Dvite for such a light-ballasted man as 1." Ue made tbis confession 
ot taith witb genuine earnestness, teeling ratber tban.acknowledg- 
iniT be felt, I bat (be speecb set bis conscience satisfactorily at rest. 
'* Goodness matters a great deal more, does it not, Mis, Tborne, 
tban a beautiful face?" 

•' Possibly. 1 am ready to accept wbat you say. Tell me, only, 
you are not oQended by my outspoken admiration/' sbe went on. 
'* Surely 1 may presume sufficiently on old—old acquaintance, to 
congratulate ycu on your marriage, on tbe domestic sunsbine of 
your life?" 

"It is deligbtful to feel tbat your heait is warm as ever! Ajb a 
matter of priority, congratulations, Mrs. Tborne, were Sue to you 
first. Dinab and I bave been married tbree yeais and tbrec quar- 
ters, wbile you—" 

** Ob, it makes me too old a woman to be precise about dates," 
said Linda, looking away from bim. ** My daughter, although she 
retains her ayah and her spoiled Indian ways, is a big girl, almost 
four years old. I hope you will visit tbe Bungalow soon fur 
Bahnee's sake." 

" Tbe Bungalow being—" 

"The straggling:, white, one-storied place which you see low 
down tmder the bill to tbe right. That is my home, built entirely 
from Doctor Thome's own plans. The ugliest house, every honest 
person who sees it admits, in Guernsey." 

" Not in its interior. 1 am certain a house inbabiied by you 
could not be ugly." 

** Prettily said* Why, pray, in tbe present SBStbelic age, cut oft 
as we arc from (he poetic upholstery of London, should a bouse 
inhabited by me not ba a great deal uglier than other people's?" 

" 1 decline, at this^our of tbe morning, to be logical. One has an 
instinct in such things." 

•* Rahnee, at least, is not ugly. 1 am not afraid of your judg- 
ment on our little Rahnee. Nojy, what is to-day?" 

Gaston Arbuthnot believed it to be tbe fourteenth day of June, 
in the year of grace 188—. 

" Well, then "—Mrs. Thome's voice sunk so as td be only lialf 
a tone higher than a whisper—** will you dine witb us Ibis even- 
ing, at half past seven? 1 believe," added Linda vaguely, ** that 
one or two of the artillery officers may be coming to us. We do 
not entertain. 1 make a pomt of telling everybody that. Doctor 
Thome and 1 do not entertain. But if our friends care to drop in 
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unexpectedly, to eat our roast mutton with us, and gmoke a cigar- 
ette with Robbie afterward, there we are.*' 

It was to be a bachelor party, then. Dioah might possibly have 
been invited to eat roast mutton at Mrs. Thome's table. Slie 
could, under no clrcumstancee, be- asked to smoke a cigarette 
with Robbie afterward. But Gaston accepted with frank cor- 
diality. During the years ot bis married life it had sc grown to be 
a matter of course that Dinah, dear good girl! should never go 
into the world, that even the fo!m of hesitation at leaving her had 
been cropped on the pait of Dinah's husband. 

*' No dress coat, no white tie, please. In these long June even- 
ings one likes to stroll away as far from bricks and mortar as 
possible. Tliere will not be a moon to night. Still, even in the 
daikness, it will be enjoyable to breathe pure air and watch the 
light upon the Caskets irom the jetty yonder." 

** And wh^t do you think of my old friend?" Gaston Arbuthnot 
asked his wife when the Thornes had departed on their different 
roads, the doctor to visit a patient in Miller*s Hotel; Linda, her 
dress, a cavil er might say, icarce fitted to the work, to her poor 
deal brothers and sisters in the alleys. *' 1 have listened to Linda 
Theme's verdict on ycu. Now for the reverse ot the medal. "What 
do you think of Linda Thorne?" 

'• 1 think her vulgar." 

It was the first time Gaston had heard judgment so haish from 
Dinah's lips. Hers was the least condemnatory ot human souls. 
She shrunk with a rare modesty from giving opinions on the peo- 
ple with whom Gaston associated, was openly unashamed always of 
her own lowly origin, and of her inability to discern the fiuer 
shades of a society to which she was not born. 

A slight tinge ot red kindled on Arbuthnot's cheek. ** Vulgar 
is a strong word. Women are not always generous in their strict- 
ures upon each other. Yet it happened that Mrs. Thorne was sin- 
gularly generous in htr criticism ot ycu. Linda thinks you beauti- 
ful, my dear. She said yours was the first face she has ever seen 
without a flaw." 

•• Standing close beside me as you did, Mrs. Thorne would have 
shown delicacy by not talking of me a* all. Although 1 tried not 
to listen, 1 heard too well what she said. It was those flatteries 
of Mis. Thome's, for of course 1 am no judge of manner, which 
made me think her vulgar. A lady at heart would have known 
how you must wince on hearing me sc coarsely praised." 

\ 
\ 
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For one moment Gaston Arbuthnot's looks were threaieQing, 
tlien the cloud passed. 

'* 1 believe you are half right, my dear giil," he ooserved, ia hiu 
sunniest voice, and picking up his wife's hat from the spct where 
It had fallen at her feet. " But oeople of the world aie not as traas- 
parently truthful as you, my Dinah. Tou shoot at the bull's eye 
when you do discharge an arrow, and seldom miss the mark. !Now, 
let me tie your hat strings I Lift your chin — sol Let us wander 
oft to the sea and forget all the insincerities, all ihe Linda Thornes 
in eiislence." 

The speech must have been uttered with some of the airy mental 
reservation that Gaston Arbuthnot's habit of " poker talk " made 
easy to him. He did not for one instant forget that he was en- 
gaged to dine that evening at the Bungalow; engaged, although 
there was no moon, to enjoy pure air and watch the light upon the 
Caskets frcm the jetty wonder. 






CHAPTER 111. 

HAS HE A WIFE? 

** The battle is to the strong, Marjoric Bartrand; the race to the 
tBwift. Women have been fatally handicapped since the world be- 
gan. And ^Nature understands her own intentions, depend upon 
it, tetter than we do." 

*' Does Kature intend one htdf of the human race to be ciphers?'' 

"" Mature intends men to have wives. There is no escaping that 
iact. W hen 1 was a girl we got quite as much education as society 
required of us.' 

*• Society 1' 

" We learned modern languages, French and Italian, for c£ 
course German was not in vogue« and 1 must say I think Italian 
much the more feminine acccmplishment. " 

'* That is paying an exceedingly high compliment to German, 
ma'am." 

•* And we studied Knglish literature, solidly, not out of liltle 
^reen-backed handbooks. Kever a day passed that 1 did not read 
Addison, or some other fine (jueen Anne writer, aloud to my 
father. And we knew how to write a leUer. And we colored 
from Nature, for the love of the thing, exceedingly well, some of 
us, though there was no South Kensington, :icid we never called 
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ourselves art students, and, and— Marjorle Bartrand, how did this 
conversation begin?" 

** Apropos of Spain, did it not?" 

•* To be sure. Apropos of ycur Giiton scheme, your wish to see 
classics and mathematics pushea into a country where woraen me 
still content to be women, and very womanly ones. University teach- 
ing for girls is a freak that will die out of itself, lika coal-scuttle 
bonnets, bishops' sleeves, crinoline, or any other mode that is at 
once cumbersome and unbeautiful/' 

Afternoon sunshine was flooding the weather-beaten lichened 
walls of Tintajeux Manoir. The Atlantic glittered, one vast field of 
diamonds, until it melted into pallid sky along the southern hori- 
zon line. The keen, cool ocean saltness mingled with and almost 
cveibalanced the fragrance of the pinks, heliotropes, and roses in 
the Reverend Andros Bartrand's old-fashioned borders. On a gar- 
den bench, at some short distance from the house, were seated two 
ladies, fresh of lace, both; countrified of dress; fast friends, al- 
though more than forty years stood between their ages. A cedar of 
Lebanon spread wide its layers of odorous darkness above (heir 
heads. A grassplot, emerald green, close shorn, was their carpet, 

"If your wits were your fortune, child, such ambitions might be 
pardonable.'* Bo after a space, the enemy of progress resumed 
her oarable. " In families wheie the oli^re branches are in excess 
of the exchequer, tne governess. Heaven help her, is expected to 
* ground ' the boys, as they call it, iii Latin grammar and Euclid. 
But with your grand fjit her 's position, your own inheritance, put-, 
ting the idea of your marriage aside — " 

*• As you know 1 have put it, for ever and ever!'* cried Marjorie 
Bartrand, her whole face seeming abruptly transformed into a 
pair of passionate eves. ** Did we not decide long ago, Miss Tighe, 
that the word mar — , the wojd 1 detest so heartily, ebould never be 
spcken betw^n us? Allow that 1 may not be forced, for money, 
to ground small boys in Latin grammar. Allow that my visions of 
raising Spanish girls above the level of dolls are as laughable as 
you all seem tc find them. May 1 not want to bring myself, Mar- 
joTie Bartrand, up to the highest improveable point as a human be- 
ing:? Great in mathematics 1 shall never be." 

•• 1 am thankful, indeed, to hear you say so," remarked Miss 
Tighe, with an air of relief. 

** But even the seigneur is fcrced to confess I might become — a 
fourth-rate classic! 1 know French and Spanish, Dogberry wise, 
by nature. That must help me a long w^ay on the road to Latin. 
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And 1 have learned seventeen irregular Greek verbs— I'm not sure 
about the aorists— and Mademoiselle le Patourel and 1 went straight 
through the Apology of Plato with Bohn's crib.'' 

" Poor Sophie le Patouiell You have outgrown her, at last, as 
you outgrew all youi previous dozen ot more governesses/' 

" 1 don't know about * outgrown.' Gaudpapa ridiculed our at- 
tempting Greek, from the first. You know the cruel way we Bar- 
trands have ot ridiculing under cover ot a compliment 1 "Well, one 
day last week, Maaemoiselle le Patourel was reading the text of 
Plato aloud, not very flowingly, poor good soul—" 

" Sophie le Patourel had better have kept to the millinery I Her 
mother made up a cap like no woman in this island!" « 

" And locking round she saw the seigneur, outside the window, 
with a wicked smile about tUat handsome eld mouth ot his as he 
listened. Grandpapa made her the prettiest speech in the world 
about her quantities, her line classic tastes, and her pupil. And 
Mademoiselle le Patourel never gave me another lesson." 

'• So now your scheme is to prepare tor Girton by yourself. Am- 
bitious, on my word I" 

*' My scheme," said Marjorie, lowering her voice and glancing 
over her shoulder to make sure her terrible grandfather, AndrDS 
Bartrand, was not within earshot— *' my scheme is to have a real 
University coach of my own. A Cambridge B.A. at the present 
time residing in Guernsey." 

Cassandra Tighe started up from her seat. 

She was a spare, tall, conspicuous spinster, with a face all feat- 
ures, a figure all angles, a manner all energy. Her hair was 
bleached, as much by exposure to weather as by actual age. Her 
complexion was that ot a frosted apple. Her drtss cost her fifteeo 
pounds a year I 

Living alone with one woman-servant in a small Guernsey cot- 
tage, it may be affirmed that Miss Tighe made qs much of her life 
as any gentle- woman of modest income, and more than sixty sum- 
mers, in the British dominions. Her intellectual resources were 
many. She was a thorough, an inborn naturalist. She played the 
harp, and with no dillettante touch, but as ladies early in the Vic- 
torian reign were wont to play that instrument. She drew. On 
stormy evenings, when she knew her voice could not penetrate the 
cottage windotr shutters, Cassandra confessed that she sung— such 
songs as "1 see Them on their Winding Way," "The Captive 
Knight," or "Zuleika." 
Her popularity and her influence were widespread. The figure 
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of Miss Tigbe, In her red fishiDg-cloak, with nets, hooks, jars, 
boses, bottles, overflnwing lioni her village cart, was tamiliar 
throughout every noois and corner ot the island. If she had not 
had the sunniest of human hearts you might have been tempted to 
dub her a gossip. That good old English word, however, is asso- 
ciated in these days with a more than doubtful spice of malice. 
And men and women who had known Cassandra Tighe lor thirty 
jeats aveiied that they had never heard an unkindly judgment 
from her lips. She was simply a raconteuse —we lack the English 
equivalent — a sympathizer in all the vivid varying doings that con- 
stitute the lives of young and wholesomely happy people; a chron- 
icler ot gews; a delighter in love aSairs. 

Simply this. And yet, not unfrequently, Cassanlra Tighe made 
mischief. Tiuthful, as far as conscious veracity went, to a fault, 
this excellent lady's memoij was in a chronic state ot jumble; sc 
stored, it may be, with polysyllabic names of plants, grubs, and 
fishes, that subsidiary human details had to be packed in pell-mell, 
and take their chance of coming out again untwisted. And, de- 
pend upon it, these tangled well-meaners, not your deliberate vil- 
lains, are the cause of half the loves marred, the heartburnings, 
the jealousies, that make up the actual dramas, the unwritten three- 
volume novels of this worK-a-day world! 

" Tou are going to study with a tutor, Marjorie Bartrandl With 
a Cambridge B.A.I With a man! What does your grandfather 
say?" 

'' I have not told him the news. Miss Tighe. I grudge giving 
the seigneur such intense pleasure. ' if you insist on learning Latin 
and Greek,' grandpapa has always said, * leain them decently. Send 
these trashy governesses to the winds. Be taught by a competent 
master.' Yes." cried Marjorie, bringing down a very small hand 
with very great energy on her knee, '* 1 grudge grandpapa his tn- 
umph, but the truth must be told. Now that I havj9 caught him, 
1 shall begin coaching with my B.A.., my Cantab, foithwith." 

Cassandra shook her head, mournfully incredulous. She was of 
an age and of a disposition to which revolutionary ideas do not 
come with ease. There was really no place in her mental fabric 
lor the picture of Marjorie Bart rand, here, inside the sacred walls 
of Tintajeux, reading classics and mathematics with a University 
coach. 

*' 1 think it more than likely the plan will fall through. We 
have no Cambridge tutors in Ibe island, unless, indeed, you mean 
good old Mr, WiuKworth from the High Street Academy ?'' 
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*' 1 mean no one belonging to Guernsey, 1 mean a person who 
— ah, Miss Tighe," the girl broke ofl. **1 see that 1 must make 
lull coniession. ^o knowing, as grandpapa says, when you once 
begin to speak the truth, where the truth may land you. My B.A, 
is coming to arrange about terms and hours this evening.*' 

*' And how did he — how did any stranger man hear of you?'* 

'* 1 put an advertisement in the * Chroniquc Quernesiase,' three 
flays ago." 

•• Without consulting the seigneur! Child— you did this thing? 
You gaye your name, unknown to your grandfather, in the public 
newspaper?'* 

'* I gave my name in the public newspaper, ma'am, and this after- 
noon I got an answer to my advertisement. Wait one second and 
you shall hear it." 

Marjorie drew a note from the breast ot her frock, and with an 
air halt of mystery, half of triumph, began to read aloud : — 

" ' Miller's Hotel, Tuesday, June 14th. 
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* Geoffrey Aibutbnot, B.A., Cantab, is willing to read classics 
and mathematics with Miss Bartrand. Terms, five shillings an 
houi . Geoffrey Arbuthnot will call at Tintajeux Manoir, on appro- 
val, between the hours of seven and eight this evening." 

** Arbuthnot? Why, this is fatality.*' Cassandra discerned a 
special providence, an inchoate stroke of destiny in most things. 
** 1 was looking in at Miller's Hotel last night. That reasonless 
creature, Mrs. Miller, has one of her throats again, and I did so 
want her to lake some of my globules, but in vain. The ignorance 
of uneducated people—" 

'* And you saw my coach ot the future?" interrupted Marjorie„ 
knowing that when Miss Tighe got into such engrossing inteiests 
as throats and globules, she must be brought back to her subject^ 
witii a run. 

** Yes, 1 saw Mr, Arbuthnot. A rough diamond, my dear, to 
speak truth." 

" I'hat Is so much in his favor," said Marjorie, peeling, shred 
from shred, the petals of a carnation that she held between her 
fingers. *' I want to do my work for Girtcn steadily, unvexed by 
the sight or thought of that most irritating of God's creatures— a 
beauty-man." 

Cassandra looked hard at the girl, remembering days, perhaps^ 
when a beauty-man, in the fullest sense of the contemptuous epi- 
thet, had scathed latlier than softened Marjorie Bartrand's heart. 

•*Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot, on the score of ugliness, will meet 
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your wishes, my dear. A rough-hewn Scotchman of the Carlyle 
stamps A man who Jooks as though he ought to do big things in 
the world. A man with a scar— got, 1 am told, in a quixotic pave- 
ment fight— traversing his forehead." 

•* I lilse the sketch. Proceed." 

** As regards Geoffrey Artuthnot himself, 1 have done. Walk- 
ing at his side, the evening light falling on her uncovered head and 
fair face, was the loveliest sight these old eyes have beheld for 
many a year— Geoffrey ^rbothnot's wife," 

•* Geoffrey Arbuthnot— has he a wifeV* cried Marjorie In an 
altered voics. "My Cpmbridge B. A.— married! 1 hope you are 
sure of your facts. Miss lighe. You know that sometimes — 
rarely, of course, mistakes occur in our little bits of Sarniau intelli- 
gence. You are perfectly certain that Mr, Geoffrey Arbuthnot Is 
a married man?" 

" 1 have seen his wife. How can you ask me if 1 am certain? 
* A daughter of the gods,'" Cassandra quoted, "'divinely tall,' • 
fair-skinned, large-eyed, with a look of repressed sadness about her 
mouth that makes her bloom and youth the more noticeable. I | 

was sitting in poor Mrs. Miller's parlor, endeavoring to argue the 
woman out of taking Doctor Thome's drugs. As a human creat- 
ure, a father, a husband, 1 have not one word to say against Doc- 
tor Thornc— " 

** 1 have!" exclaimed Maijorie Bartrand imperatively. "Asa 
human creature, a father, a husband --most especially as a hus)^and 
— 1 have everything imaginable to say against Doctor Thorne.*' 

" As a physician, 1 consider him a manslaughterer. Yes," re- 
peated- Cassandra, with pious warmth, " a manslttughterer. In- 
deed, if 1 had sat at the Inquest on mere than one of Doctor 
Thome's departed patients, Heaven knows what verdict 1 should 
not have returned against him."" 

*' But your story. Miss Tighe? The man like Carlyle; the beau- 
tiful wife. Return, please, lo the Arbuthnots." 

*' Well, just as 1 was trying to put reason into Mrs. Miller's weak 
mind, 1 was startled by the sight 1 told you of. This lovely young * 
woman went past the window, not two yards from where 1 sat." 

*• With her husband. "Was she leaning on Mr. Arbuthnot's 
arm?" asked Marjorie. " Did they look as if they had 67er had a 
quairel? Was she in white— bridal looking? Did you hear them "* 
murmur to each other? Miss Tighe, be dramatic! At Tintajeux 
we have not the joy, remember, of eventful living," 

" Mrs. Arbuthnot was dressed in black. Her hair lay in short 



% 



* 



i 
I 

I 
y A GIETON OtlKh. 33 

tlonde waV'es on her forehead. She wore not a flower, not an or- 

\ nament about her person. As they passed the window her husband 

- remarlied that he considered the roast duck and peas of which they 

: had partaken tor dinner were excellent" 

^ r ** So much," said Marjorie, affecting cynicism, *' for a chapter 

! of married romance." 

** Ah, that has teen. The key of our commpu life i# major- 
roast duck and green peas— whatever accidental sharps and flats 
we may deviate into occasionally. The romance has been. 1 was 
overcome by the young woman's singular beauty/' went on Cas- 
sandra. " 1 asked her name, and was rewarded by hearing such 
an account ot them as warmed my heart. The girl belonged to 
the humblest class of lite — a gardener's daughter, or something of 
the kind; and Arbuthnot, while he was still an undergraduate at 
Cambridge, married her." 

** Geoffrey Arbuthnot?" 

Marjorie repeated the name softly; a question In her tone rather 
than in hei words. 

" Geoffrey, 1 presume; that is to say, most decidedly and beyond- 
question, Geoffrey," answered passandra. with the fatal certitude 
of inaccuracy. '' 1 am the more positive because 1 felt a kind of 
love at first sight for these two young people, and made Mrs. Mil- 
ler give me details. A party of Cambridge men were staying in 
the hotel when first the Arbuthnots ariived; and some of these 
men knew the husband by sight. He is looked upon as rather ec- 
centric among his fellows. 1 am afraid, Marjorie, whenever a man 
leads a nobler life than other people the tendency of the day is to 
call him ecoentxic And Gkofiiey Arbuthnct's life must be very 
nobl€." 

** Because he had the courage of his opinions in choosing a wife?" 

*' !Not that, only. Arbutnnot is a student still atihe Cambridge 
medical school, and gives such time as he has over from study to 
* the most miserable people in the OambridKe streets. Kot proselyt- 
izing, not preaching— for my pait 1 don't believe much in a preach- 
ing youns; man," said old Cassandra, ivhose opinions tended toward 
the broad; '* simply binding up their wounds as men and women. 
Doing the Master's work, not talking abcut it." 

"And his beautiful wife helps him!" exclaimed Marjorie, her 
sensitive Southern face aglow. *' Ah, Miss Tighe, thank you again 
and again for your visit and for telling me this news. In my fool- 
ish, trivial, wasted existence what a splendid bit of irood fortune 
that ] should have the chance of knowing two audi people 1" 
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Cassandra lighe looked a little UDcomfortable. She piided her- 
self on her freedom from the prejudices of her sex; within limits, 
really did startle her friends, sometimes, by the free exercise of 
privafe judgment. But the liberality of a white-haired lady, whose 
sixty years of life have run in the safest, narrowest, conventional 
trammels, may differ widely from the liberality of a hct head, an 
eager, self-iorgetting young heart like Maijorie Bartrand's. 

•' It will be a fine thing for your Girton prospects, capital for 
your Greek and Latin, to read with lyir. Arbuthnot. But I gathered 
— you must take this as I mean it, Majorie Bartrand; you ha\e no 
mother to tell you things— I gathered from different small hints 
that Mrs. Arbuthnot is not exactly in society. That she is good 
and sweet and honest/' said Cassandra, *' you have only to look in 
her face to know; still if I were in Marjorie Bartrand's place, I 
should wait to see what the island ladies did in the matter of call- 
ing.'' 

Marjorie paled round the lips— sign infallible, throughout the 
Bartrand race, of rising tempest. Cassandra, knowing the family 
storm-signals, prepared to take a hasty departure. 

** 1 forget time always under the 1 intajeux cedars. And there is 
plenty for me to do at home. To-morrow Annette and I are off 
to Sark for five days' shore- work. Our talk about your new tutor 
has been an interesting one." 

'* Especially the clause thai prohibits my calling on the new 
tutor's wife!" 

" There Is no prohibition at all. The seigneur might safely leave 
his card on Mr. Arbuthnot. It would be a very pretty piece of 
condescension, and of course a gentleman calling upon a gentle- 
man can lead to nothing," added Cassandra, rather ignobly tem- 
porizing. 

" Exactly. Thank you very much. Miss Tighe, for your advice. 
As you say, 1 have no mother to enlighten me as to the dark mys- 
teries of calling or not calling. And as I consider the island ladies 
too frisky for pioneers— " 

"Marjorie! Our archdeaconess, our irreproachable Guernsey 
matrons, JHsky f" * 

** 1 shall just have to act for myself. As Mrs. Arbuthnot, you 
tell me, has all good qualities written on her facQ, and knowing 
the fine thmgs we do know of her husband's life, it must be a 
credit to any woman— above all to an archdeaconess— to make 
their acquaintance." 

•* Still, if she is unused—" 
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" Oh, I shall not put myself forward. If their merit is unrecog- 
nized, if narrow-minded, irreproachable people hold back from 
calling on them, I can understand that there may be shyness on my 
tutor's part in mentioning his wife. 1 shall simply bide his time. 

BfC 1 shall be silent until he chooses, himself, to speak to me of Mrs. 

Arbuthnot." 

** That will be wis6. Treat him» honest gentleman, as though 
one had not heard ot his marriage. Meantime we can find out if 

: oui leading ladies. Madam Corbie especially, intend to notice her — ' ' 

, •* But in my own self, 1 honcr Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot,** inter- 

^ ^ rupted Marjorie, her face coloring like a rose at sunset. '* I admire, 

honor, love him! I wish the world were full of such men. I hold 
out bcth hands in fellowship to him at this moment.'' 

^ Cassandra, for once, showed piescienoe-^orthy of her name. 

Cassandra argued no more. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A TRIKITY BALL. 

Geoffrey Arbuthnot was a man of whom none could say 
that f ortune had been to him a too fond mistress. 

As a foui-foct high boy, with shrewd observant Scottish eyes, 
with a Scottish mind already beginning to hold its own ideas as to 
the universe, he was sent, through the reluctant generosity of an 
uncle, to a London public school. In those days sanitary and social 
reforms for overtaxed city school-boys were still inchoate. Each 
boy must look after himself, make personal acquaintance with 
facts, with the cut and thrust of human circumstance, take his re- 
creation on the London pavements, sink or swim as he listed. 

Geoffrey Arbuthnot, before he was ten, had made acquaintance 
with a great many facts, all hard ones, ile hari no pocketrmooey, 
no tips. His holidays had to be paid for out of the same reluctant 
uncle's purse— father and mother sleeping in a Perthshire kirk-yard 
ere Gefi could well remember augh^— and were enjoyed under the 
roof of sach personb as endure homeless school-boys, on systems of 
rigid economy, as a business. 

Hard; working to excess, perhaps because in work he found a 
iriend, pushed into dead-language grooves because the masters 
sought to keep up the dead-laug;iiage reputation of the schoDl, 
Geoflrey Arbuthnot awoke one morning at the age of eighteen a 
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fine classic. He was sent up to compete for a Cambridge scbolai- 
ship, won it, and, true to tradition, began reading, Iiis lieart warmed 
by the unwonted feeling of success, for his Classical Tripos. 

Considering that eveiy aptitude he possessed lay in an opposite 
direction to classical study, one can scaicely look on the nine 
Cambridge terms that followed as fortunate. The square man did 
his best lo fill the round hole faithfully, his own squareness de- 
creased not. And then, in the midst of this Greek and Latin epoch, 
came his love afiairs— 1 retract the plural; his one overwhelming 
passion, ardent, pure as was ever Idre felt by man for woman; a 
passion which paled, ere he could well grasp it, into shadow, and 
which sti]l--yes, in the Guernsey sunshine of this June day — ren- 
dered his happiness paradoxical, just at the age when happiness 
should be fullest, most complete. 

Geofirey Arbufhnot had not been smiled on by fortune. Never- 
theless, he possessed gifts which for the simple hourly manufact- 
ure of human contentment are better worth than the bigger favors 
of the gods. Lite interested him. If he had had few artificial 
pleasures, he had exhausted no pleasures at all. In regard of nat- 
ure, his sensations were vivid as a child's. Walking forth to Tint- 
ajeux Manoir at an hour when the crisp W\ie and gold of after- 
noon had reached decline, Gecfirey felt youth run in his veins like 
wine. The ha}* and clover smells from the newly cut fields; the 
** kiss sweet! kiss sweet!" of the thrushes; the verdured hedges 
touched still by spring's immaturity, though the flower of the May 
was past; the peeps at every turn of purple salt water; the road- 
side ferns through which, knee-deep, he waded, the yellowing 
honeysuckle sprays which brushed his face; the streamlets slipping 
seaward away, through channels thick with cresses and forget-me- 
nots; ay, even the whiffs of wood-smoke from the farm-house 
chimneys, the incomprehensible Froisftart French in which he heard 
the haymakers chattering to each other over their bread and cider 
—all the low, melodious notes cf this homely landscape affected 
him with a physical and keen delight. 

His life, since remotest baby-days, when he walked holding his 
mother's hand in blithe, fair Scotland, had been passed among 
streets and among the human creatures who inhabit them. The 
pleasure of the Bethnal Green arab who, at six years old, first 
handles a living daisy differs, in degree only, from Geoffrey's as he 
trudged along through the Guernsey lanes, his mind vaguely fixed 
on Tint ajeux Manoir and on the chill reception from his future 
pupil which there awaited hiuu 
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Would Miss Bartrand's thunder glances be disohaiged from black 
eyes or blue ones? Geoffrey had reached a stietch of undulating 
rushy common at the extreme western point of the island when this 
question presented iself . Ahead was a yista of moldering banks, 
gay in their shroud of blue-flowered, ivy-leaved campanula, and 
with here and there a jutting tip of granite, crimson, by reason of 
its glittering mica, in the sunset. Above, hovered a falcon, almost 
lost to view against the largely vaulted, bountifully colored even- 
ing 6ky. 

Interpreting Froissart French by such lights as he possessed, 
Geufirey learned from an ancient goat-tending peasant dame that a 
neighboring block of stone building, partially visible on the left 
through oak and larch plantations, was Tintajeux Mancir. Would 
the girl who awaited his visit there be blonde or dark? Something 
Mrs. Thome had hinted about a Spanish mothei. According lo 
all mournful human probabilities, the heiress would be swaithy; 
a black-eyed, atrociously clever-looking young person, he thought, 
with stiff linen collar and wrist-bands, with a dignified manner and 
inkstained fingers. Also, despite hei seventeen 'summers, with a 
leaning toward stoutness. 

Geoffrey disrelished the picture projected before his mental sight 
about as much as in his present buoyant physical state he could 
disrelish anything. Consulting his watch, he found with relief 
that he had reached the outskirts of lintajeux five-and-twenty 
minutes too early. There would be time amidst this delicious 
wealth of atmosphere and hue that flooded him around, for a quiet 
smoke before encountering the terrible presence of Miss Marjoria 
Baitrand! 

A suspicion that the heiress's peppery temper might be roused If 
one's jacket smelt of tobacco rather heightened the alacrity with 
which Geff Arbuthnot threw himself down on the fragrant sward 
and pioduced his pipe and pouch. The pipe was a black, fero- 
ciously Bohemian-looking ** bulldog," the pouch a delicate mass of 
silk embroidery ana velvet. As he drew forth — alas! that 1 should 
have to say it, bis strong-flavored cavendish, Geoffrey thought, as 
it was his custom to think four or flve times each day, of the ten- 
der friendly woman's hand that worked this pouch for liim— 
Dinah's! 

Poor Dinah! When he saw her last, an hour before, her hands 
were clasped together with the half- apathetic gesture of a person to 
whom moral suffering has become a habit. A basKet of colored 
wools stood before her on the table, ready for her evening's cross- 
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stitchiiiK. Round the corners of ber lips was the look ol silent en- 
duranoe whtch bad become so painfully familiar to Geofirejr's 
sight And all this for what? There was no great sin, surely, in 
Gaston's putting himself at once under Mrs. 1 home's easy guid- 
ance. The happiest households one hears of, thought Geoftreyi 
striking a yesuvian, are those in which the broadest law of liberty 
obtains. Does not an artist, more than other men, want change, 
professionally? Dinah should know that a creator, of the cheap 
popularity order, as Gaston with his pleasant self depreciation 
would Bay, must have a constant supply of straw for his A)^ctL- 
making; must have material, *' stuff,*' must see brisk lights, shkrp 
shadows that the calm twilight of domestic happiness does not yield. 
And yet— 

It was that constant unspoken " and yet " in Geoffrey's mind 
which, up to the pf-esent point, had rendered the close friendship 
of the three Arbuthnots a paradox. 

Leaning back against a little thyme-grown knoll, his hands 
clasped behind Ijis head, Ge3 looked, with eyes that Uad learned 
the secret of most common things in Mature, at the moorland weeds 
Biound him. Here were graceful qualse grasses in plenty, and 
waving sedges, and the poet's wood-spurge, three cups in one. 
Close at his rie;ht hand grew a stalk oC rush crowned by four or 
five brownish insignificant flowers, the least lovely outwardly of 
all the brilliant Guernsey flora. Well, and it came to pass that 
the neighborhood of these degenerate, colorless petals altered Geff 's 
mood. He thought of the inherited mysteries and dooms ot human 
life. He called to mind the sordid prose of the Cambridge out- 
skirts, and the wretched men and women, forced deserters fiom the 
army of progress, who lived in them. He called to mind his own 
often despairing work, the struggles, hard and single-handed, of 
his manhood, his youth. His youth -ah I and with that, the moor- 
land scene faded. The years since he fiist saw Dinah spread them- 
selves out scroUwise, suddenly illuminated, before Geff Arbuth- 
not'smind. 

How well he lemembered himself a lad of twenty! How well 
he remembered the hawthorn-scented evening of their first meet- 
ing! He was walking alone through the one street of Lesser Cheri- 
ton, had passed its rectory, its seven public-houses, was honestly 
thinking of his approaching '* Mays ** and of nothing in the world 
beyond, when a cottage cas-ement window opened just above his 
head, and looking up h" s;iw liev unomamented, iniussetgown and 
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apron blue, a jug of water in her white hand ready for the thirsty 
row of mignonette and geranium slips in tBe wfndow-box. 

Hs loved her, there and then. It was an old, a sacred story now, 
and Geojtrey questioned no syllable of the text as he scanned it 
quickly through. Pie took her picture back with him to bis dark, 
book-strewn scholar's attic in John's, and that night he dreamed of 
her. Hex( morning he walked forth to Lesser Cheriton at the same 
hour, passed the rectory, the seven public-houses, and again caught 
glimpses of Dinah's head as she sat, with a very fat old lady, alasl 
of a very humble class, in a close Httle parlor sewing, the lamp 
lighted, the windows fast shut, all the glories of the outside June 
night ignored. 

The same kind of mute worship went on the next evening and 
the next. Toward the end of the week the old lady of a veiy hum- 
ble class accosted him. 

Gheff could remember the thrill of that moment yet. Away thiough 
the garden gloom did he not descry the flutter of a russet dress, the 
outline of a girlish head downbent over a bush of opening roses? 
The young gentleman would pardon her for taking such a liberty, 
but as he seemed fond of the country he might care sometimes for 
a bunch of cut flowers. She was a lone widow and lived too far 
off to send in her garden stufi to the Cambridge market except in 
wall-fruit time, If she could dispose, friendly like, of a few cut 
flowers it would be a little profit to her. bome of the university 
gentlemen, she had heard, dressed up their rooms, like a show, 
with flowers, and the roses and carnations ihis term were coming 
on wonderful. If the young gentleman would please to wal^ 
round the garden and see? 

The young gentleman walked round the garden. He bought as 
many flowers as his arms couid carry away. He learned that the 
girl's name was Dinah Thurston, that she was " appienticed to the 
di ess-making," and had come up all Ihe way out of Devonshire tu 
spend a month's holiday with the old lady, her father's sister. The 
Devonshire burr in Dinah's speech disenchanted him no more than 
did an occasional lapse or tw3 in Dinah *s grammar. When is a 
stripling of his age disenchanted by anything save frowns or rivals? 
Geoffrey held original ideas on more than one burning social sub- 
ject, had made up his mind— on the first evening he saw Dinah 
Thurston— that it was a duty for him and for every man to marry 
young. 

And he cared not one straw either for want of money or for ple- 
beian birth. 
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Good, because healthy blood flowed in this girFs veins, thought 
Qeff-— the incipient physiologist. Sweet temper was on hex lips. A 
stainless woman's soul lool^ed forth iiom those fair eyes. She was 
above, only too much above him in every excellence, inward or ex- 
ternal. What chance had he with his plain face, his shy stud( nt*s 
manner, of winning such a jewel as Dinah Thurston's love? What 
hope was there that she would wait until the day, necessarily dis- 
tant, when he would be able to work for a wife's support? 

He became a daily caller at the cottage, and it is hard to suppose 
thai both Dinah and Dinah's protector were quite blind to the truth. 
Garden stuff was ever Geft's ostensible object. He wanted cut 
flowers for himself, for an acquaintance who could not walk as far 
as Lesser Oheriton. He wanted radishes, crosses— so different, he 
declared, to tlie stringy salad of College butteries I He wanted to 
know when the strawberries were likely to ripen. 

He wanted some daily excuse for gazing on Dinah Thurston's 
lace. 

Hard, ] repeat, to think that the feminine instinct, however un- 
sophisticated, would make no guess, as time went on, at the state 
of the poor young undergradnate's heart. But this is just the kind 
of point at which good women, in every class, are prone to inno- 
cent casuistry. At all events, Dinah Thurston and her aunt gave 
no outwaid sign of intelligence. The old lady took her daily shil- 
lings and sixpences with commercial gravity. Dinah cut the flow- 
ers 01 tied up little bunches of cress and radishes in a convenient 
form for Geff to carry. 

^0, as in a new garden of Eden without a threat of the serpent's 
coming, matters progressed for yet atiOther fortnight. 

Lesser Cheriton lies at a junction of rough Cambridgeshire lanes; 
a village girt round by blossoming orchards in May, by sheets of 
black water or blacker ice in December. In addition to its rectory 
and seven public houses, it contains a score or two of the thatched, 
high shouldered cottages cbmmon to this part of England. Being 
untraversed by any cf the Maid's Causeways, Lesser Chejiton lies 
somewhat out ot the ordinary undergraduate track. Geoffrey had 
no intimate friend in the University save Gaston Arbuthnct, whose 
time was quite otherwise occupied than in watching the comings 
and goings of his simpler scholar cousin. He was known to be a 
hard-working man, who tooK his daily walk from duty and with- 
out companionship. But for an after-dinner stupidity—a turning 
missed — the little love drama would probably have unfolded itself 
with commonplace speed, and Geoffrey would have gained a wife, 
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for X can not think Dinah's unoccupied fancy would, at the age of 
eighteen, have been hard to win. The turning^ however, toaa 
missed— thus. 

Just as Geff, his hands filled with flowers, was parting from the 
girl, one hushed and radiant evening, there came a rush of wheels 
— he could hear it now, dreaming over the past on this Guernsey 
moorland, and the blood rose to Gefi's face at the remembrance-— a 
rush of wheels do ten the slumbeiing street of Lesser Cher itou. For 
a few seconds the sound was mutfled by the ivied church-yard wall 
where the read wound abruptly. Then, at a slapping pace, trotted 
past a high -stepping bay, of which Cktston Arbuthnot was for the 
moment the possessor, also Gaston Arbuthnot, in his well-appointed 
cart, returning to Alma Mater, with a brace of rich Jesus friends, 
after spending the afternoon at Ely. iiCiser Cherlton does not lie 
on the road between Ely and Cambridge. Lesser Cheriton, we may 
boldly say, lie^ on the road nowhere. But these young gentlemen 
were in the adveoture-seeking, after-dinner mood, when a devious 
turning of any kind is taken with pleasant ease. And here, on 
their wrong road, and in Lesser Cheiiton's one street they found 
themselveb. 

There was daylight lingering still in the low fields of Cambridge- 
shire sky. There was a young May mcon, too, whose yellowish 
silver caused the outlines of Dinah Thurston's head and throat to 
stand out in waxen relief against the dusky arbutus-hedge that di- 
vided the cottage garden and the road. 

Gaston Arbuthnot turned sharply round for an instant and saw 
her. Shouting a cheery *' Hullo!" to his cousin, he drove on, 
givine a little valedictory wave of his whip ere he disappeared. And 
GefT, the glory shorn suddenly, unacocuntably from his Edci), bade 
Dinah good-night, and started on his tour-mile trudge back to 
Cambridge. 

. It was ten days before he again smelled the mignonette and roses 
of the cottage, or slaked his soul's thirst by gazing on Dinah's face. 
By early post next morning came a letter saying that the uncle to 
whose reluctantly generous hand he owed the hard all of his life 
lay at the point of death. The old man was sound of mind still, 
and desired his nephew's DreseHce. A lawyer wrote tne letter, and 
it was added that Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot would well consult his 
worldly interests by obeying the wishes of the dying man without 
delay. 

It was one of those crises when all our present and future good 
seems to resolve itself into a desolate '* perhaps." Geoffrey's debts 
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were few. Still, he bad debts. The possibility of remainiDg up 
his nine terras at Cambridge mi^ht depend upon the will of this 
stern-hearted uncle who, dying, craved his presence. And yet, in 
obeying the summons, might he not be risking dearer things than 
worldly success— jeopardizing hopes which already threw a trem- 
bling light over his loveless life? 

He had spoken no syllable of his passion to Dinah, was too self • 
distrustful to tell his secret by means so matter-of-fact as a sheet of 
paper and the post. And so, like many another timid suitor, Qeofr 
frey Arbuthnot elected to play a losing game. With immense fidel- 
ity in his breast, but without a word of explanation, he set off by 
noon of that day to London ^not ignorant that Gaston's eyes and 
those of Dinah Thurston had already met. 

A girl's vanity, if not her heart, might well have been wounded 
by such conduct. In after times Geoffrey Arbuthnot, musing over 
his lost happiness, would apply such medicine to his sore spirit as 
the limited pharmacopoeia of disappcintment can offer. If he had 
had a man's metal, if» instead of flying like a schoolboy, he had 
said to her, on that evening when Gaston drove past them at the 
gate, " Take me or reject me, but choose I"— bad he thus spoken, 
Geoffrey used to think, he might have wen her. 

To night, on the Guernsey waste-land, with heaven so broad 
above, with earth so friendly, the past seemed to return to him 
without effort of his own, and without sting. The fortnight he 
passed in London, the unknown relatives who beset the sick 
man's bed, the scene amidst a London church-yard's gloom, 
wherein he, Geff, in hired crape, was chief mourner, the reading 
of the will, the return to Oambvidge— all this, at first, floated be- 
fore his vision in gray monotone, as scenes will do in which one has 
played a spectator's rather than an actor's part. Then in a moment 
(Geoffrey's half -closed eyes scanning the moor's horizon, the soft 
airs blowing on his face) there came upon him a flash of light. It 
was so intolerably clear that every leaf and flower and pebble of a 
cottage garden in far-off Cambridgeshire stood out before him with 
a vividness that was poignant, a vividness that had in it the stab of 
sudden bodily pain. 

Springing to his feet, Geoffrey re|olved to brood over the irrevoc- 
able no longer. He emptied the ashes from his pipe, then replaced 
it, with Dinah's delicate morsel of handiwork in his pocket. He 
took out his watch. It was more than time for him to be off, and 
after a farewell glance at the campanula-shrouded knolls, G^ff star^ 
ed briskly in the direction of Tint^jeux Manoir. But the ghosts 
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would not be laid. There were yet two pictures, a garden scenes 
an interior, upon 'which, whether he walked or remained still, 
Geofirey Arbuthnot felt himself forced, in the spirit^ to look. 

The garden scene, first: time, seven of a June evening, sky and 
atmosphere rosy as these that surrounded him now. Thirsting to 
see Dinah's face, Geoffrey walked straight away from Cambrldj][e 
statioL, he rememtiered, on his arrival from London. He was dusty 
and wearied vrhen he drew near the village. The rectory, the seven 
public-houses of Lesser Cherllon, looked mere blankly uninhabited 
than usual. Some barn-door fowls, a few shining-necked pigeons, 
s^.rutted up and down the High Street, its only occupants. When 
he reached the cottage no one answered his ring. The aunt was 
evidently absent. Dinah, thought GeoJfrey, would be busy among 
her fioweis, or might have taken her sewing to the orchard t!iat lay 
at the bottom of/ the garden. He had been fold, on somt^ former 
visit, to go roui^d, if the bell was unanswered, to a side entrance, 
lift the kitchen latch, and if the door was unbolted, enter. Ho did 
so now; passed through the kitchen, burnished and neat as though 
it came out of a Dutch picture — through the tiny, cool-smelling 
dairy, and out into the large shadows of the garden beyond. 

Silence met him everywhere. 
' The roses, only budding a fortnight ago, had now yearned into 
June's deep crimson. The fruit-tree leaves had grov^n long and 
grayish, forming an impenetrable screen which shut out familiar 
perspectives, and gave Geoffrey a sense cf strangeness that he liked 
not. Under the south wall, where the apricots already looked like 
yellowing, was a turf path leading you fieldward, through the en- 
tire length of the garden. 

Along this path, with unintentionally muffled footsteps, Geoffrey 
Arbuthnot trod. When he reached the hedge that formed the final 
boundary between garden and orchard a man's vcice fell on his 
ear. He stopped, transfixed, as one might do to whom the sur- 
geon's verdict of " No hope " has been delivered with cruel unex- 
pectedness. ^ 

The voice was his cousin Gastcn*s. 

Geoffrey had no need to advance further. In his black clothes 
among the trees' thick leafage he was himself invisible, and could 
see by the slightest bending of bis neck as much as the world in the 
way of personal misery had on that summer evening to display to 
him. 

For there, at the entrance to the orchard, stood Dinah Thurston, 
the glcw that lingers after sunset throwing up the fresh beauty of 



44 A GIRTON GIBIi. 

her head and figure, and tliere stood Gaston. They were face to 
face, hands holding hands, eyes looking into eyes. And even as 
Geoftiey watched them his cousin bent forward and kissed Dinah 
Thurston's unresisting lips. 

Youth, the possibility of every youthful joy, died out In that 
moment^s anguish from Gefi Arbuthnot's heart. But the stuff the 
man was made of showed Itself. More potent than all juice ot 
grape Is pain for evoking the best and the worst from human souls. 
Desolate, bemocked of fate, he turned a^ay, the door of his earthly 
Paradise shutting on him, walked back to the scholar's attic In 
John's, whose full loneliness he had ne^er realized till now, and 
during two hours' space gave way to such abandonment as even 
the bravest men know under the wrench of sudden and total loss. 

During two hours' space 1 Then the lad gathered up his strength 
and faced the position. As regarded himself, the path lay plain. 
He must work up to the collar, hot and hard, leaving himself no 
time to feel the parts that were galled and wrung. But the others? 
At the point which all had reached, what was his, Geoffrey Ar- 
buthnot's duty In respect of them? 

It was his duty, he thought —after a somewhat blind and con- 
fused fashion, doubtless — to stand like a brother by this woman 
who did not love him. Stifling every baser feeling toward Gaston, it 
was his duty to further, if he could, the happiness of them both. 
The sun should not go down on his despair. He would see his rival, 
would visit Dinah Thurston's lover to-night. 

Gaston Arbuthnot, a man of means, which he considerably lived 
beyond, occupied charmingly furnished rooms in the first court of 
Jesus. Peacock's feathers and sunflowers had not, happily for 
saner England, been then invented. A human creature could pro- 
fess artistic leanings, yet run no risk ot being expected by his fel- 
lows to live up to a dado! Gaston^s surroundings seemed rather 
the haphazard outcome of personal taste tban the orthodox result 
of a full purse and adherence to the upholstery prophets. They had 
the negative merit of sincerity. 

Walking with quick steps toward* Tin tajeux, how distinctly 
those rose-lit Jesus rooms, the last in the series of pictures, came 
back upon Geoffrey's sense! He remembered an unfinished sketch 
in clay upon the mantelpiece; a Lilith, with languid eyes and 
limbs, with faultless passionless mouth, with coils of loosened hali; 
cbarms how unlike those of the demure Madonna Sn the cottage at 
Lesser CheritonI He remembered the smell of hof^house fiowers, 
the like of which at all seasons of the year was wont to hang about 
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Qaston Arbuthnot's rooms; remembeied a pile of yellow-backed 
French books on a writing- table, also a framed phctograph of the 
prettiest actress of the day, exactly fronting the^easy-chair in which 
his cousin Gaston was pleased to affirm that he *' read." 

Q^eoftrey Aibuthnot had to wait some minutes alone, his ccusin's 
level, self-contained voice informing him from an innei toom that 
he, Gaston, was dressing for the last ball of the term, given by 
Trinity. Would Geff not have come to that Trinity ball, by the bye? 
Ah, no. Mourning, weepers. Decent respect— cette chSre Madame 
Grundy. And so the uncle had cut up decently 1 Nothing for 
him, of course. Kind of wretch whom uncles always would regard 
as belonging to the criminal classes. Had a mind to dispute the will, 
ruin Geoffrey as well as himself by throwina; the whole thing iiito 
Chancery 1 

Then Gaston's airy step crossed the room to a waltz tune that he 
whistled. A curtain was drawn back. The two men whose future 
relations were to be one long paradox atood opposite each other. 

Gaston Arbuthnot was in evening dress; his \vhite cravat tied to 
perfection, a tiny moss rose in his button-hole; a pair of unfolded 
lavender gloves were in his hazul. His handsome ** Bourbon " face 
locked its handsomest. No tracer of perturbed conscience marred 
his gracious and debonair mien. A man may surely find himself 
deep in a flirtation with some soft-eyed village Phillis, and at the 
same time like to dance with as many pretty girls in his own class 
of life as choose to smile on himl 

He advanced with outstretched hand. 
. " I congratulate you, Geff." 

The uncle had left Geoffrey a sum that for the forwarding of the 
frugal student's wcrldly ambition was more than adequate-— one 
thousand pounds. 

** And I," said Geff, his ice-cold fingers returning his cousin's 
grasp firmly, ** congratulate you I" 

There must have been some modulation in his voice, some look 
on his haggard face, that supplemented these four words, strongly. 
Gaston Arbuthnot changed color. 

•* "What, on Lilith?" he asked, shitting away, and bending over 
his unfinished sketch. ** It is to be good, like all my things, some 
day. A new block in the pavement of the road to Hades! At 
present this left arm, above the elbow, is, as you see, a libel on 
anatomy." 

Geff followed him. He resteii his hand on his cousin's shoulder 
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with such emphasis thai Gaston Aibuthnot had no choice bnt to 
look up. 

** 1 congratulate you," he repeated veiy low, but with a concen- 
trated energy that infused meaning into each syllable, ** I congratu- 
late you upon your engagement to Dinah Ihurston." 

Bo these visions of the past stood out; m»t merely with rigid cor- 
rectness of form, but with color, with fragrance, with the stir of 
human passion, the ring of human voices, to give them vitality. 
By the time the last one had vanished— the rose-shaded lamps, the 
actress in her frame, the clay-sketched Lilith, the yellove-backed 
novels dissolving into the actual grays and greens ot this Guernsey 
moorland— Geoffrey found himsGlf ringing, with a somewhat quick- 
ened pulse, despite his indifference to ev€ry form of temini0«^a- 
price, at the front bell of Tintajeux Manoir. 



CHAPTER V. 

MABJORIE. 

The dooi was opened by a French serving-man, who bestowed 
on Geoffrey a bow such as valets used to copy from their masters 
in days when the first country iu Europe possessed a manner. Had 
not Sylvestre made the &;rand tour with the Keverend Andros Bar- 
trand more than half a century before the present time! He was 
clad in a faded livery of puce and silver, wore long white locks that 
in this uncattain light gave Geoffrey the notion of a pigtail and hair 
powder, and had a wrinkled astute face, in which ofiScial decorum 
and a certain thin twinkle of humor, if not of malice, contended 
together agreeably for precedence. 

*' Monsieur demands these ladies?" from her earliest years, Mar- 
jorie Bartrand had received a kind of spuiious chaperonage through 
this plural phrase of Sylvestre's. *' Will monsieur give himself 
then the trouble to enter?" 

The look of the old manoir was cheery ; its atmosphere was sun- 
warmed. And still the prospect of his approaching ordeal chilled 
Geoffrey's courage. The thought of standing before Miss Bartrand 
on approval caused him to pass a bad five minutes, as he paused in. 
the drawing-room, whither Sylvestre had usheied him, fpr her 
coming. 

Could the initial letters of his terrible pupil's character be de- 
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ciphered, as one constantly hears it asserted Cf women, through the 
outward and visible presence of the house she inhabited? 

The Tinlajeux drawing-room was overvast foi its height. It 
opened toward the south, upon the cedar-shaded lawn; it commu- 
nicated through a double row of fluled pillars with a smaller apart- 
ment toward the west. The uncarpeted floors were ot oak, black 
from age, fragrantly and honestly beeswaxed, as floors used to be 
when Sylvestre was a boy. I^othing like your gray-headed butler 
for keeping up Conser 7ative habits of industty among the servants 
of a younger generation! Over the chimney-piece and doors were 
half moons, those graceful ** lunettes " of a hundred yeais ago, 
carved in bass-relief and tinted in JSesh color. The lace window 
draper iei, looking as though they must fall to pieces at a touch, 
were relieved by an occasional fold of rich hued crimson silk. 
Venetian mirrors hung at all available points along the tarnished 
white and gold walls. On either side the mantel-piece were minia- 
tures of eighteenth-century Bartrands in velvets and brocades, no 
prefiguring of destiny looking out from their unconcerned, half- 
closed patrician eyes. In the center stood a grand buhl clock, its 
design a band of Cupids burling down rose leaves on some unseen 
object (the guillotine, peihaps,) behind the dial. 

In each of the deeply bowed windows stood a Petit Trianon gilt 
basket. They were full of odorous roses, pressed close together, 
as cunningly set roses ought to be, and showing no green between 
theii damask and pink and faintly yellow petals. 

As Geoffrey Arbuthnot's eyes took in one after another of these 
details, the room seemed to him a piece of special pleading for the 
whole past Bartrand race. He stood here in a world that knew no 
better I Ue was amidst the shades of a generation which had hero- 
ically paid the price of its misdeeds. And the fancy, true oi false, 
predisposed him toward the present owners cf Tintajeux. They 
had at least, he felt, the fascination of a pathetic background. Hare 
charm to an imaginative man whose business has led him among 
the dusty tiacks of our modern, low-horizoned English life! 

Moving to a window, Gefi looked forth across lawn, garden, or- 
chard, upon as fair a sweep of sapphire as ever gladdened human 
eyes; for here in the heart of the Cnannel you get beyond the North 
Sea's yellowish green, and have real deep ocean blue. In the fore- 
ground, so near indeed that Gefl instinctively stepped back witbin 
shelter of the window's embiasurie, a clerically diessed tall man 
was slowly pacing to and fro on the grass. Somewhat rakishly 
placed on one side his head was a black velvet skull-cap. An 
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aiter-diaiier glow ahone on Andros Bartrand's bronzed four seore- 
year-old face; between bis lips i^as a cigar. A couple ot excellent- 
ly bred brindled terriers slunk at his heels. 

"Ho, CEdipus, 
Why thus delay our goiug?*' 

I'aking his cigar from his mouth, the Seigneur of Tintajeux re- 
cited a passage trom Sophocles in Oxford Greek accents o£ sixty 
years ago, looking about bun with the leisurely physical enjoy- 
ment of the moment that was more common, probably, at the time 
of his own youth— a time when Groethe still walked upon the face 
of tne eat th— than it is now. 

Something toweling, individual, audacious, was in the old fig- 
ure. Gelf watched the Heverend Andios with admiration. A man 
80 richly vitalized that he could smoke an after-dinner cigar, de- 
claim Greek verse for his own pleasure at eighty — a man who had 
so proved himself superior to the common shocks and reverses of 
human lite— should be one worth knowing, even though his fine 
moral equipoise must perforce be studied in the murky and du- 
"bious atmosphere engendered by a girl's temper. 

Tintajeux Manair with its weather-bleached walls, its courtly, 
taded dtawing-room, its half lights, its rose scents, had already laid 
held of Geoffrey's imagination. The seigneur with his antiquated 
Greek accent, his wise, subtly ironical old face, reciting Sophocles 
under this late sky, had f^r him a personal interest. If only the 
one jarring note ne^d not be struck I It the capricious heiress were 
but a full-fledged graduate, a resident M.A. say, within the distaiU 
walls of St. Margaret's Hall, or of Girtonl 

Scarcely had the thought crossed Ge£f Arbuthnot's mind when 
he heard a door behind him open and close. Turning quickly, he 
saw, to his pleasure^ a child dressed in a white and red cotton 
frock, confined by a bright-colored ribbon round the slim waist, 
and who advanced to him— a pair of brown, beautifully carved 
small hands, Dutheld. 

'* Tou are ten minutes late, Mr. Geoilrey Arbuthnot." The 
faintest un-English accent was traceable in her voice. '* But you 
are welcome, a thousand times over, to Tintajeux." 

Kow Gefi! was a veritable child-lover, and if this young'person had 
only been two years younger than the looked, he would, likelier 
than not, have finished several of his life's best chances by lifting 
her in his arms and kissing her on the spot With a little princess 
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of tbif teen or fourteen one must be on one's guard— for the iirtt five 
minutes, at least, of acquaintance. 

He tool& her offered hands and held them, enjoying 'the arch 
vivacity of that upturned face, biimf ul of sunshine as a water lily's 
^cup; a face good as it was sweet. 

•*Poor Cambridge B.A. Poor abashed tig coach I" thought 
Marjorie Banrand. ** The worthy man must be used to cold re- 
ceptions, t should say, on his wife's account. Now, let me set 
hira ac his ease.*' 

Crossing to one of the Tiianon baskets she softly signed to Geof- 
frey to follow. 

**Do you see that ' Bon Espoir,' Mr. Arbuthnot?" A hawk 
moth hovered, at the moment, with poised vibrating wings above 
the mass of roses. *' In Spain we have a superstition about the 
* Bon Espoir ' when he enters a house. If he is powdered with 
black we say. Bad lack I If he is powdered with gold, iJtootll 
Ah," clapping her hands, *' and our * Bon Espoir ' is gold I We 
are to be lucky, sir, you and I, in our dealings. I9ow I ehall tell 
you another Spanish saying. ' To begin a friendship with a gift 
is a happy omen.* Take this rose from me." 

And with a movement of quick grace, most artless, most uncon- 
ventional, one of the finest roses in tbe basket was transferred by 
the pupil's hand to her future master's button-hole. 

" Grazias, muy grazias," said Geft, hazarding the only two words 
of Spanish he knew. 

Marjorie clasped her hands over her ears. 

•• You pronounce frightfully ill, though the words are true, Mr. 
Aibuthnot. Decent people say the * z ' in giazias sharp. They 
say 'mou-y.' Yes, sir— and although you do teach me classics 
and mathematics — Spanish and French are my natural languages, 
and I shall always think myself free to give you a little lesson in 
pronunciation." 

** Classics and mathematics!" stammered GeoSrey Arbuthnot, 
reddening as the unwelcotne image of Miss Bartrand was brought 
back to him. *' 1 beJieved— I mean, my impression was—" 

He stopped short. 

" English University manners aie not good," thought Marjorie, 
shaking her head, pityingly. ** But 1 like my poor B. A.— yes, just 
because he is shy and rugged, and has that ugly scar acicss his fore- 
head. 1 respect him for his unpolished manner. I will call on his 
wife to-morrow 1 My impression was." she remaiked aloud, show- 
ing such a gleam of ivory teeth in her smiie, as rendered a large and 
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rather square mouth lovely—*' my impression was that 1 advertised 
in the ' Chroniqae Guern^siaise ' for some one good enough to help 
me in my attempts at work, and that Mr. Geofirey Aibuthnot 
ofteied to be that some one. 1 hope, sir, you do not repent you of 
the offer already?" 

So he stood In presence of the heiress; a little country giri with 
sun^kissed hands, innocent of ink-stains, a child's fledgling figure, 
a child's delightful boldness, and not one barley-corn's weight of 
dignity in her composiiicn. Should he, obeying first impulse, be- 
lieve in her, and so incur the fate of well-snubbed predecessors? Or 
should he arm himself against the coquetry which this very frank- 
ness, this assumption of simplicity in dress and speech, might mask? 

Long ago, in Gaston^ Cambridge rooms, Gefi came across a 
French volume entitled, '* The Bad Things which Men have said 
of W^oman." He extracted theiefrom, at more than one reading, 
puch bitter nectar as his scanty knowledge of the tongue allowed. 

Several of the maxims had slumbered in his memory. They re- 
awakened at this moment, and bade him play the philosopher, re- 
member at what price per hour the heiress was about to hire him, 
and tor what work. ** Self>respect was in his keeping still," cried 
half a dozen wicked old well-chosen French cynics in a bieath. 
** Let him retain il." 

And Geft followed his own impulse. He looked on Marjorie's 
unblemished child's face and believed in her— with a circumspect 
belief. "^ 

"One or two things, I know, want explaining.'* A wave of 
Miss Bartrand's hand signaled to Geofirey tc take a chair. Then 
she seated herself opposite blm, the rosy western after-glow falling 
directly on her clear, tiuth-telling face. ** You thought my advei- 
ti-ement bizarre, did you not?" 

" On the contrary, 1 thought it sensible and to the point." 

Gefli's answer was given with stifi courtesy. 

" But too independent; tor 1 had never consulted my grand fa- 
ther , understand! 1 never spoke to the seigneur till an hour ago, 
about my having a coach. Tell me, you don't think the worse of 
meter this?" 

Had he fallen asleep, lying among the blue-leaved campanulas on 
the moor, with the waving sedges at hand, with the falcon soaring 
high overhead ; was this drawing-room, with its mirrors and rose- 
scents and Cupids, a drean^? Could it be possible that Marjoric 
Bartrand, the heiress, wtu) never bestowed a civil word upon any 
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man, should plead, in sober reality, for his, Geff Arbuthnot's, good 
opinion? 

" I am obliged to think and act for myeelf. There is my defense. 
My grandfather, whom you wiil see presently, is clever— oh, cley- 
erer than any man in Guernsey, perhaps in Spain 1 Mathematics, 
c\&s:\ics— you even could name no branch of learning, Mr. Aroulb* 
not, thai grandpapa has not." 

'' Of that I am sure, Miss.Bartrand." 

** He was known in Oxford sixty years ago. The revolution so 
'disgusted my great-grandfather with everything French that he 
turned Protestant out of revenge. A mean action— sajfT' 

** Ihat depends upon the manner of conversion." 

*' Well, he had come to be iSeigneur of Tintajeux through the in- 
heritance of his Guernsey wife, and to be a proper seigneur in this 
country, you should be a reveiend. How great-grandpapa got to 
be ordained 1 don't know. Andtos, his son, was sent to Winchester 
and Oxford." 

*' The seigneur 1 am about to see?" 

** Yes, and Andros became a fellow of his college. He was one 
of the three best classics in Oxford. But he stands right away out 
of my reach." Marjorie stretched up her slight arms as though 
pointing to the inaccessible mental plane occupkd by- the Heverend 
Andros. *' He lives with the gifted people of sixty years ago. For 
mc thfrt is too old." 

** Rather," said Geff, unable, though he would fain stand on his 
dignity, to repress a smile. 

" Qrandpapa is an eighteenth-century man. H^ was just bom 
early enough to be able to make that his boast. And he has eight- 
eenth-century ideas. * Unless a woman be a Madame de Btaei,' 
says IhA seigneur, * lethei keep silent. If she be a Madame de bta6l, 
let her keep a thcusand-fold more silent.' Now I," cried small 
Marjorie, '* mean to make my voice heard. I want to know nine- 
teenth-century life straight through. I want to learn facts, at first- 
hand. As a matter of lesser moment, I want a degpree. Do you 
think London University would be beyond met" 

'*! must know first," answered Geoftrcy, **to what height of 
learning you can reach on tiptoes." 

A flash of indignation swept over Marjorie*s face. The possioil- 
ities of temper showed round that acute, square-cut mouth of hers. 

*'It is correct masculine taste to laugh at a girl's ambition^ 1 
knowl The Seigneur, Mi. Geofirey Arbuthnut— all have the same 
fine generosity! But why do v^e lose time? Perhaps, if you will 
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come to the school-room, you will look oyer mj books, six. It is 
too late, of course, to do any work to-nighi?*' 

'* Kot too late for me/' ans wared GreoSiey, in his heart liking the 
girl better and better. "I came out hoping we should begin to 
read at once. My time is yours." 

Miss Bartrand led the way, her face held somewhat aloft, into a 
room plainly furnished as a study, and strewed with books and pa- 
pers, on the west side of the inner drawing-icom. As G^eofl rey fol- 
lowed, every sense tempered to a keenei edge than usual, he could 
not help remarking with whatcuiicus grace Marjcrie's raven-black 
tresses were braided. He had been to a few, very few, London 
entertainments in his life, had glanced at most varieties of our cur- 
rent female ** heads;" none tolerable to him beside a certain lecol- 
lection of soft gold worn in little waves, that way poor Dinah had 
with hffc curls, upon a Madonna forehead. But Marjorie's ebon 
looks, gathered high, in one thick coil, upon the summit of her 
head, compelled his admiration. The style was too foreign, alto- 
gether, for Bnglish taste. And the white and red dress, the gaudy 
waist ribbon, were too evidently got up for effect, Geoffrey decid- 
ed, now that he could draw breath, and ciiticise. The complex- 
ion, tdb, to a man who for years had had a living ideal of snow and 
rose-bloom before him, was certainly sallow. And those great 
black eyes! 

Stopping short, Marjorie waited for her visitor on the school- 
room threshold. At the moment he overtook her, she turned, 
looked up at him. And behold! her eyes were blue; intensely blue 
as, I think, only Irish or Spanish eyes ever are; with a sweep of 
jetty lash, with a hidden laughter in them, although the possibili- 
ties of temper still lurked round the- cor nei of her lips. 

" This is to be your torture-chamber. From the time I was five 
I have worked myself up to my piesent state of ignorance at that 
inky desk you see, and under the rule of a long line of governesses, 
most of whom f^ave me and themselves up in despair. Kow put 
me to the test. If you please, Mr. Arbuthnct. Don't spare my feel- 
ings. Treat me as you would treat any backward scnool-bof." 

And Geff Arbuthnot obeyed the command to the letter. He did 
not spare her feelings. 

Marjorie Baitrand's attainments were to the last degree patchy 
and scrappy; (he typical attainments to be looked for in a quick, 
self-wille:! child, indifferently taught by a succession of teachers, 
and whose faulty studies had been supplemented by an avid, in- 
discriminate consumption of good books. 
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" Tour classics are weak. Miss Bartrand." 

Geofirey remarked thif, pusliing papers and books aside, aod 
looking kindly across the table into his pupil's face. 

** OhI I never liked the subjects. 1 knew that you would say so." 

With an eftort Marjorie Bartrand kept her voice under control. 

'/ But your classics are strcmger than your mathenoaties." 

** Yes, Mr Arbuthnot " 

** STou will have a gieat deal of work before you can bring 
either to—we will not say a high, but an ordinary' level." 

"Yes, Mr. Arbuthnot." 

** You spoke of a London degree. Let us look at London matric- 
ulation first. Children are trained at high schools for about six 
years, I understand, for London matriculation. And many— more 
than a third— of the candidates fail." 

'* 1 spoke of London because Londcn gives jcu letters after your 
name. The older universities would be more thought of- in Spain. 
1 have grandpapa's leave to go to Kewnham oi Girton when 1 am 
eighteen. The first of all my governesses lives in Cambridge. 8o 
1 should have one friend there." 

** The Girton and Kewnham work is on tlie same level as the 
other colleges." 

" And you think that wcrk beyond my reach?" 

GteS Arbuthnot thought that a girl with a head so graceful, with 
eyes so blue, with soft brow gleaming under such a weight of 
dusky hair, might be content amidst the flower -scents and cedar 
shades of Tintajeuz Manoir, content to let Euclid and Greek parti* 
cles go —to be a woman, to accept the homely, happy paths where- 
in women ma 7 walk unguided by exact science, m: the philosophy 
of all the ancients. 

The opinions he knew were heterodox, and not to be uttered, 
especially by a man u-ho. at five shillings an hour, had engaged 
himself to lighten the thorny rodd that leads to knowledge. 

** Memory will get one through most exams., Miss Bartrand. You 
have a good memory?" 

" For all useless things, yes. In * Don Quixote,' for Instance, 
you would find it hard to puzzle me. You know a little Spanish?" 

** Five words at most." 

*' How deplorable! A person who has no Spanish is not quite 
in possession of his faculties. If one had time to spare in these 
long summer days, 1—" 

Marjorie broke off abruptly, coloring to the roots of her hair, as 
she remembered the existence of her tutor's wife. A girl not igoo- 
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ram of Spanish only; a girl w]io could just overcome the difficulties 
of the prayer-book and lessons, perhaps, or write a letter without 
any glaringly bad spelling, on a push. 

** If one had time to spare in these long summer days. Hiss Bar- 
trand— ?" 

Geoftrey Arbuthnot found a pleasure it had been hard to him to 
account for, in her confusion. 

" 1 was goin^ to say I would teach you Spanish. As if Spanish 
mattered I As if there were not nobler, lovelier thinsrs in life than 
book-learning. But that was a real Bartrand idea. We Bartrands, 
moldering among our owls in this old place, can not see daylight 
clear. We think too much of ourselves. Our minds are as narrow 
as our £rarden paths. I teach you Spanish, indeed! I'll tell you 
what I call that proposal," She leaned across till her sweet bud of 
a fact was close to Geofirey's, and spoke with a suspension of the 
breath. ** I call it a bit of demlish Bartrand pride and stiff-necked- 
nesB." 

Geff started, with a pantomime of horror, from the adjective 
italic! EGd. 

" You know the meaning of Tintajeux— Tint-4-jeu In old Nor- 
man. You English in Cornwall say Tintagel— the devil's castle. 
A fit abode for us. Look at grandpapa! He quarreled seven years 
ago with Monsieur Kclrmont, the rector of our next parish, over a 
Latin quantity. Kever in this world will grandpapa speak again 
to that innocent old man.'' 

"A wrong quantity is no jesting matter," observed Geoffrey 
Arbuthnot. 

" Then he has three daughters, my aunts. Keither of the three 
has spoken to the others or to him for hve-and-twenty years. No 
vulgar quarrel to start with. * We Bartrends wage war on a grand 
Napoleonic scale,' says the seigneur. * An exchange of reproach- 
Ifu epithets is sheer waste of brain-power.' The marriage of each 
sister in succession wounded the other sisters' pride. All wounded 
grandpapa's. It was quite simple.' 

*' You color highly. Miss Bartrand. 

" I am giving you sketches from life. No coloring cottld be too 
high tor showing up our Bartrand traits, the little faults of oar 
virtues, as the French say, prettily." 

Get)ftrey felt himself on the road to disenchantment. The girl 
might have marvelous eyes, a wealth of dusky bair, tones of liquid 
music, a sunburned hand that was a poem. The heart within her 
v\ra8 hard to the core. Linda Thorne, by hidden affinity, perhaps. 
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was not so very far out in her judgments. Marjorie knew too 
much, had learned bitter lessons in human nature, not from books, 
but from keen reading of the men and women highest to herself in 
blood. 

" Yea, we think too highly of our small talents. 1, with my 
shailowness, to propose teaching a Bachelor of Arts anything! I 
ought to be grateful to Mr. Arbuthnot for condescending to read 
with such a pupil. I4ow, which three mornings in the week could 
you give me?" 

He could give her Tuesday, Thursday, and ISaturday. They 
gravely arranged their hours. They talked over the work — say. a 
book of Cicero, the two first books of Kuclid— to be looked over 
before their first lesson. Then Ge3ffrey Ajbuthnot rose to his feet. 
Putting on a staid and tuitional manner, he stated that his terms, 
in Guernsey, would be five shillings, Britisfi currency, per hour. 

Marjorie's face grew one hot blaze of shame. 

"Oh! ot course— please do not speak of money. It is far too 
little. It is an honor, I mean, for me to learn, and 1 am coming—" 

She was just about to commit herself, and so considerably sim- 
plify GeS'spositi'^n— just about to blurt out, "and lam coming 
to call upon your wife," when a footstep, alert, though it had paced 
the earth for more than eighty years, sounded on the garden path 
outside. The glass door of the school-room was pushed open, and 
old Andros Bartrand walked in. 



CHAPTER VI. 

TWO IK ARCADIA.. 

An atmosphere ot fresh country air, blent with tobacco smoke, 
surrounded him, as we like to think it surrounded Parson Adams. 
He saluted Gefi with that nice mixture of personal reserve and 
general expansiveness which among a bygone generation was called 
breeding. He bestowed a partial smile on Marjorie (** Those Bar- 
trand company smiles," as she used to bemoan, when she was a 
younger child. *' Counters that 1 must make believe are sixpences 
until the visit is over, until the round game melts into our grim 
duel at solitaire "). 

*• Mr. Arbuthnot, 1 presume? Welcome to Tintajeux, Mr. Ar- 
buthnot." He shook Gefi^'s hand with a distant afiability. *' Glad 
always to see a man from the Alma Mater in our little island. Ox- 
ford is not the Oxford ot my days; still—" 
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*'Mr. Arbuthaot hails from Cambridge, grandpapa/' shrieked 
Uarjorie with energy in the seigneur ^s dealer ear. 

" Then, in one sense, Mr. Arbuthnot i£ to be congratulated, for 
Cambridge is nearer to Kewmarket. A bitter blow to the talent 
that victory of Mademoiselle I9inette*s in the One Thousand, last 
April, wasitnot?*' 

** The proverbial uncertainty of fillies retaining their form," said 
QeoStiey, ** The usual reason for strung fielding. Still, the per- 
formance of Maydew in the Two Thousand was so good that the 
odds seemed legitimate." 

Geft Arbuthnot cared as much for horse racing as for the native 
hidnstties of Japan. But the tastes of a man of fourscore must be 
respected. And with a glance at the Seigneur of Tialajeux you 
could detect the sporting element, softened, not ungracefully, 
through a eourae of sixty years by the learning of the scholar and 
the quiet life of the priest. 

'* Tou come over to England, of course, sir, for the big events 
of the year?" 

•* Not 1, sot 1. When you anive at the age of a hundred you 
will find yourself content with newspaper reports of most human 
goings-on, great or small. 1 have my books about me here, my 
farm, my dogs, a horse or two, and my cure of souls. Marjorie, 
small witch, where are you? Did you not say Mr. Arbuthnot was 
to take Holy Orders r" 

*' Mr. Arbuthnot is to cure bodies, not souls." 

Marjorie's answer was given in a tone of altimmo derision. 

Geft put himself through a little exercise of mora! arithmetic; 
the result required being the precise sum of dislike which a man 
of his age could feel toward a scoffing girl of sevrenteen, a girl 
with eyes like Marjorie'a, silken black hair, and exquisite hands. 
It was not, periiaps, go large an amount as one might have looked 
for. 

" An jEsGulapius," observed the Reverend Andros. '* Tou know 
the parable, Mr. Arbuthnot? Two stalwart men, Kature and Dis- 
ease, are fighting. A third man, the Doctor, seizes nis club and 
rushes into the mMee, sometimes hitting Disease and sometimes 
Nature. You are to be the man with the club." 

** 1 am to be the man with the club," answeied Gefi, relishing 
the old seigneur's manner. ** Ae long as I confine myself to the 
setting of broken bones, sir, 1 hope to do as little harm as may be." 

*' The doctors kill us no quicker than they used," admitted 
Andros Bartrand liberally. *' When 1 was an undergraduate they 
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lelied on their brains, as you do now on your flnger-tipvand 1 be- 
lieve killed us no quicker. You are an honors' man, of coursef 
At a hundred years old ono is naturally ignorant as to the uni- 
veisity regulations of the times. 1 know next to nothing of your 
Cambridge Triposes. You won yout laurels, I assume, among 
bones and miner alsV 

The seigneur's prejudices were mellow and crusted as his own 
port. A born and passionate lover ol classic literature, he regarded 
the admission ot natural science into the univeisities as a mistake, 
a sort of shuffle among examiners and Liberal Governments that 
enabled lowly born classes of men (o take high degrees. 

** UnfortUDately for myself, 1 did not,'-' said G^ff. ** When my 
real college life was over, I saw bread and cheese in a remote per- 
spective, and had to begin bones and minerals from theit ABO. 
In my day I came out eigUth,'' and belhg exceedingly human, 
Geff's face flushed a bit. '* in the Classical Txipos." 

The seigneur put his hand within the young man's arm. 

*' Come for a walk with me, Mr. Arbuthnot. EiglUh in the 
Classical Tripos— ehl 1 will point out the limits of my vast estate 
to you. Mar jorie, small witch, go and set ready the tea-table. Mr. 
Arbuthnot will spend the remainder cf tne evening with na/* 

The daylight by now had gone into odorous dew -freshened dusk; 
a big solitary planet looked down upon the woods of Tintajeux. 
Gteff felt himself in a new >vorld, a thousand miles removed from 
pale, work-a-day. prosaic Bngland. The affluence of air and sea, 
the largeness of sky, took possession of him, played in his blood, 
evcked that precise condition of mind and body which is so often 
at four-and-twenty the prelude to human passion. 

The talk of Andros Bart rand accorded well with the scene and 
moment. They spoke of men, measures, books— of books chiefly. 

** I belong, really, to the eighteenth century," |aid the seigneur, 
as, with his hand on Gefit's arm, thuy paced the lawn's goodly limits. 

Old Andros had the vanity of his age in seeking to exaggerate 
it. He had been known, or so Marjcrie would affirm, to speak of 
himself as alive at the dawn of the French Revolution. Perhaps 
you appreciated his real age best when you reflected that the bride 
of his youth might have been a contemporary ol Emma Wood- 
house t '* I was born before moral pulse feeling came into fashion. 
This modern verse—* singing, maugre the music '—don't please 
me. I never mix my wines. I like to take my verse and my philos- 
ophy separate. Hand-made paper, rough edges, vellum, constitute 
poetry nowadays, don'i they?" 
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** The SBiHietic fevei is on us still, sir, 1 fear." 
'* In regard to Church matters, 1 was middled-aged, mind, when 
Tract 90 decimated the country. Tractarian or Evangelical, Tbeist 
or Pant heist —the Church went on quite as profitably before par- 
sons began calling each other by such a variety of names." 

** Kames that all mean the same thin^," Geoffrey suggested, ** if 
men had temper enough to examine them coolly." 

** Possibly. Let me direct your attention to my young wheat. 
You see it in the inclosure, just between that red stable roof and 
the orchard. 1 mean to cut my wheat with the Guernsey sickle, 
Mr. Arbuthnot, the same pattern ot sickle, it is believed, that was 
used under Louis XI. I mean to get more for my wheat, per quar- 
ter, than any grower in England. There is the advantage of being 
a Channel Island farmer. One may not only be a Conservative, 
but, like certain great statesmen, make one's Conservatism pay. " 

A resonant call from Marjorie summoned them before long to the 
tea-table, a meal at which old Andros with his gi and -seigneur air 
made his guest pleasantly welcome. The dinner-hour at Tinla- 
jcux was five, the ** late dinner " of Andros Bartrand's youth. By 
half past eight, in this keen Atlantic air, broiled mullet, hot potato 
scones, with other indigenous Guernsey dishes, were adjuncts to 
the tea-table which no healthily- minded person could afford to 
despise. Afterward came a cigar smoked just inside the open 
French windows. ** At a hundred years old," the seigneur apolo- 
gized, '* there was one thing a man miarht'not brave with impunity, 
night air." And then Ge6ffrey Arbuthnot prepared to take his 
leave. 

Business-like, he reverted to pounds, shillings, and pence. It 
was a settled thing that he should read classics and mathematics 
with Miss Bartrand on three mornings of the week, at the sum 
(happily the darklK»s veiled the blushes on Marjorie's face) of six 
francs an hour. 

" Classics and mathematics!" cried old Andios, assenting to the 
money part of the transaction with suave courtesy. " What will 
the little witch do with classics and mathematics when she has got 
them?" 

*' Enter I^ewnham or Girton with them, in the first place," an- 
swered Marjorie unhesitatingly. 

*• Kewnham or Girton 1" 

Tne unfavorable summing-up of all arguments that have been 
put forth^iOn the subject of woman's higher education was in Andros 
Bartrand's enunciation of the words. 



A GIKTON GIEL. ' 59 

'*I9ewnbam and Girton send forth good men/' lemarked 
G^fiiey Arbuthnot. '* In the future, sir, when the girls shall 
* make Gieek Iambics; and the boys black-currant jams,' we look 
forward conhdently to seeing Girton head of the river." 

*' At my age I am unmoved by new theories,'' said old Andros. 
** ^ew facta ] am net likely to confront. There has never yet been 
a great woman poet." 

'* Mrs. Browaing, giandpapa." 

'* Nor a great woman painter." 

**RosaBonheur." 

" Nor a discoverer in science." 

'*Mrs. SomerviUe." 

" Nor a solitary musical composer." 

The girl was silent. 

" Yet all these fields have been as open to them as to men, have 
they not, witch?" 

Marjorie Bartrand had passed into the garden. She stood im- 
patiently tapping a slender foot on the turt and looking up, her 
arms folded, an expression on her face curiously like that of old 
Andros, at a strip of crescent moon, that showed between the cedar 
branches. 

*' A Dew moon. I courtesy to her, twice, thrice, and 1 wish a 
wish!" 

** Did you hear my question, witch? In poetry, art, music, have ^ 
women not had just a? ample chances as men?" 

" Spanish women have had no chances at all,'' cried Marjoile, 
raising hei tone, as she adroitly shitted her ground, after the man- 
nci of her sex. " For their sake 1 mean to work— yes, to get to 
the level of a B.A., grandpapa, in spite of your most withering con- 
tempt." 

*' For the sake oi Spain, benighted Spain 1" remarked the seign- 
eur genially. *'My grand-daughter's blood is half Spanish, Mr. v 
Arbuthnot. 1 had a son once— an only son—" Could it really be 
that Andros Bartrand's firm voice for a second faltered? ** When 
he was no longer a young man he went to Cadiz, tor health's sake, 
and married, poor fellow, a Spanish girl who died at the end of the 
year. Marjorie has stayed a few times among her mother's family, 
and has gone Bpain-crazed, as you will soon find out for yourself." 

•• Crazed !" rang Mai jorie's tuneful voice through the night ** I 
want to bold my bands out to my own people, yes, to teach, it I 
ever know anything myself, among the girls of our poor benighted 
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Spain. A.nd I am proud of my craziness. I thank you tor the 
word, grandpapa. It is the prettiest compliment.*' 

The complexion of the family talk was threatenmg; GeofErey 
Arbuthnot hastened his adieus. But Andros had still a farewell 
shot to discbarge against the little witch. / 

** Our poor benighted Spain is the one country iu Europe with a 
decent peasantry of its own. Get Mr. Arbuthnot, get any one . 
who understands the matter, to talk to you al)out the English 
plowman, and compare the two pictures. The Spanish peasant's 
wife sews, knits, embroiders, reads her Mas&-book and can cook a 
capital stew. Her drink is water. ^ Intanticide is unknown. The 
men are hospitable, courteous,- dignified. Among benighted people 
like these, Mai jorie Bartrand proposes to preach the benefits of a 
liberal pauper education as exhibited in England.*' 

By the time the seigneur's iionies came to an end Marjorie's 
small figure had vanished among the deepening shadows of the 
lawn. Fearful of losing sight of her altogether — for, indeed, Mar- 
jorie Bartrand was suggestive of something weiid, sprite-like, and of 
a nature to take other form at an hour when owls do fly — Gefi bade 
his host a hasty good night and followed. 

The girl herstlf was invisible, but a clear childish voice chanted 
the old ditty of Roland somewhere in the neighborood, *' Like steel 
among weapons, lil^e waK among women." Or, as Mar jorie sung 
with spirit: 

" Fuerte qual acero entre armas, 
Y qnal cera entre las damas.^* 

*'l have found my gardening scissors, Mr. Arbuthnot," she 
cried, emerging through the school-room window, a basket on her 
arm. ** Flowers smell sweetest that aie cut with the dew on them. 
1 mean to cut some roses and cherry-pie for— for— " 

•• Your wife " was on Marjorie's lips, bnt she stopped herself ab- 
ruptly, all Cassandra Tighe's warnings about Geoffrey's domestic 
embarrassments coming back to her. 

*• Let me help jou," said Geoffrey. A minute later Marjorie, on 
tiptoe, was'^ainly endeavoring to catch a bow of swaying yellow 
brier. " Tou are just one foot too short to reach those roses. Miss 
Bartrand." 

Marjorie sprung up in air. She plunged with bold final grasp 
among the thorns, and succeeded in getting scratches destined tc 
mark her right hand for some weeks to come; scratches that might, 
perhaps, recall this moment to both of them in the pauses of some 
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tough mathematical problem, some aild point in Latin grammar or 
Greek delectus. 

**The result of oyervaultio^ ambition." Thus from his calm 
altitude of six-foot-one. Gelt moralized. ** licw many loses am I 
to pick?" 

** You are to pick three beauties!" said Marjorie, somewhat 
crestfallen. " Won't you have the scissors? These briers prick 
cruelly." 

But Geft wanted no scissors: bis skin, s6 h€ told her, was of 
about the same texture as a stout dog-skin glove. When the brier- 
roses were duly laid In Marjorie's basket he put on the grave man- 
ner of his profession. It was his duty as a surgeon to make im- 
mediate Inspection of her injuries. 

" Tou are losing a good deal of blood. Miss fiartrand." Taking 
both her hands, he held them up, in the streak oi moonlight, not 
very distant from his lips. ** But while there is Ijfe there is hope. 
Three, four, deep wounds 1 For my sake, don't faint. If you can 
help it." 

" Faint!" Edarjorie's laugh was a thing good to hear; a thing 
fresh as the chatter of birds In April, pungent aa the smell of new- 
turned earth. ** 1 wcnder whether any of the old Bartrands ever 
fainted. 1 mean, before they were guillotined! Confess, we are 
qvLiei specimens, grandpapa and 1, are ^e not, sir?" Asking Gefi 
this question, she left her hands in his simply until he should 
choose to let them go. The first ineftable coldness of girlhood was 
on her. She knew no more of passion than did her own roces. 
" ^ot very pleasant people to live with^sayl in an outof-the-way 
Guernsey manoir." 

"So much must depend on the taste of him who survived the 
ordeal." Geofirey Arbuthnot quietly surrendered the slim hands 
resting; uniesponsively in his. ** At the present moment life in an 
out-of-the-way Guernsey manoir seems to me — enduiable." 

A stronger word was very near escaping (}eufiiey Arbuthnot's 
lips. 

" You are taken in by our pictur^queness," said Mar]orie with 
decision. " England must be an astcnishingly ugly oonniry, judg- 
ing from the efiect our bit of Channel rock appears to make upon ^ 
Engli&h people. Now, to me, who have seen Spain, it is all so 
cramped, so sea- weedy. Look away to the. left there— sea. To 
the right— -sea. Move a little step nearer — close here, don't be 
afraid, and look where I point across the moor— sea again. Let 
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an out-and-oat big wave come some day, and the whole nation 
would be submerged, like Victor Hugo's hero." - 

The glimpse of silver-gray tranquil moor btought bask before 
Geoffrey the tb>me*grown bank, the falcon high poised, the tuft 
of wood -rush—associated with the last rose visions of the squalid 
Barnwell pavements, of the men and women, forced deserters 
from the army of profrress, who dragged out their span of human 
existence there. 

*' I should like to know what yon are thinking fibout," Marjoiie 
asked, noting with a child's acumen the changed expression of his 
face 

*' I am .thinking about England, about the hard battles some 
Englishmen and women have to go thiough with, A night like 
this," said GefiE, *' brings sharp thoughts before one oi one's own 
life, one's own uselessness." 

In an Instant Marjorie was softened. Tears almost rushed to hei 
eyes. Her thoughts, true to her better self, followed Geoffrey's as 
if by Instinct. Then the good impulse passed. It entered hei will- 
ful head that this excellent young gentleman from Cambridge meant 
to sermonize her. She resolved to shock him. 

** 1 used to 'feel goody-goody myself, very long ago. Tou would 
not believe it now, but as a child I was pious." 

*' 1 believe it thoroughly," answered Geff, grave of countenance. 

*' When I wanted my lettuce-seed to come up, 1 would perform 
1 ttle acts of propitiatory contrition to Pouch§e, the poor old 
Foucbee who lives in Cambridge now. When grandpapa went out 
shooting I cairied his game-bag, and used to offer fervent prayers, 
whenever the dogs came to a point, that he might kill his bird. 
Facts undermined my faith. Sometimes the point was false. 
Sometimes grandpapa missed his aim. Chaffinches and slugs ate 
my lettuce -seed. 1 turned infldeL 1 have remained one. Grand- 
papa savs 1 have the hardest flint soul in, or out of, Christendom. 
Still, that is one Bartrand judging of another." 

"1 am not a Bartrand," remarked Gefl Arbuthnot ** I do not 
think you have a hard flint soul. You believe in wishes addressed 
to a strip of new moon, for instance?" 

They were standing at the highest point ot Tintajeux; a small 
platean, the approach to which was fashioned on the exploded sys- 
tem of puzzle or maze. Long before JMlarjorio's life-time this plateau 
— who shall say on what morning of youthful buman^bope— had 
been christened Arcadia! The country-folk around Tintajeux called 
it Arcadia still. Cool draughts of air were Stirling from the moor- 
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lancl. They brought fiairrance of distant hayfields, honeyed wb^s 
of the syringa hedges that formed the mazes. Would Marjoiie ever 
courtesy lo future moons without the scent of hay, the oversweet- 
n€8S of blown syringa letnrning on her senses? 

" Some day/' obseived Gefi, as she maintained a caustic silence, 
" I mean you to tell me what you wished lor, a quartei of an hour 
ago. under the cedars.'' 

Marjoiie Bartiand turned from him, the determination of a long 
Ilt^eage of dead, high- tempered Bartrands on her face. To com- 
mand, implied or spoken had she never yet bowed, during her 
seventeen years of lite, without asking the reason why. 

She asked nothing nc^v. Her cheeks— happily, the starlight be* 
trayed no secrets— were glowing damask. For the girl knew, deep 
in her nery heart, what the wish was: a wish by no means uncon- 
nected with her feelings toward Giiofirey Arbuthnot. 



CHAPTEK VII. 

ON THE BBINK OJF A PLTBTATION. 

Meanwhile the solstice night grew at each instant more purple, 
more mysterious. Geff felt himself in love with midsummer star- 
light, with Guernsey, with Tintajeux. Marjoiie he would fain 
have engaged for a game of hide-and-seek among the neighboring 
orchards, or of follow-my-leader along the beach, white in the 
crescent moon's shining. For what was this poor small heiress 
but a child, with a child's cold, sweet, unopened heait, a child's 
quick temper, a child's readiness for play, in whatever shape play 
might happen to be offered her! 

*' You will not tell me your wish, to-night, Miss Bartrand. Never 
mind. You will tell it me someday. To show you 1 bear no mal- 
ice, you shall hear mine. My present wi<ih, as 1 mu^t leave Tinta- 
leux, fs to return to Miller's Hotel by the longest road possible. 
You could point it out to me." 

•• 1 should rather thjnk so!" cried Marjorie brusquely. ** If you 
don't mind a quarter of an hour's nice hard scrainble, yout plan is 
to go up the Gros Kez cli&s, about a mile from this, and so back to 
your hotel along the edge of the steep. You are tolerably steady on 
the legs, 1 suppose?" 

Tolerably 1 A too shallow purse, a too well endowed brain had 
combined to force Geoftrey Arbuthn( t out of the ranks of the big 
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and world-repowned athletes. But ask the All England football 
team, asK the men against whom the All England tootball team has 
played, if Aibuthnot of John's be toleiably steady on his leases. 

** 1 don't know that I am unusually feeble. Miss Bartrand. My 
weakness, perhaps, is more of the nerves than the limbs. Point ^ 

out some path to me that you and the seigneur are in the habit of 1 

treading, assuie- me, on your honor, that you think that path sate, 
and perhaps I shall have ecurage to attempt it." 

'* Well, when you get free of Tintajeux you must go straight 
across the comer of the moor to Les Htlets. At the end of a few 
hundred yards you will find four water-lanes meet. You must I 

take the one that seems to lead away fiom Peterspcrt and follow it 
until you get to Tibot. You Know Tibot, of course?" 

** I am shamefully ignorant. Miss Baitrand. 1 do no€ know 
Tibot." 

*' After thai, a brisk two minutes' aown, down, through spongy 
wet earth churning at every step over your ankles, brings you to 
the shoie. Right in face of you are the Gros ^ez heights, and if 
you get to the top all right (even in broad day it is not considered 
a very safe climb for strangers), your road home will lie straight 
before you, along the edge of the cliffs." 

Gefl Arbuthno'. clasped his forehead. 

" When I get clear of lintajeux: I must go across the moor to 
an unpronounceable place where four water-lanes meet. Of these 
I must choose the one that looks least likely to lead anywhere. Then 
down, down, through spongy wet earth churning up to my ankles 
at every step, until 1 catch sight of the clifis where I shall finally 
break my neck. Miss Bartrand, will you allow me to ask a favor?" 

*' Doubtless." A gleam of white teeth showed the heartiness of 
the girl's amusement. ** It rests with me, though," she added 
maliciously, " to say * yes 'or * no ' to It." 

" TJnfoitunately it n»ts always with feminine caprice to say 
• yes ' or * no * to the proposals made by men." 

The hour, or the moonlight, or some curiously occult and un< 
known influence must have been telling on Arbuthnot of John's. 
He stood on the brink of a flirtation. 

•• As you may have proved to your cost, sir," thought Marjorie, f 

not quite without a movement of pity. " As you may have proved 
in that hour— 1 wonder how many ycais ago— when the Devon* 
shire peasant girl decided on becoming Mrs. Geofirey Arbuthnot." 

** And my proposal is that you come with me, at least as far as 
the unpronouDoeable meeting of the water-lanes; stait me en my 
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downward spongy way to the sea, and <ben, unless I descend too 
quickly trom the Gros Nez clifffi, 1 shall have a fair chance ot find- 
ing my road Jiome." 

To an agonized wife! It might be— so mixed is human happiness, 
tlioughl Marjorie ironically— to the least little domestic lecture on 
the subject ot late hours. 

*' Feminine caprice,*' she observed gravely, "is in your favor 
for once, Mr. Arbuthnot. I will look alter your interests as tar 
as Tibot. After that, your late will be in your own hands. On 
the cutside chance of your getting back alive to your hotel, 1 may 
as well present you with s(>me rather tetter flowers." 

She flitted about, moih-fashion, liom one garden-plot to another, 
ever rifling the choicest and sweetest bloom of each for her basket. 
Afterward, the lodge gates passed, she accompanied Geoffrey ucioss 
a strip of common land and down a lew hundred yards of dark- 
some lane to the Haets, from which point the trickle of a little 
moorland stream guideil them to Tibot, Here, emerging into such 
light as the young moon yielded, tte moment came foi bidding 
good-night. And heie an exceedingly delicate question in social 
tactics presented Jtself with force to Marjorie's attention. What 
decorous but strictly indirect message ought to accompany her gilt 
of flowers to Geoffrey Arbuthnot's wife? 

*' You don't mind carrying things, 1 hope, sir, as long as they 
are not from the butcher's, or done up in a brown paper parcel? 
Guernsey is not Cambridge, you know. Grandpapa and 1 carry 
everything on tne end of oui walking-stick, from a conger-eel 
downward." 

" 1 will carry a conger-eel lor you, any day, with delight," said 
Oeoffrey. 

'* 1 shall remember that speech. 1 shall present you with a conger- 
eel four feet long, in the market, and watch to see you carry him 
to your hotel. To-night 1 only want you to take these flowers for 
me to— to some one in the town," observed Marjorie, with staid 
composure. 

But she was in no courageous mood, really. She listened, as 
though she would ask counsel of It, to the familiar little black- 
veined moor stream, eddying away with chill, clear voice to the 
sea. 

*• You have only to command me," said Geoffrey, with an ab- 
surd, a reasonless sense of personal disappointment, * * and 1 obey. 
The address of your friend is—" 

*' You will have no diflaculty hbout the address. Indeed, 1 am 
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af laid,*' stammered Marjorie. ** that at present, for another few days,, 
1 have scarcely a richt to speak of the person as my friend. The 
diflScalty is, sir, how will you carry the flowers? In your hands, 
you sayl A man who would climb Gros Nez cliffs must pretty^ 
nearly hang on by his eyelashes, like the heroes in Jules Verne 8^ 
stories; at times he wants as firm a grip, I can tell you, as all his 
ten fingers can give.' 

*' if 1 surmount these terrific perils, if 1 reach Petersport safely, 
your flowers will share my fate. Don't be anxious about them,. 
Miss Bartrand." 

Marjorie paused, her face set and thoughtful. After a minute^ 
or two, with the unconsciousness of self, the ignorance of possible 
misconstruction which rendered her actions so absolutely the actions- 
oC a child, she unloosened hei waist ribbon. A length of twine Jay 
in her basket. With this she bound the flower stalks firmly to- 
gethet, then knotting her ribbon, she attached it in a long loop ta 
the bouquet. 

" Before setting foot on the cliffs you must pass the loop round 
your neck—so." For Gefi's better guidance she pantomimed her 
instructions round her own girlish throat. " By that contrivancfr 
you leave your hands free. And you must take care of my ribbon 
if you please, sir, and bring it back next lesson. It is a bit of 
real Spanish peasant ribbon one of my cousins bought for me in 
Cadiz. A thing not to be replaced in these parts of the world. 
Good-night, Mr. Arbutbnot." 

** You have not said half enough. You have not even told me 
whom your flowtrs are for.' 

" My flowers are for a person X hope, before long, to know and 
like well." 

'• The description is tantalizing. It wculd scarcely furnish me, 1 
fear, with the one name and address of the person wanted, among 
all the narrow, twisting streets of Petersport." 

•* The flowers are, Mr. Arbuthnot, can not you guess— for whom 
they are meant?" 

•* 1 am ill at originating ideas. Miss Bartrand. 1 can guesa 
nothing." 

** Because you can not, or will not, which?" 

'• Because 1 can not, because 1 am blankly unimagioative." 

For a few moments Marjorie stocd masterfully inactive. Then 
she flew discreetly back into the shadow of the lane. On a slightly 
rising mound she stopped. What light there was touched thft 
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«pper half of her lace, and Geoffrey could see her eyes. He 
knew that her mood, for Marjorie Bartrand, was a softened one. 

*' The flowers are for yourself, Mr. Arhuthnot," so her voice 
rang through the sea-scented night. ** For your better self, you 
understand. Dcn't lose my ribbon, and, if you can help it, don't 
iall over the Gros Nez cliffs. Good-night." 

And with a wave of her hand— though he was blankly unimag- 
Juative, Geoff ley believed it might be witU a wafted kiss fi>m her 
£nger-lips — she disappeaied. 

Geff Arbuthnot*.:} fiist experience in snubbing had come to an 
end. 

Pondering over many things, most of all over the cruelties and 
caprices ol youthful woman, he ran lightly down the ankle-deep 
-water -lane, then across a miniature bay ot argent, shell-strewn sands, 
lo the bttSfc of Grcs [Nez cliffs. The ridge lose sheer abcve his 
head, a dark wall of over a hundred and fifty feet, polished as 
^lass to the limit ot the breakers, but, above that ime, fissured, 
lichened, rough. 

Miss Bartrand's sarcasm had not exaggerated the gravity of the 
ascent. The man who in an uncertain light should successfully 
scale Gros Kez must have not only his hands and feet but his wits 
thoroughly under command. 

And here the loop of ribbon attached to Marjoiie's flowers proved 
of great use. 

1 have tried to represent in Geoffrey a man little moved by the 
nicer snades ot cultivated or hot-house feeling, a man more likely 
to be wrapped up in one grim fact of the mortuary or dissecting- 
room than in all the pretty uncertainties cf sentiment pui togetber. 
But to-night a change had certainly passed over him. Beiore be- 
ginnmg his climb he found a delicate pleasure in suspending 
Marjorie's bouquet, exactly in the mode her fingers had taught 
him, round his neck. He found a pleasure— the cliff's dizzy height 
hardly won— in unknotting her ribbon, smoothing it out from its 
creases with a hand unversed in millinery tasks, finally in hiding 
it away, jealously, in the breast-pocket of his jacket. 

Concerning this jealousy he asked himself neither why nor where- 
fore, in transitional moments like these an old tender image fad- 
ing even as a new one rises above the horizon, few of us in our in- 
most thoughts care to be motive seekers. Geoffrey knew that he 
would not tor an empiie have let Dinah see that ribbon to-night, or 
any other night, tie knew that between him and the little girl with 
carved sweet lips and ebon hair there existed a secret. He knew that 
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tutoiiDg was a far pkasanter bu&iness tban he bad bargained for^ 
also that Ihe flowers Mariorie had given him, and which he carried 
in his hand, smelled ot Tintajeux. 

But he took out bis embroidered tobacco pouch, his short black 
brier, notwithstanding. He smoked his cavendish vigoiously as he 
trudged back to Petersport. Aibuthnot of John's might stand en 
the brink of a flirtation. He was not as yet m a state that neeci 
occasioa %, man's stanchest bachelor friends anxiety. 



CHAPTER Yin. 

CROSS-STITCH. 

DmAH was still busied over her embroidery frame when Geof- 
frey's entrance brought the coolness of the night, the wholesome^ 
odor of heliotropes and roses, into the chronically dinner-oppressed 
atmosphere of Miller's Hotel. 

Her blonde youthful face looked weary. The light less, far-away 
expression, which you may always observe as a result ot unshed 
tears, was in the glance she lifted to Gefl. 

*' What, you are up still! Do you know that it is past eleven; 
Mrs. Arbuthnot?" 

Four years ago, when Geofliey first saw Gaston and Dinah ia 
the bloom of wedded happness not two months old, it was decieed 
by Gaston, least jealous of men, that his wife and cousin should call 
each other by theii Christian names. 

Upon Dinah's joyous lips Geofirey, without an effort, became at 
once a familiar household word — dear good old Geft,through whom, 
obliquely^ her introduction to the husband she passionately loved 
had come about! 

But Geoftrey, after a few stammering, painful efforts, abandoned 
the calling of Dinah by her Christian name forever. 

He could and did call her so, to Gaston only. He intended ta 
stand by her heroically, absent, or in her presence, intended, God 
helping him, to be the good brotherly influence of her life and of 
her husband's. Looking upon the eyes that met his with such'cruel 
self -possession, upon the lips which he had once madly coveted to- 
press, Geoffrey Arbuthnot realized that he could never feel toward 
Dinah as a brother feels. He resolved that his speech, knowingly^ 
should not play traitor to his heart. Gaston's wife must, foi him^ 
be coldly, stiflfly, conventionally, **Mrs, Arbuthnot," until his 
life's end. 
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*' Yes, I am up still, Gefl. There's nocbai]|ce of seeiDg Gaston tili 
long past midnight. A laay like Mrs. Thorne» accustomed to India 
and Indian military society," said Dinah, " would be sure to fceep 
late hours. So I thought 1 would shade my poppies straight 
through. 1 must wait tor daylight to put in the plnlss and scar- 
lets." 

Crossing to the table where Dinah was laboriously ''stitching, 
Geofirey seated himself at her side. He locked attentively down at 
her work with those acute, deep-browed gray eyes of his. 

** Your embroidery is very—" he was about to say ** beautiful, " 
but checked himself. The star-strewn night, the hay- scents along 
the cliSs, the roses of Tintajeux were in his soul, lifting it above 
sympathy with poor Dinah's wool- work. ** Your embioldery ia 
very delicate and smooth," he went on truthfully^ ** And how 
quick you are about it! You only began the top yellow rose when 
1 stayed with you and Gaston, I recollect, last Easter." 

Dinah's pieces of work were on a scale that caiiied one back to 
the female industry of the Middle Ages, yet was their ultimate use 
nebulous. Vast ottomans, vast cushions, yards of curtain border. 
Imply a mansion. And the Arbuthnot's mansion at present existed 
not. But on what else should a childless woman, cut ofl: fiom 
household duties, not over fond of books, forlornly destitute of ac- 
quaintance, and with an ever absent husband, employ herself? 

Once, long ago, the poor girl made Gaston a set of shirts, as a 
birthday surprise. These shirts were lovingly, exquisitely stitched, 
as DiDah Thurston had been taught to stitch in her childhood. 
They were also a consummate failure. As a monument of patience, 
he observed, Ihey were beyond praise. As a fit— " Well," said Gas- 
ton, kissing her cheek in careless gratitude, "it is not a case of 
Eureka." 

He never wore them, never knew on what day, in what manner, 
his wife, fired by sharp disappointment, got them out of existence. 
Simply, the shirts did not adjust Ihemselves well round his, Gaston 
Arbuthnot's, shapely threat. It was not a case of Eureka. The 
subject interested him no further. 

Plain sewing for e^own men and women, Dinah promptly de- 
cided, was fruitless labor. Of dress-making proper, Gaston would 
never (excuf>atly, perhaps) suffer a trace in his rooms. And so, the 
sweet fashioning of tiny children's clothes not belonging to her lot, 
Dinah Arbuthnot it would seem had no choice, no refuge en the 
planet she inhabited, but cross-stitch. 

At moments of mere than common loneliness she would feel that 
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hei life was being lecorded— mournfully, fcr a life of twoand- 
tw^enfy— in these large and not artistic embioideries. 1 seemed aa 
though she stitched with a double thread, as though a dull strand 
of autobiogiaphy forever intertwined itself among the flaunting 
loses, the impossible auriculas and poppies that grew beneath her 
hands. 

The piece at which she now worked was begun in l^ondon, at a 
time when Gaston used to dine out regularly every night of his 
lite, and when his days, from various art callings, were, perforce, 
spent apart from her. As Geoffrey spolie, she could see her St. 
John's Wood lodging, her afternoon walks in the Regent's Park, 
worked glopmily in with every shade of those topmost yellow roses. 
After London came a short stay at Weymouth. Here Gaston had 
a •' convict study ** to make, on order, and with his usual good luck, 
discovered he knew several capital fellows in the regiment quar- 
tered at Portland. The capital fellows naturally delighted in hav- 
ing the versatile artist at mess, and Dinah passed almost as many 
lonely evenings as she had done in London. It was in Weymouth, 
fihe remembered, that her auriculas, her impossible auriculas, began 
to take color and shape. And now, in Guemsey— 

The heavy drops gathered in Dinah Arbulhnot's eyes; pushing 
her work frame away, she turned to Geoffrey. The lamp shone on 
her full. The delicate outlines of her cheek and throat stood out 
before him in startling whiteness. 

*' And so you have come back from your coaching, Geff.*' Her 
tone was quiet. Long practice had taught Dinah to repress that 
B<iund detested by Gaston— as by all husbands— tears in the voice. 
** How do you like the sensation of being snubbed by an heiress?*' 

*' Pretty well, 1 thank you," said Geff. *' Snubbing, as you 
know, Mrs. Arbuthnot, is a sensation I got used to in ray youth." 

** Was the heiress very badi Did she make you feel miserably 
uncomfortable?" 

" ^0, I can not go so far as that. 1 can not say that 1 felt mis- 
erably uncomfortable." 

*' But you dcn't care for her? If you keep the work on, it will 
not be for pleasure?" 

Dinah's heart was fuller than it could hold with love for her hus- 
band. Geoffrey was nothing to her, except the best friend that she 
and Gaston possessed. Yet she asked this question quickly, with 
interest. In her secret consciousness, it was an accepted fear, per- 
haps, though Dinah knew it not. that Geoffrey would never care, 
as men care who mean to marry, for any girl. 
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" Work that is to be decently done must always be done for 
pleasuie/* 

It was QeS Arbuthnot who uttered the aphorism. 

" And your evening, snubbing and all, has been passed pleasant- 
ly?" 

" 1 have breathed ampler air/' Geoffrey made evasive apology, 
man- like. " I have seen more blue sea and sky than ever in my 
life before. Miss Bartraud's snubbing was— not beyond my 
strength. The Seiirneur of Tintajeux is a specimen of the old 
scholarly, hiuh-and-diy parson, worth walking any number of 
Guernsey miles to sec. Some day, Mrs. Arbuthnot, I shall take 
you with mc to Tintajeux.** 

** To come in for my share of snubbing, toof* 

Dinah asked the question, faintly coloring. 

'* Harjorie is a frank, generous hearted child. You can not 
think of her in the light of a grown up woman. She is a Baitrand, 
with the faults and virtues of her inheritance; the faults— pride 
and temper— visibly on the surface. 1 am very sure," added Gefif, 
bending his head, as though to examine the intricate shading of 
Dinah's poppies, '* that you and Marjorie Baitrand might be fast 
friends, if you chose." 

*• 1 have no friends," said Dinah, ** except my own people, dowu 
home,'' of whom, in truth, Gaston allowed her to see little enough, 
" and— and you, Geflf." 

The voice was unfaltering, the full good mouth was steady. 
Dinah made the admission, not as a matter of complaint, but ot 
fact, and Geoffrey's heart fired. 

*' That ' friendlessness * is the one huge mistake of your life," he 
exclaimed. ** Gaston is not selfish, would not be selfish, unless 
your unselfishness forced him into being so. \ou should never 
have allowed this morbid love of solitude to grow on you. You 
ought to assert yourself, to go into the woild at Gaston's side, 
whether you like it or not." 

*' I should not like it now. When 1 was a girl, when we first 
married, my heart was light, against what it is now. It was the 
end oi the London season, you remember. Ko, 1 don't suppose 
you do?" 

Does he not, though— that late, July time when, after seeine the 
marriage ceremony over, he went back lo his scholar's attic in 
John's; that Long Vacation when the skies were brazen to himj 
when day and night alike were one feverish pain I 

*' It was the end of the London season, and when Gaston toolc 
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me to the Opera and twice down to dinner at Richmond, 1 did leel/' 
confessed Dinah with humility, *' that 1 had it in me to be fond ot 
junketing— oh, GeS, tneie's one of my country words! lucitily 
Gaston can't hear It— of pleasure, 1 mean, and society. But the 
taste has died." Of v^hat iingeiing, cruel death, who should know 
better than Geofirey! "Ladies ot my husband's class have nr)t - 
called upon me. 1 have neither rank, talent, nor a million. With- 
out these, Gaston says, no woman can make her way in the English 
world/* 

Hot words were ready to rush from Geoftrey*s lips, but he kept 
them back. To remain on equal terms with husband and wife in * 
this strange triangular friendship, did sorely tax his powers of self, 
repression, at times. 

** Gaston would rejoice in knowing tbat youi life was cheerfuler, 
no matter how the cheerfulness was brought about, fle bas told - 
me so, often. Kow, here, in Guernsey, eight sea-going hours re- 
moved," said Geil, lightly, "from English Philistinism, what ^ 
should hinder yau from joining in any little bit of * Junketing ' that 
may oH^er itself?" 

"The hinderance of having no introduction to the Guernsey 
ladies." 

" Mrs, Thorne has called on you." 

" On Gaston. He is dming with them now. He will dine with 
them four evenings a week. Yes," Dinah's voice fell, " X know, 
at a glance, the kind of clever person who will amuse my husband- 
Hrg. Thorne is one of them. She is magnetic." 

" AVith the magntt ism that lepels rather than attracts," remarked 
Veft. 

** That is your feeling about her. You and Gaston would be safe 
not to admire the same woman." 

Geoffrey Arbuthnot was mute. Although his face was ton sun- 
burned to admit of visible deepening in hue, it may be that just 
then Geoffrey Arbuthnot blushed. 

" You have no change in youi character. You could be content 
(a happy thing for your wife, whenever Mrs. Geoffrey appears on 
the scene) with one mood, one voice, one face, day after day, before 
you for forty years. Is not that true?" 

" 1 am not an artist," said Geft, alter a pause. "For a hum- 
drum man, prosaically occupied, the one face, Mrs. Arbuthnot, the 
one voice "— ah, lool that he was! his own vcice trembled— " might 
constitute as much happiness as we are likely to taste, any of us 
this side death." 
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*' And Gaston is an aitist in every fiber/' Poor Dinah's estimate 
ot Mr. Gaston Arbutbnot was invariably Mr. Gaston Arbutbnot's, 
except that she believed in him a vast CLpaX mere than he believed 
in himself. " I ought to knew that my duU days, my silent even- 
ings» are matters of course. It is not Gaston's fault that he can 
only get inspiration through change. Some day, when the world 
is bowing down before a really great irork of his, my hour of tri- 
umph will come. Who knows, GefC, it Gaston had man led in his 
own class, if he and his wife had led just the usual life of people 
in society— it may be his genius would not have fared so well!" 

Dinah never looked, more perilously lovely than when, whh 
flushed cheeks and kindling eyes, she spoke aloud of her ambitions 
for her husband. The poor girl's whole life lay in her one, pas- 
sionate, oft-bruised aflection. More than common beauty, a look 
of divine, alt-hopins:, all-forgiviug love, shone on her face at this 
instant. 

GeS Arbuthnot recollected it wanted only ten seconds to mid- 
night, and that he must fly. Had not long habit trained him to 
recognize the moment when flight was his surest, his only wisdom! 

'* Tou and Gaston understand each other, as no third person can 
hope to do, Mrs. Arbuthnot. 1 consider you the two happiest mor- 
tals alive, though perhaps you do not know the extent cf your own 
happiness." 

'* And you are oS to your pillow, to dream of the heiress who 
has not snubbed you," said Dinah, as he moved fiom her side. 
*• Why, Geft!" For the first time she caught sight of the bouquet, 
somewhat cunningly held in shadow, hitherto. ** What roses, what 
jasmines, what heliotropes 1 I hs,ve been wondering all this time 
what made the room so sweet." 

And speaking thus, she stretched forth her hand for Marjorie 
Bart rand's flowers. 

During nearly four years, a portentoQsIy large slice of life under 
flve-and* twenty, it had been one long case of give-and-take between 
Geoifrey and Dinah, the '' take " invariably on Dinah's side. She 
took his heart from him to start with. She took the happiness out 
el his youth. Silently, unrecognized, Geofirey constituted himself 
her knight errant in the hour of his own sharpest pain, (lill her 
death Dinah could never know the part played by Geofirey at the 
time of her engagement and marriage.) In a hundred ways he had 
since steadied her husband in the path of right. By a hundred 
unselfish actions he had smoothed nascent domestic discontents, any 
one of which might have worked mortal havoc with Dinah's peace. 
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She had leceived all his devotioc — a prevalent weakness, it is to 
"be leared, among gentle, unimaginative women ot her type— as the 
Simplest thing in the world I 

It Dinah, as once there was promise, had had children, doubt 
not that her moral nature must have widened. jBut this was not to 
be. A tiny, dying creature held between weak arms lor half a day; 
some yellosring, never-used baby-clothes, jealously hidden out ot 
Oaston*3 sight; a kiss stolen, when her husband was not by to 8ee, 
trom any fair cottage babe she might chance to come across m her 
walk— -this much, and no more, was Dinah to know ot mother- 
liood. 

And the love blindly centered on Gaston had in it an element 
"Which, although the word is hard, must in justice be called selfish- 
ness. 

" Kothing Gaston likes so well as the smell of flowers on his 
Ibreakiast table.*' And Dinah still carelessly held out her hand in 
a receptive attitude. ** He says his brain must be like the brains 
of dogs or deer— smell colors all his thoughts. You will see, Geftl 
Those heliotropes and roses will just set him kneading some new 
idea into clay to-morrow morning." 

But the heliotropes and the roses did not quit Geoflrey's hand. 

In this moment, ay, while Dinah was speaking, a current of new, 
keen, healthful lite had swept through him. He felt more thorough- 
ly master of himself than he had done since that May evening when 
be first blindly surrendered his will, with his heait, to a blonde girl 
•wateiing flowers through a casement window at Lesser Cheriton. 
Marjorie's roses, fresh fiom her pure touch, a friendly gift from 
the wcrld-scorning child fi^ho, somehow, looked upon her tutor as 
out ot the scope of scorn, were hia. It Gaston needed inspiration 
from flower -scents, Doctor Thorne'e garden, any other garden than 
that of the Seigneur of Tintajeux, must supply the inspiration. 

He made a dxterous exit, rushed away, boy-fashion, light of 
spirit, three steps at a time, to his own room. And before half a 
minute was over Dinah Arbuthnot had forgotten him. Poor old 
faithful Gelt, his lesson giving, his heiress, his bouquet— what were 
these, nay, what were the alien concerns of the universe to a pa- 
thetically tender soul, quick smarting under its own immediate and 
naarow pain! 

Had Linda Thorne the power of holding an artist's restless fancy 
captive, the genius of making time pass swiftly, the talent of clever 
talk, of giving genial little dinners, of dressing perfectly? Above 
all, was she a woman to expect nothing whatever in return for her 
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devotion? A woman, strong enough to be philosopbiciil, even, to- 
ward a rival who should vanquish her. In her own world, with het 
own weapons? If she were thus gilted— Dinah moved to the win- 
dow and looked out across the hotel garden to a point between aa 
opening in the trees where the sea showed blue and toamless— IC 
Linda Thome were thus gifted, then might to-night be taken aa a 
fcretasle ot what the next six weeks, the bloom and glory ol a mid- 
Channel summei, had in store for herself. 



CHAPTER IX. 

HALF WAY TOWARD LITTLE GO. 



• < 



Sixties" and "foities" are traditions, happily of the past. 
Although Sarnian spinsters may still go cut to tea with a maid and 
a hand-lantern, the number of their candles is no longer a rigor, 
ous type of their social condition. 

Bqi the society of an island, twelve miles long by fpur broad, 
must always be cousin-german to the society of a ship. Wherever 
choice is circumscribed, human nature tends to eclecticism. Sixties 
and forties may have had their day. A strangei is amazed, still » 
at the number of island families who do net visit other island 
families, seemingly from hereditary topographical reasons. The 
Eastern people have not much to say to those of the West. The 
country districts hold scanty intercourse with the townsfolk. 

At the time I write cf, the remote little peninsula of Tintajeux 
was probably the most exclusive parish in the island. 

** While we were on terms with the Rector ot Noirmont we had 
lour pople in our S3t," Marjorie would say. ** The Rector ot 
Koirmont, his wife, the Seigneur of Tintajeux, Maijorie Bartrand. 
Since grandpapa and Mr. Koirmont had their big Latin fight we 
have split up into further faction. Our set consists of the Seigneur 
of Tintajeux and Kaijorie Bartrand. 'We are a nation of two." 

Of the things done and left undone by the Petersport inhabit- 
ants, this rkation of two was ofttimes as ignorant as though some 
dark continent divided them. The dances, picnics, military bands^ 
garden-parties, and general gossip of urban life, concerned the Bar- 
trands languidly. Old Andros had his farming, his dogs, his 
classic authors, and a curiously mixed performance which he called 
parochial work, to occupy him. Marjorie had her study, a boat» 
fishing-tackle, gardening tools; m days not so very far distant, had 
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a carpenter's bench; all the wholesome outdoor interests of a coun- 
try-nurtured child, li Cassandra Tighe chanced occasionally to 
latile round in her village cart and communicate to them the last 
town news, they heard it: rarely, otherwise. 

It thus happened, Cassandra remaining away with her nets and 
her sea-monsters in Sark, that the comedy in course of rehearsal 
between Geft and Marjorle went on for several days without inter- 
ruption. The master and pupil met seldom, save during the hours 
of worls, when Geft, professionally severe, discouiaged idle con- 
veisation. It did nol become easier to Marjorie than it had seemed 
OD the first night of their acquaintance to say the words, Tout wife. 
The terms on which they met were tranis; slightly stiffer, perhaps 
under the broad sun of noon than they had been among the syrmga 
bloBsomB by starlight I They stood, on the outside at least, in the 
position of any commonly dense freshman, and of a coach, c(»i- 
scientiously minded to get his man, if possible, through Previous. 

On the outside. Growing to know Marjorie*s transparent nature 
better and better, deriving keen refreshment from the badly 
trained, fine intelligence which might have risen so high above the 
commonly* dense freshman's level, Geoffrey grew, hourly, more 
sensible that their seasons for meeting were *' ower lang o* comin',*' 
that each intervening day was a space of time to be lived through I 
At this point stood Gefi. Secure, she was fain to think contented, 
in the knowledge of a Mrs. Arbuthnot's existence, Marjorie worked 
with an unstinted zeal, a vivid delight, such as the whole defunct 
race of governesses, morning oi resident, had failed to av^aken in 
her. 

So things piogressed through half a dozen lessons. Then, one 
sunless afternoon, sky and sea and speck of island painted in half- 
tones, misty, dubious as the happiness of human life, came the 
rattle as of a score of chained captives along the avenue of Tinta- 
jeux. Marjorie, pacing up and down the school-room as she boldly 
struggled mth the irregularities of a Greek verb, recognized the 
sound of Cassandra's cart-wheels. Pushing Delectus and exercise 
books aside, she ran forth joyfully to meet her friend. Had not 
important news to be told? Our Cambridge B.A. thinking good 
things possible in the direction of Girton, the emancipation of those J 

benighted Spanish women, who only know how to manage their | 

house or fold their mantilla gracefully, a few prospective inches j, 

advanced! ll 

** You are inkier than ever, Marjorie Bartrand." 

This was Miss Tighe's first personal observation, thrown back 
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ever her sboulder as she knotted M1dg€» the unkempt Brittany pony, 
to a lail, with one of the sundry odds and ends of rope stowed 
away in readiness within that all containing cart of hers. 

** Only about the wrists," Marjorie pleaded, holding out the 
48lecve ot her holland pinafore. 

*' But 1 don't see that university teaching puts flesh on your 
bones. You are growing too much like that picture of your 
mother. Eyes are all very well, especially handsome ones, but one 
wants something more than eyes in a face. Yon should have done 
much belter *' — who shall say Cassandra was not right — ** much 
better to come with Annette and me to Sark, jelly-fish hunting." 

The speech gave an impression of being double-shotted. But 
Marjorie with unwonted meekness made no retort until she and 
iier visitor were within shelter of the drawing-room. There, in the 
lamiliar presence of the buhl Cupids, of the miniature Bartrands, 
who had danced, loved or hated each other, and gone to the guillo- 
tine with such easy grace, the girl felt herself protected— oh, Mar- 
jorie, from what dim vision of a sin could that white soul need 
ptotection? She began the story of her days, and of her inter- 
course with Geff Arbuthnot, bravely. 

•* 1 feel half-way toward Little Go, Miss Tighe. 1 get my six 
hours' teaching a week, and—*' 

•' You have always had teaching in abundance," remarked Cas- 
«andia, willfully misinterpreting her. ** Since you were twelve, 
you have had Madame Briquebec six hours a week." 

•* Madame Briquebec — a music mistress!" 

*• Six hours' lessons, and twelve hours' practice. It would re- 
quire a Cambridge methematician," observed Cassandra, ** to 
reckon how many years' solid capital, out of a life-time, are given 
bv young women to such an instrument as the piano!" 

*• 1 am not talking of ihe piano, as you know. Miss Tighe," cried 
Marjorie, the heart within her rallying at the scent of coming stiife. 

* 1 never practiced less for poor old Madame Briquebec than 1 do 
now. 1 talk of my six hours' solid reading with Mr. Arbuthnot." 

*• Ah! 1 trust you find ^Ir. Arbuthnot solidly satisfactory?" 

**My tutor thinks well of my staying po^er. Mr. Arbuthnot 
«ee8 no reason why, if 1 gave my life up to it for four years, 1 
should not, some day, come out low in a Tripos." 

•* Mr. Arbuthnot, like the rest of the world, knows, perhaps, 
upon which side his bread is buttered." 

The suggestion was Cassandra's. 

** Bread— buttered! Let me tell you, ma'am, I think that a most 
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harsh speech! tesl" cried Marjorie Bartrand, her face aflame^ 
** and verging on spiteful. A speech most unworthy of Cassandra 
Tighe." 

'' To my mind the sutject scarcely necessitates so much indigna- 
tion, Marjorie." 

*'And to mine it does. If you implied anything, it must he 
that Mr. Arbuthnot flatters me f lom motives of self-interest, which 
is vile." 

Old Cassandra took oft her leather driving gloves; she pressed 
cut their folds slowly. Then she examined a signet- ling, mascu- 
line in size and device, which was always worn by her on the thirct 
finger of the lett hand. 

**Mr. Aibuthnot comes to visit ycu, professionally, three days a 
week." Speaking thus she did not lift her eyes to the young girl'a 
face. ** Becomes to Tintajeux at other times, naturally ?" 

" He came on that tirst evening when we engaged him — I mean 
when Mr. Arbuthnot was good enough to promise to read with me. 
It was fine warm weather, you must remember- the night betcre 
you left for Sark. Grandpapa invited Mr. Arbuthnot to drink tea 
with us, and afterward 1 walked as far as the Utiets, to put him on 
the right tiack for getting home by Qros Nez.*' 

'' tie speaks to you, fiequently, of the poor, stay-at-home Gri. 
selda wife, 1 make no doiibt." 

The blood rose up. less at the question than at Cassandra's way^ 
of putting it, to Marjorie's cheeRs. 

*' My tutor has never gpoken to me of Mrs. Arbuthnot. Tou de- 
cided, Miss Tighe, that day when we talked it over under the 
cedars, that there might be an indelicacy in my mentioning her too 
abiuptly. And during our hours of reading we work, and woik 
hard. I think," said Marjorie, lifting her small face aloft, ** that 
as regards the learning of classics and Euclid, it matters nothing to 
me whether Mia. Geoffrey Arbuthnot stay at home or walk abroad." 

'*Mrs. Geoffrey/'' repeated Cassandia. ** Oh, that, certamly, is 
not the name. I may have led you wrong in the first instance. 
Geoff icy is not the name of tne man people talk so much about." 

Maijorie walked off to the school-ioom, from whence she pres- 
ently returned with Geoffrey's card, one that he had inclosed in hifr 
first stiff business note to the heiress of Tintajeux. 

*' Samson, Samuel, Cyril. 1 am nearly sure of Samson," mused 
Cassandra. *' Accuracy as to names and dates was a kind of heir- 
l<*om in our tamily. '* 

The name of my coach is Geoffrey," said Marjorie Bartrand.. 
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'''Behold it, Miss Tighe, in black and white— Geofirey Aibuthnot, 
B. A.., Cantab." 

*' I can not make this out at all. The whole thing is so fresh in 
my memory. Coming up from the harbor 1 called in at l!ililler's. 
It was but human to ask that poor, weak, unreliable n^oman about 
lier throat. Well, although she has swallowed Dr. Thorne*s drugs, 
Marjorie, she is recovering. [Nature is so perverse in these chronic 
invalids." 

" Kecoveiing sufficiently to retail a fruity bit of gossip, which 
Miss Tighe enjoyed. 1 wonder whether tUe world was as scandal- 
loving in your days?" said Marjorie, addressing the calm-eyed 
group of Bartrands beside the chimney-piece. ** You were not a 
moral geneiation. Perhaps when glass heads were universal, stone- 
thro (ving was less in vcgue.'' 

" Poor Mrs. Miller threw no stones. She told rae plain and sad 
tacts about these young Arbuihnot people. The husband forever 
philandering in the train of certain idle ladies belonging to our island 
society, the wife watching up for him till all hours of the morning, 
people, very naturally, speculating right and left—" 

But Cassandra Tighe stopped short. Like an arrow from a bow 
Marjorie's slip of a figure had shot across the drawing-room. She 
«tood at her old friend's knee. A pair of eyes glowing with all the 
lorce of strong, fiery, yet most generous temper, looked down upon 
Cassandra's face. 

** 1 hate the speculations of malicious tongues. Miss Tighe. I 
will never believe that Geoffrey Arbuthnot * philanders,' whatever 
the term means, or treats his wife neglectfully. 1 know him to be 
manly, straightforward, true. 1 think &riselda ought to be happy, 
t)hi happy quite beyond the common lot." 

The last words were not uttered without a quiver of Mariorie 
Bartrand's lip. 

Miss Tighe finished, we may well believe, with the theme of 
love and lovers some thirty-five or forty years before the present 
time. Was the subject ever of vital personal moment to her? A 
jealously worn signet-ring, the portrait of a scarlet-coated, dark- 
ly ed lad that hung in her drawing-room, were the only evidence to 
warrant in^jmate friends in hazarding a tentative ** yes." Her pres 
€nt interests, said the people of a young and irreverent generation, 
weie of fish, fishy. Are fibers discernible under the microscope in 
a dogfish's brain? Can a mollusc see, or only distinguish, between 
light and darkness? One thing was certain. In Cassandra lis^he's 
breast lingered all tender, all womanly sympathy in the troubles of 
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humanity at large. And something in Maijorie's voice touched her^ 
not to distrust, but compassion. She looked, with the pain that la 
half foreboding, at the young girl's ardent, indignant face. 

*'Marjorie Bartrand, we aie old friends. You always take the 
lectures I give you in good part." 

*' I may do so occasionally. Miss Tighe, very occasionally. Let 
us keep to facts." 

*• 1 hope you will take a -little lecture in good part, now. Drive 
to Petersport to-morrow, and call on Mrs. Samson Arbuthnot." - 

" Mrs. Geoffrey Arbuthnot. With so many fables afloat, let us 
snatch, ma'am, pray, at whatever truth we may." 

" Mrs. Gf»o£frey if you choose. Although my conviction is un- 
shaken. Drive in to Petersport to-morrow. Call upon your tutor's 
wife. Remember her want of birth and education, imagine a little 
excusable jealousy. Put yourself, in short, in her place, and 1 am 
sure your good heart— " 

'' I have no heart. Grandpapa, the whole ot my governesses, have 
impressed that upon me often." 

'* Your gcod common sense, then, will teach you how ycu can 
best befriend her. That is my lecture." 

Marjorie moved away into the nearest window. She looked out, 
athwart garden, orchard, moor, toward the Atlantic, gray, sullen, 
as though the season had gone back from J une to December. A 
sense of deeply wounded pride, ot cruel, inexplicable disappoint- 
ment mingled in the girl's heart. 

** I ought to have done the right thing," so she communed with 
herself. ** I ought to have done it at once. I have just drifted into 
meanness. As though it could matter to us Bartrands if every 
woman in the island declined to call on Mrs. Arbuthnot. It was 
you. Miss Tighe," she turned round incisively on Cassandra, ** who 
preached to me the gospel of Mammon." 

** And one hears such nice things said of her, poor dear. The 
faults are so obviously the husband's. Heally, it I could have 
known all one knows now, my wisest advice would have been— 
keeo clear of them both! In these prickly aSairs, in anything con- 
nected with a mesalliance, you are pretty sure to get your hand 
stung, whichever way you grasp your nettle." 

" Too late in the day for pensive regrets, Miss Tighe. I have not 
kept clear of Mr. Geofirey Arbuthnot." 

'* The more the pity. As matters stand, Marjorie, I know that 
your conduct will be full of the sweetest tact. We have a few old- 
fashioned rules," said good, well-meaning Cassandra, '* to guide us 
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In oui perplexities. The first is, to do uato otbers as we wculd they 
should do unto us.'' ' 

** To-day is not Sunday." Maijorie's foot tapped a quick little 
tune on the polished floor. ** Please don't let us have Sunday talk,"^ 

•* How should we feel it we weie Mrs. Aibuthnot? If you weie 
Mrs. Arbuthnot, how would you wish Marjorie Bartrand should 
do unto you?'* 

Cassandra's tone was plaintively Bentimental, infalliblest tone ot 
all to stir up mischiet, never far from the surtace, in Marjorie Bar- 
trand's heart. 

'* How should 1 feel if 1 were Mis. Arbuthnot? Wish that 1 had 
my precious liberty back, ot course, and envy every girl 1 met hers 
—the natural feelings, one would hope» ot all well-conducted, sen- 
sible married women. Ah/' ejaculated Maijorie, folding her lithe 
arms, and with darkness like that of a swittly gathered thuDder- 
cloud on her Southern face, " and to hear people talk as though 
such things as roaming husbands and weepiug wives were nece%u- 
tieSt as though the doom of the serpent was laid upon every son 
and daughter of Adam. A Dieu ne pla^se that it should be sol 
There is one girl," striking her breast emphatically, '* in Her Brit- 
ish Majesty's dominions who will shed tears for no man while she 
lives!" 

*' We will hope so, Marjorie," said Cassandra, as she put on her 
driving gloves. ** A good many of us have held the same opinions 
at seventeen, and yet had occasion to modify them later on." 



CHAPTER X. 



* *THE Y SAY — ' ' 



But the thunder- shower soon broke, the blue sky showed beyond. 
Tears Marjoiie Bartrand shed none. What sorrows had she of her 
own, what sweetheart, philandering or otherwise, to weep foi ? In 
regard of Geoffrey's unknown wife, her brief -lived cynicism shift- 
ed, ere Cassandra had been gone an hour, into most genuine, most 
girl-like pity. After an outburst of temper, however scornful or 
unjust, there was ever in Marjorie's heart a pungent and fiery 
fidelity which led her back, straight as magnet to steel, to her better 
self. 

That she should be disappointed in Geoffrey's character was, she ^ 
told herself, inevitable. What is there in any man that one should i 
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not, on close acquaintance, be disappointed in him? She had 
thought, judging from Irank and plainly given con fldences, that 
«he i^new, to a minute, how her tutor's time was passed here in 
Oaernsey. A little hospital work daily, Geft having met an eld col- 
lege friend in the house surgeon; a little study for his next Cam- 
l)idge exam. ; a good deal cf boating; a good many walks round the 
island; three days a week, his reading with herself at Tintajeux. 
^he picture had been a clear, a pleasant one in Jilarjorie's sight. 
And new matter so alien as thisot fashionable tine ladies, midnight 
domestic scenes, idlers speculating right and left^ must come, un- 
welcome aud ugly blois, on the canvas. 

She was disappointed in Geofirey, personally. She felt, with 
the certainty of her age, that she could not work under him again 
with the bright unblemished interest of the past days. Tlie change 
of feeling should be made up, Marjorie determined, by kindness 
«hown to his wife. On Mrs. Arbuthnot she pledged herself to call 
to-morrow. Meantime, yes, during the forenoon lesson she would 
assume a sterner manner toward this recreant liusband, this sobei- 
mannered student who, after all one hoped of him, was &o little 
raised at heart above the pitiful vanities of his sex. 

And in the first place her cwn waist-ribbon must be summarily 
returned. This was Marjorie*s resolve when her head rested on its 
pillow. The waist -ribbon which, fox fear of wounding Geoffrey's 
feelings (his wife's, perhaps, vicaiiously), she had suffered her 
tutor to keep, must be relumed. Looking upon him in this new— 
alas! to Marjorie's experienced mind, this too familiar— character 
of a philanderer, she could imagine him, married though he was, 
«xhibitmg that bit of ribbon among his companions as a trophy. 
** A gift, don't you know, bestowed on one by a im hand that shall 
] be nameless." Or he might show it among the idle fine ladies— 
oh, the hot shame at Marjorie's sleepy heart — the idle laaies in 
whose train he followed, while his wife, ignorant of Euclid or 
Gieek, but not dewid of human nature, shed tears, not one single 
drop whereof the man was worthy, at home. 

Marjorie Baitrand fell asleep in a state of the most pointed and 
virtuous indignation. Morning brought her back, as it biings back 
all of us, not tu accidental emotion, but to the common habit of 
lite. Hei habit was to rise the moment her eyes unclosed, open 
her window, and gladly welcome the new day. Bhe did so now. 
Standing in her white night-dress, the elastic air blowing en her 
face, she looked across a corner ot the orchard to the spot where 
Geoffrey, the crescent moon shining, plucked the biier roses above 
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her reach. Away in the distant fields she saw the Reverend Androa^ 
as he wa)ked to and rrc with firm s^.ow step among bis men. Oa 
her dressing-table lay an algebra paper, always her hardest work^ 
which she intended lesolutely to *' floor '' before her tutor's com- 
ing. 

How sweet life was, thought the little girl, howfullot fine things 
that no man's hand can take ii-om usl Might it not be wisdom, 
even in a Mis. Qeofirey Arbuthnot, as she had committed the error 
of mariiage, to make the best of. it— enjoy the sun that shone, the 
wind that blew, by day, and look upon sleep, not weeping, as the 
state for which nature designs our race at midnight I 

After a swim in the bay, a brisk run up to tne manoir, Marjorie^ 
with hunger befitting her years, kept her grandfather in excellent 
countenance at his breakfast, a solid country meal at which broiled 
fish, ham and eggs from the farm-yard, home-made rolls ancl 
Uuetnsey buttered cake predominated. Then she went to the 
school-room, and long before a figure she watched for rose above 
the moor's horizon, had got the better of her paper. 

Her wits were at their brightest this morning. Geofl^rey Arbuth- 
not, for the fiist time since they had known each other, threw out 
a few crumbs of praise when the reading closed. Crumbs of plain 
household bread, be it understood — no sugar, no spice — but that 
caused Marjorie's heart to beat, the blood to leap swiftly into her 
mobile, all-confessing face. 

Geft watched her with admiration he sought not to hide. They 
had been working under the cedars, as was their habit in these fait 
summer forenoons. A solitary beam of sunlight pierced the thick, 
and odorous shade. It fell fall en Marjorie, looking more like a 
child than usual in an unadorned cotton frock, and with her silky 
raven hair spread out to dry, unconfined by comb or ribbon, over 
her shoulders. 

" The endowments of life certainly don't go to those who need 
them most.*' Geff gave utterance to the truism with the want of ^ 
preface that was his habit. *' Many a pale-faced, hard-working 
village school-mistress would have her pa^h smoothened by possess* 
ing a tenth part cf your brains. While fof you — " 

The words were leaving his lips in blunt fidelity. They were 
not well-considered words, perhaps. Which of us can stand on 
mental tiptoe eveiy hour of the twenty-foui? But they were about 
as innocent of prenieditated flattery as was ever speech ufiered by 
man to civilized woman. 

Maijoiie interrupted him shortly; dormant indignation against 
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poor Geff as a frequenter ol idle society, a raiflnight reveler, a care- 
less husband, tlaming forth on him, lightning-wise. 

"For me, Marjorie Bartrand, living on rose leaves in Tintajeux 
Manoit— oh! 1 should be equally charming with brains or without 
them, should not 1? Thank you immeneely fpr the compliment, 
sir. If 1 could change places 1 would rather De the village school- 
mistress, plainly doing her day's work for her day's wages, than 
live idly on all the rose leaves, all the flatteries, the world could 
heap together/' Then lifting her eyes, a look in them to pierce a 
guiltv man's soul, ** At what time should I be likely to find Mrs. 
Arbuthnot at home?" she asked him with cold directness. ** 1 
shall drive in to Miller's Hotel. I shall call on Mrs. Arbuthnot 
this afternoon.*' 

A flush of undisguised pleasure went over Geoffrey's face. All 
these days he had hoped that some offer of the kind would come 
from Marjorie, not doubting that in this small island rumors of 
Dinah's beauty, perhaps of Dinah's troubles, must have reached as 
tar as Tintajeux. 

** 1 am afraid Mrs. Arbuthnot is to be found at home at most 
bours." 
*' So lam told." 
" Dinah goes out too little in this fine June weather." 

*• Mis. Arbuthnot must amend her ways. To day is our Guernsey 
lose show. There will be military bands playing, dandies prome- 
nading," said Miss Bartrand witheringly, as she glanced at Geff's 
undandified figure, ** fine ladies thinking and talking of everything 
under God's sun save the roses. Seme of Mrs. Arbuthnot's friends 
will surely tempt her to join the gay crowd in the Arsenal?" 

*' Dinah has no friends. 1 mean, we have been too short a time 
In Guernsey to Icok for many callers. In the matter of visiting- 
cards, ladies, I am told, are prone to be sequacious." 

So did Gefl, with single-minded good-will, seek to round off the 
edges of Dinah Arbuthnot's isolation, of Gaston's neglect. 

•• And yet they say," cried Marjorie, her heart palpitating well- 
nigh to pain, ** that Mrs. Arbuthnot's husband has acquaintance 
without stint." 

** You must not believe half * they * say, when men and women's 
domestic concerns are the theme of conversation. Mrs. Arbuth- 
not's husband chanced to meet accidentally with a Doctor and Mrs. 
Thome here. The lady was a iriend of former student days in 
Paris. It was the kind of meeting," added Gett apologetically, 
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*' !n which a man has no choice but to renew an acquaintance, 
and-'' 

** A.nd Linda Thome, of course, has called upon Mrs. Aibuth- 
not?" 

The question came like a sword-thrust from Marjorie Bartrand. 

** 1—1 am afraid— not yet," answered Geoffrey, with hesitation, 

Oaetou's careless conduct in regard of Pinah was just the one 
subject that could occasion straightforward Geoffrey's tongue to 
stammer. 

*' Ah! Linda Thome has not called on Mrs. Arbuthnot. That 
lowers one's opinion," mused Marjorie, '* not too high at any time, 
of Linda Thorne." 

*' When you meet Dinah you will see that she is a Viroman to care 
little for the common run of morning callers." 

" 1 shall endeavor just the same to make her care for me." 

Marjorie's tones were icy, a swell of cuiiously mixed feeling was 
in her breast. 

** Endeavor "will not be needed. I >^ever made too sure," said 
OefP modestly, ** that you would pay this visit. But 1 know that 
Dinah, in her heart, is more than prepared to bid you welcome." 

He rose, visibly reluctant, from the cool gieen sward. Then 
with a sense that some subtle, intangible change had crept into his 
relations with his pupil, Geft prepared to take his leave. 

But perilous staff had yet to be dislodged from Marjorie Bar- 
trand's conscience. She would not call upon the wife while that 
l3it of Spanish ribbon, a loan made in a moment of foolish high 
spirits, remained unchallenged in the husband's possession. 

** 1 hope you have taken care of something 1 lent you, sir, A 
piece of colored ribbon tied round those flowers I sent, the first 
evening grandpapa and I had the pleasure of knowing you, to Mrs. 
Arbuthnot." 

"To Mrs, Arbuthnot. This is rough on a man," cried Geff. 
** Why, Miss Bartrand, you musl have forgotten. Those flowers 
Were given to me." 

" Don't make too certain of that." 

*' Bui 1 am certain. 1 can see you as you stood in the strip of 
moonlight by the water-lane, wishing me good-night. Your last 
woids wete, ' the flowers are for yourself— your better self.* " 

** The ribbon, at least, was given to no one," retorted Marjorie, 
changing color under his gaze. ** It was lent to hinder you from 
breaking your neck. Tou »> ' ^nt to climb the Gros Nez cliffs if 
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you could. Tc do that a real good Guernsey man needs his hands^ 
both of tbcm, and 1 thought it a pity—" 

*• The real good Guernsey night should be disfigured by a stupid 
strangei leaving the world too tragically. 1 Ihank you heartily,"' 
went on Geff, as the girl blushed deeper and deeper. ** 1 measured 
the extent of your sympathy to an inch, at the time." 

A riqg ot a'bsolute independence was in bis voice; a suspicioi^ 
lurKed there, too, of hardly restrained laughter. For the situation 
was taking hold of him. Let us see, thcught Geofiirey, in this 
feather-light matter of keeping or not keeping a morsel of sash rib- 
bon, how far the small shrew could be tamed ? Let us see whicb 
of the two should htly, in the end, be styled conqueror? 

So he thought, by no means forecasting that this teather-Hght 
matter of keeping a morsel of sash ribbon might be the pivot OD 
which his life's fortunes should one day turn. 



CHAPTER XL 



"dodo's despair." 



** My sympathy, 1 believe, vvas rightly bestowed," said Marjorie 
frfgidly. ** 1 would not see the poorest wandering peddler start for 
the Gros Kez cliffs without helping him to the extent 1 helped you. 
Even a peddler might have a wife at home, sir. A foolish fond 
creature, shedding tears of anxiety tor him in his absence." 

The side-thrust did not seem to scathe Geoffrey's conscience as it 
should have done. 

'' Would you make it a special point that this married peddler 
should return you your ribbon, M.iss Bartrand?" 

•• 1 make it a point that Mi. Arbuthnot shall do so." Marjorie 

^ delivered her ultimatum unflinchingly. ** Ihe ribbon is worthless- 

except as a momcnto of some happy days 1 spent in Cadiz once^ 

totally worthless to any living person but me." 

^ ** And why should it not be a memento of happy days spent itt 

Guernsey by myself?" 

She looked him straight between the eyes, too hotly, dangerously 

r 

i irate to make immediate answer. 

j < *" Suppose, leading a prosaic life in the thick of bricks and mor- 

I tar, that length of ribbon could act as a kind of talisman." 

\ ** 1 don't understand you in the least." 

; • ** A charm bringing back to one's tired eyes and heart the blue 
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summer night, the smell of moon-colored hay fields, the whole mo- 
ment when it was given to me.*' 

•* i will Buppcse nothing of the sort. It was not given. This 
is vapid, sentimental talk,*' said Marjorie, concentrating her 
thoughts firmly on absent Dinah. ** And 1 abhor sentiment.'* 

*' On that solitary point we agree." 

•* The libbon 1 lent you to tie round Airs. Arbuthnot's flowers is 
just a yard of woven, particolored silk. Buy the best match you 
can And to it, in the uea/est mercei*s shop. It will be as good a 
-talisman.*' 

** Are you a materialist. Miss Baitrand? Would you say that the 
ragged colors of one of the dUKe's regiments, the pennants of one 
ol Kelson's ships, were so much woven silk, more or less stained 
and weather torn?'* 

" I do not see that my sash ribbun can or should bo of the small- 
-est interest to Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot,** observed Marjorie, the 
blood leaping, more swiftly than it had done under hi&^praise, to 
her check. 

In this moment she was a woman, the childish cotton frock, the 
hair hung out to dry, the slim immature figure notwithstanding. 
A dawning of her sex's shame Durned at her heart as she turned 
her looks away from him. In this moment, were it possible to 
assign place and date to matter so intangible. 1 should say that Geff 
Arbuthnot first, distinctly, began to fall in love. 

** And suppose /feel that your sash can and ought to be ot the 
greatest possible interest to me?** he urged. 

Marjorie found no answer to her hand. If sne had been reared 
under a different rule to Andros Bar fraud's, if she had associated 
more with girls, had frequented afternoon-teas and garden-parties, 
she wculd, doubtless, even in innocent little Sarnia, have learned 
the formula by which a marritd man. hazarding idle speeches, 
ought mildly and effectually to be crushed. 

Marjorie knew no more of flirtation or of its dialects than she did 
of Sanscrit. She had gone through an engagement, once, during 
h. brief uncomfortable JortnigHt; an experience which took the taste 
lor lovers and lovers* vows most adequately out of her young 
mouth. And now —oh, now she never meant to marry! She had 
her Greek and Latin in the present, a large outlock for herself and 
others in the future. Of flirtation she knew nothing, of engage- 
ments she knew too muchl And she liked Geff Arbuthnot, and 
<lid not like the duties of repressing his frivolity, or of ranging her- 
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self against him in the civil wars of his home life. Yet to the ut- 
most ot her strength should "both these duties be fullfilled. 

**l[our Interests were appropiiated long before you ever saw 
me," she replied at last. ** What hour, this atteinooa, would it be 
convenient, pray, foi me to visit Mrs. Arbuthnot?" 

Her tone, her look, might for a moment have suggested to Geof- 
frey that the secret of his youth had made unto itself wings and 
flown to Tintajeux. Only the very supposition were wild! Gas- 
ton, Dinah herself had never suspected the passionate madness- 
which, in the May twilight of long ago, used to draw him night 
after night to the little thatched, rose-covered cottage at Lesser 
Ctieriton. 

•• Mrs. Arbuthnot? For anything 1 know to the contrary, Dinah 
will be at home between three and four o'clock." 

" And at our next reading, sir, you will bring back my ribbon." 

•' 1 made no promise." 

'* Of what mortal use can a bit of ribbon be to you, Mr. Arbuth- 
not?" 

"1 have had thoughts of turning this particular ribbon into a 
book-marker," said Geft, boldly imaginative. 

•• A book-marker! 1 ask you— do you think it honest to keep 
property that belongs to other people?" 

*' My conscience, I must confess, does not prick me." 

•* If 1 order will you obey?" 

Marjorie had turned abruptly pale. Her mouth quivered. 

•* It you order 1 submit," said Geff, watching her gravely. ** x 
will never go against your smallest wish, while I live. You shall 
have your ribbon before our next lesson. Miss Bartrand, 1 promise.'' 

The shadow of a quarrel was between them when they bade 
good-bye. And at the thought of this shadow Marjorie's illogical 
spirit was sore vexed. But I think GeS Arbuthnot walked back fa 
town with a lighter spirit in his breast than had reigned there since 
the moment when he first saw Dinah and Gaston as lovers, hand 
clasping hand, in the little Cambridgeshire orchard. 

His knowledge ot young girls, theii iuBtability, their hot and cold 
fits, their tempers, their fluctuating emotions, had been derived 
from books. So his theories on the subject were mainly worthless. 
But men who in after days rival neither rhackeray nor Balzac, do 
often, during one phase of their own experience, make keen 
enough guesses as to the source of female weanness. Geoflrey felt, 
with an instinct's force, that Marjorie Bartraud's blanched cheeks, 
her quivering lip, her pas&ionate tones, were not the outcome of 
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childish anger. He felt, with an instinct's foice, that the girl her- 
self was a child no longer. Whither must this alteied state of 
things tend? 

The question was complex; and Geoffrey willingly let it rest. 
As he walked, I he warm air was brier-scented, the birds murmured 
Jazy midday nothings to each other amidst the lush hedges, the 
voice of Marjorie Bart rand filled his heart. What need to hope or 
iear for the future when one is twenty-four years old, and the ac- 
tual living hour has a hold, delicious as this, upon the senses! 

Dinah and her husband were alone together, a quiet little picture 
of domestic still life, when GefC reached the hotel. 

A vloe-trellised slip of court-yard lay outside the north window 
of Mrs. Arbuthnot's sitting-room, Bere, during the sunny fore- 
noon's, Gaston, pictuiesquely bloused, found it pleasant to work, 
when he was sufficiently in the vein to work at all. He woie his 
blouse, was in the vein now. That which t wo days ago was a mass 
of rough clay showed the airy outlines of a baby-girl, seated on a 
Biobdingnagian shell, one small foot neatly shod and socked, the 
other clasped, naked, between her dimpled hands, in an attitude of 
inimitable, three-year-old dismay. 

*• We label this work of genius ' The Lost Shoe,' or * Dodo's 
Despaii,' or some equally pathetic and unhackneyed title," re- 
marked the sculptor, as Geff entered upon the scene. •* We get 
our so many guineas for it, from our masters, and solicit further 
orders, do we not, Dinah?" , 

•' You should have no master but your art," was Dinah's answer. 

** That is easily said. My wife, as usual, Geff, is urging upon 
me to fulfill my mission, to deliver messages, to begin big and seri- 
ous work. But 1 fancy 1 gauge my own depths justly. 1 have no 
messages whatevei to deliver to anybody. These trickeries of Phil- 
istine sentiment." Gaston pointed with a shapely clay stained hand 
to his model, '* are always a success. In the first place, they draw 
tears from Mr. and Mrs. Prudhomme. In the second, the dealers 
appiove them. What more can an artist's heart desire?" 

" Everything," replied Dinah. 

But she spoke in parenthesis, and under her breath. 

" Am 1 anatomical. Geoffrey? This must always be important, 
whether a man work with or without a mission. How about this 
bend in the left knee-joint? Are my muscles right?" 

Geoffrey offered one or two strictly professional criticisms; then 
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&f tei admiring the grace, the charm of the little clay sketch, gave 
his uncompiomisiDg moral support to Dinah. 

Whoever possesses genius — well, talent, no need to fight over 
words— lies under the benest ot duty. Gaston's duty, the one 
straight and unmistakable road that lay before him, was to abandon 
conventional prettiness, to go in for the expression of the highest 
thoughts that were in him. 

'* T am destitute of high thoughts/' said Gaston, his refined, in- 
tellectual face belying the assertion, ** 1 have not the prophet'ft 
r61e. If I tried to soar I should immediately afterward have to 
climb down, 1 have no original ideas to embody — " 

" Gaston I" broke, with an accent of denial, from Dinah's lips. 

'* And the dealers, Farrago in PaJl Mall especially, are my mas- 
tcrs. Before I left town Farrago's advice was memorable. ' The^ 
market demands nothing classic in statuettes, Mr. Arbuthnot» 
Nothing romantic. Above all, nothing to make us think. The 
market demands trifles, sir, trifles. Objects for the smoke-room or 
'boudoir. Domestic amenities, as you agreeably say, for Monsieur 
and Madame Prudhomme. And, for wider sections of society, 
' flavor.' In any case, trifles. Nothing, if you please, to make ua 
think. ' " 

*• Instead of obeying," exclaimed Dinah, i* you ought to say, * 1, 
Gaston Arbuthnot, must do such and such work, no other. Lei 
Mr. Farrago lake my statuettes or leave them, as he likes.' " 

*' That style of talk is for giants, my dear child—putting aside 
the fact that 1 am bound to Farrago for another six months. Car- 
lyle talked so to the Edinburgh Reviewers. Viewed by the light 
of after success his talk may sound grand. If Carlyle bad not 
speedily written the * French Revolution ' it would have been called 
• tall.' " 

*• But I want you to write your * French Revolution ' in clay," 
Dinah persisted. ** Here, in Guernsey, you know, ycu planned ta 
make studies, always studies, tor the great wcrk you will set about 
in Florence. But then," a piece of embroidery was between Di- 
nah's hands; she lifted her eyes from her wools and silks at thia 
juncture, and flxed them, full ot earnest reproach, on Gastcn, 
•* there have been unfortunate throw backs." 

** Throw -backs! As how?" Gaston Arbuthnot applied himself 
to the correction of '^ne ot the points anatomically criticised by 
Geoftrey. ** As long as 1 am bound to Fan ago, even feminine 
morality, my love, will allow that 1 should be honest. Every sale- 
able thing 1 do must pass, as per contract, through Farrago's hands.. 
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Taking one day with another, 1 have got through rather more work 
than the average, here in Guernsej-." ; 

"Have you put your own thoughts into form, Gaston? This 
model, when it is finished "—she glanced somewhat coldly at 
•* Dodo's Despair *' — ** will be a portrait of Rahnee Thorne, simply." 

** Rahnee Thome, idealized!" Gaston *s lejoinder was made with 
(he unruffled temper that characterized him. " My clay intant has 
flesh up 11 hei bones, and an infant's face. Kahnee, though I love 
the child, is but a poor little wizened Bengalee, at her best." 

** Will the portrait of Rahnee's mamma, the model fou have on 
hand at The Bungalow, need to be idealized also?" 

" Dinah, you should be magnanimous." And with a movement 
that in a less composed man might have been a shrug of the shoul- 
ders, Mr. Arbuthnot prepared to clean the clay from his hands. 
^* A pretty woman— well, if you shake your head, an exceedingly 
l)€autiful woman need never utter a sarcasm about a plain one." 

At the negative compliment a colur, soft as the puie pink veining 
of a shell cameo, stained Dinah's face. Her breast throbbed. 
And all the time the speech, delicious in sound, signified nothing. 
•Gaston had been engaged for days past to escort plain 31rs. Linda 
to the rose show, and felt not the smallest temptation to break his 
engagement. Dinah must be magnanimous! Dinah's husband, 
after two or three hours' facile work on ** Dodo's Despair," needed 
relaxation, and would have it. 

'* You ought tc lake me to the show, Geff," she pleaded, turning 
round half jestingly, half in earnest, to Geoffrey. *' What would 
Linda Thorne, what would Gaston think, if 1 suddenly made my 
appearance among all the fine ladies of Guernsey :" 

*' Linda Thorne might have her own views," said Gaston. 
^' When Dinah Arbuthnot ehows her face, every fine lady, in Guern- 
sey or elsewhere, must be on the soot eclipsed." 

Whatever Dinab thought, Geff knew that a certain insincerity 
tinderlay the speech, and controlled a pungent remark with effort. 
The friendship of the Arbuthnot trio was never more sharply para- 
doxical than at this moment. 



CHAPTER XIL 

YELLOW- BACKED NOVELS. 

The June rose-show stands second only to her Majesty's birthday 
ttmong the big events of the Channel Islands' calendar. 
By three o'clock the road between Petersport and the Arsenal 



92 A GIRTOl^ GIRL. 

plateau was filled with a giowing stream of men and women. Sim- 
ple rose lovers many ol them, but some lovers of another kind. 
And some roses themselves! "W hat buoyant young figures flutteied 
past the window whence Dinah Aibuthnot, shiouded from view, 
undreaming ot her own future, watched the crowd! What luddy 
fine complexions were here, what well-shapen noses and mouths, 
what dark Norman eyes! Whv, you might scour half a dozen En- 
glish counties before you could bring together as many handsome 
girls as would soon be within the Guernsey Arsenal's four walls. 
Must not excuse be made— the thought was Dinah's— for an artist 
who should long to stock his brain's tablets with so much beauty, 
even though an idle tear or two, a little discontent in someone left 
at home, must be the price of his experience? 

She strove her best to be magnanimous, to give a valiant ** yes " 
to this self -propounded question. Then even as she made the eftoit, 
a group of persons drew nigh from the direction of Petersport, at 
the sight of whom, poor Dinah's magnanimity and the wifely heart 
that beat in her breast sfocd instantly at variance. Her hands 
turned cold and rigid. A prophecy, rather than an actual living 
look of jealous anger, swept all the youthful gentleness from her 
face. 

A group of four persons: Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot, Mrs. Thorne,. 
the small daughter, Hahnee, and a native nurse. Dazzling was Mrs. 
Linda in whatever furbelows and head gear local Parisian milliners 
had impressed on the feminine Sarnian mind as the " last thing 
out." Overdecked in embroidery and ribbons was Rahnee, a sor- 
rowfully thin little child, with dark-ringed eyes, sallow checks, 
bangles on wrist. A typical Indian child, perverse, sickly, unruled, 
and who at the present moment was dancing, knowingly and de- 
liberately, on her mother's fragile flounces at every second step. 

*• 1 am sure one ought to reform her." Thus Linda would ma^ 
confession among her matron friends. " But what is to be done as 
long as you keep an ayah? You must reform the ayah first. That 
is just the one enthusiasm of humanity which is outside my reach,, 
to reform an ayah." 

Rahnee, 1 repeat, danced persistently and with effect on her 
mother's cobweb furbelows, as she capered and twisted herself 
along the street. Linda's expression was as little honeyed as the 
expression of a coquette can ever be in the presence of a man sh& 
seeks to charm. The ayah vainly gesticulated, vainlv uttered ex- 
postulations in ynknown Eastern tongues from the rear. Break- 
down and rout of one oi other of the forces seemed immment. Sud* 
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denly, just as they were passing the hotel--perhaps it was this inci- 
dent stabbed Dinah's unreasoning heart to the quick—Gasloa 
came to the fore as mediator. Holding out both hands, Gastoa 
Arbuthnot ofiered small Kahnee a place on his shoulder. Dinah 
could hear his pleasapt voice, indicative of a mind ot content witli 
its surroundings, as be began some sage nursery talk, all-engross- 
ing, it would seem, to Rahnee's soul. The thin arms closed round 
his ueck, the tiny primrose-gloved fingers played with his hair. 
Mrs. Linda, a restored picture of amiable maternity, trotted be- 
hind. Iho ayah followed after; her black orbs pantomiming un* 
speasable things to such portions of the Guernsey world as had 
been chance ^wilnessea of the scene. Then domestic-wise, the 
group of four persons went their way. 

A choking, hysterical lump rose in Dinah's throat. With a 
vague sense of her own worthiness, a suspicion that if Dinah Ar- 
buthnot was out of keeping with sunshine and flowers and little chil- 
dren, Dinah Arbuthnot herself must be to blame, she watched Gaston 
and his friends until they had turned the corner toward the Arsenal. 
Barely was the final shimmer ot Linda's flounce lost to view, when a 
clatter of hoofs approached rapidly along the Petersport road. A 
miniature phaeton with a girl driver, and drawn by a pair of small 
black ponies, came in sight. A minute later, and Marjorie Bar- 
trand, who had drawn up before the portico of the hotel, was in- 
quiring — yes, there could. be no mistake; turough tne open win- 
dows the SDund ot her own name reached Dinah distinctly, '* If 
Mrs. Arbuthnot was at home?" 

Dinah had not received one morning visitor In Guernsey. How 
many morning visitors (upon "Mrs., not Mr. Arbuthnot) had Dinah 
received since her marriage? The unexpected respectability of the 
event— for our lintajeux Baitrands, taind you, with all her eccen- 
tricity, stand on the topmost rung of the social insular ladder— 
moved Mr. Miller's mind. A man of tact and discrimination, the 
host proceeded himself to usher Marjorie in. 

The Arbuthnots' parlor door was thrown open with an air. " Mis» 
Bartrand of Tintajeux " was announced in Miller's most profes- 
sional voice. Then came the meeting to which Marjorie had looked 
forward with resolute conscience, perhaps ivith lurking doubts a& 
to the cordiality of the reception that should await her. 

** This is veiy good of you." Dinah spoke in her usual voice. 
She came forward with the simplicity that draws so near to De 
Vere repose. *' Geoffrey never warned me 1 was to look for such a 
pleasure. 1 take it very kind of you to come, Miss Bartrand." 
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Diouh's trouble had just reached that level when the smallest act 
of good will, trom triend or stranger, may cause the cup to over- 
flow. Her efes suffused, her color heightened. 

" Mr. Arbuthnct thought 1 should be likely to find you at home 
this afternoon. 1 wanted to see you long ngol" cried Marjorie, 
her gaze fixed on the face whose delicate beauty so far overpassed 
her expectations. '* But 1 waited — 1 thought," stammered the girl, 
for tne first time since she could jemember feeling an excuse needed 
lor her coaduct— '* 1 thought, of course, Mr. Arbuthnot might ask 
me to call.'* 

** Who — Qeff?" answered Dinah, with a fleeting, shy smile. 
** No, indeed, Miss Bartrand. Geoffrey would not malie so bold. 
He knows too well that 1 live retired.** 

Dinah's phrases were certainly not those of the educated world. 
But Marjoiie, looking open-eyed at the mouth and throat and 
golden hair, was in no mood to be critical. 

** 1 have lived retired, pretty well from the time 1 married. My 
husband does whatever visiting is required of us.*' 

** That is unfair to the world at large!" cried Marjorie Baitrand, 
drawing up a chair to the table, where wools and silks lay heaped 
beside Dinah's patiently progressing canvas. " Whatever hermit 
lules you observe elsewhere we shall make you break through them 
in Guernsey. 1 may look at your work? What intricate shading 1" 
She scanned the pathetic mass ot Dinah's stitcUes. " What a labor 
of love embroidery must be to you!" 

*' It helps pass the time," said Dinah Arbuthnot. ** Wool-work 
fills up long hours that must else be empty. For 1 am not a scholar 
like you, Miss Bartrand, or like Geoffrey. And i only learned the 
piano for two years at boarding-school, not enough to play well." 

*• Still, you do play?" 

Marjorie glanced across at a piano that stood open. A goodly 
lieap of music scores lay on a neighboring ottoman. 

**Not in such a public place as an hotel. Ihe notes you see 
there are my husband's. Mr. Arbuthnot sings, as 1 dare say you 
know. He was thought, once on a time, to have the best tenor 
voice in Cambridge. Some day," said Dinah doubtfully, ** 1 may 
j:lay just well enough to accompany him. Unfortunately for me, 
the most beautiful of his songs arc in French;*' 

Marjorie bethought her of Geoffrey's accent, and was silent, 

*' Tou will have good ot)portunitie8 of learning French in Guern- 
«ey, Mrs. Arbutnnot." 

*• Geff wants me lo take lessons. We have a French waitress 
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here in the hotel, but she speaks too quick for me, so do my hus* 
band aud— and Mrs. Thome. 1 only understand the sort of French 
we learned at boarding-school— the sort of Ficnch the giils talked 
together," said poor Dinah modestly. 

No books, no languages, no music: only cicss-stitch, the count- 
ing of canvas threads, to fill one's existence and one's heart. Anci 
for life Gompanicn, thought Marjorie, a husband who trequented 
afternoon teas, who warbled ** beautiful " French ditties, in a bad 
accent, to audiences of women on the level of Linda Thome! 

This vision of Geoffrey, as a singer, added the cro\vning touch 
to the girrs disappointment in his character. Throughout the 
brief, bitter-tasting epoch when her unwilling hand wore an engage- 
ment'ilng, she was accustomed to hear French sentiment in an 
English accent, and an English tenor voice, during at least three 
hours out of each twenty-four. At this moment the tinkling bur- 
den of one frequent song came back, with a sense of repulsion that 
was pain, upon her heart. 

" Si vous n^avez rien & me dire 
Pourquoi passez-vous par ici?" 

8be remembered bow the white bands of Major Tredennis used 
to rattle out the accompaniment of that song. She remembered th& 
flower Major Tredennis wore at his button-hole, the last day he 
visited Tintajeux— remembered, when she got knowledge of hi» 
tieachery, how Instant and far-reaching was her scorn. 

With what honesty did she now scorn all human creatures ot 
the Tredennis stamp. How loyally would she put herself forward 
as Dinah's friend ; yes, although she must forfeit the reading .ot 
mathematics and classics with Mr. GeofFrey Arbulhnot as her re^ 
ward! 

*• You have not been here long enough to see much of the island. 
Of course you are fond of the country?" 

** Well, 1 was country born and bred. Real country folk, my 
husband says, set less store upon green flelds and hedgerows tham 
the town people.'* 

•* But you like being out of doors? Yon will walk or drive with 
me sometimes? 1 have a pair of Welsh ponies, capital at scram- 
bling up and down our Guernsey lanes." 

"You are very kind. Miss Bartrand, but I can't quite give ar> 
answer. You see 1 should have to speak to Mr. Arbuthnot." 

Poor Dinah colored with actual shame at the proposal. 

** Now, to-day. Why are ycu not enjoying yourself with the 
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jest ot the world at the show? Guernsey roses. 1 can tell you, are 
worth looking at." 

*' I asked Gefi, in jone, of course, to take me/' Dinah answered. 
*' But he was not polite enough to say * Yes.' *' 

*• Will you come with me?" cried Marjorie. **A8 1 drove in 
from Tinlajeux, 1 was getting my courage up all the way to ask 
you this. 1 have no chaperon, and now that 1 am seventeen, nearly 
a grown-up woman, the olfl ladies tell my grandfathei it is im- 
proper 1 should go about without one. I, who know the island 
like a cat i You would be doing an act of charity by coming with 
me lo the Arsenal." 

Dinah's face grew irresolute at this piece of special pleading. 
She crossed to the window, and looked w^ilh wistful eyes up the 
«tieet. She recalled the group which had passed along, a quarter 
of an hour before. She head Gaston's voice again, saw the tiny 
primrose hands clasped round his throat. She thought of Linda 
Thome's rainbow-colored flounces, and of Linda Thorne herself, 

*' 1 should like to go." The truth broke from her after a min- 
ute more of hesitation. *' I was feelmg duller than usual when 
you came, Miss Bartrand, and I do like a flower show above all 
things. We used to go to the Tiverton shows when my sister and 1 
were girls. Uncle William, who lived bailiff at Lord Lufton's, 
would take us when the gentlepeople were gone. But that," Dinah 
interrupted herself hastily, ** was different. \S e were with Uncle 
William, we were in our place. 1 should not be in my place with 
you. Perhaps you are too young, Miss Bartrand, to see this. My 
husband is at the Arsenal with his friends, and—" 

.** Wherever a husband goes is a place for his wife, according to 
my ideas of matrimony," said Marjorie. in a careless tone, but with 
her veracious face aflame. '* 1 will not hear another excuse. It 
will be a curiously pleasant surprise for Mr. Arbuthnot when he 
sees you in my society.'* 

**The ladies are dressed so elegantly," objected Dinah, at the 
same lime moving toward the door. '* And ] never wear smart 
Ibings." 

"Neither do 1." In truth, Marjorie wore one of the plain 
washed frockff, the sunburnt straw hat, that she woie on the moor 
at Tiniajeux. " What do smart things or smart people matter to 
you and me? Dress as you choose, Mrs. Arbuthnot. You will look 
better than every woman in the Arsenal." 

" 1 had best put on black. My husband, fortunately, has lovely 
taste, even in ladies' dress. He tells me black is always the safest 
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thing for me to wear." ('• Black cachemire and silence." Dinaii 
remembered tliose were the requisites Gaston advocated, obliquely 
— the hint concealed by charming flowers of speech— on the solitary 
occasion when he introduced her to some female members of his 
family in London.) " 1 shall ask you to tell me, Miss Bartiand, 
about my gloves and ribbons." 

Thus speaking, Dinah passed away through a side door, into her 
own chamber. For Gaston, with his knack of organizing daily lite 
After the manner that best suited himself, had taken a compact lit- 
tle suite of apartments on Mr. Miller's ground floor. And Marjorie, 
left to her meditations, glanced around the par lor— in writing of 
C^uernsey, and of Dinah, the old-fashioned woid must be excused 
— tor landmarks that should point out its present possessors' tastes. 

Dinah was not a woman whose affections tended toward orna- 
anent, in art, or in dress. Had they done so, Dinah's life had prob- 
ably been happier. Her work-basket, with Us outlying heaps of 
m\k and wool, was the only sign Marjorie could detect of feminine 
occupation. What of Dinah's husband? Pipes and clgarette-hold- 
-ers of varying patterns were ranged on either side the mantel-piece. 
A tobacco jar stood in unabashed evidence on a table. An odor 
not to be mistaken clung round the drapciies of the windows. So 
this man smoked, thought Marjorie ireinWy— smoked in his beauti- 
iul, refined wife's living-room! Yellow-backed French novels 
abounded (French novels 1 must confess were an abiding inspira- 
tion of G&ston's genius). The neighborhood of the piano was 
strewn with French songs. A volume of Greek poetry, lent to 
<5eofl:rey by old Andros Bartrand, lay on a bookshelf. In a corner 
by the door Marjorie discerned a rough brier walking stick which 
«he recognized as her tutor's property. 

As she looked around the room her impulse was to burst into 
tears. It was but an inn's best parlor. You could net expect the 
perfume, the grace of Tintajeux ande good Mr. Miiler's roof. But 
it was not Louis Seize furniture, or Pompadour cabinets, or Tri- 
anon rose-baskets, that Marjorie missed. To pipes and tobacco 
amoke her life with the seigneur had accustomed her. Yellow- 
backed novels did not disturb her conscience. Within limits she 
could endure French songs. The room repulsed her because it de* 
etroyed every dream she had had of Geoffrey 1 Without the Greek 
Tolume, she thought, without the brier stick, even, hei disenchant- 
ment had been less vivid. She had not been forced to remember 
him, to admit the lapse into hathos of her own ridiculously high* 
pitched ideal. 
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But so tUa facts stood. *' One may be made a fool twice/*^ Ibe 
girl told herself. ** First by a sweelheait, secondly by a friend. 
Happily Dinah Aibathnot, not Marjorie Bartiand, must this tim» 
pay the reckoning.*' 

And the (ears were in her eyes still. In spite of all disillusion- 

. ment, her Uklng for Geff lingered obstinately. She theught she- 

could never again be glad of heart as on that midsummer night 

^ when she courtesied to the moon and wished a wish by hei tutor's 

side on the lawn at Tintajeux. 

It took Dinah Arbuthnot fifteen minutes— a real ** quarter of an 

- hour of Rabelais " for Marjoiie—tD put en hatandgcwn; fifteen 
minutes ere she could be sure her appearance would pass muster ix^ 
the eyes of Linda Thorne. The best and simplest women infre- 

- quently dress for the other sex, or for the world at large, or foi 
themselves. They dress for each other, oftenest of all for one 
especial feminine criticism which they have reason to fear. 

** Shall 1 flo, M-iss Barlrand?" Dinah peeped, her exquisite face^ 

aflush, through the half opened doer, then she crossed the room to 

Mari'orie; instinct, true as a child's, informing her that in Geoffrey 'a 

_ pupil she had found a friend. " 1 want you to pick me to pieces^ 

find as much fault with me as you can. Shall I do?*^" 

•* Do!" repeated Marjorie. 

And a volume of hearty admiration was in the monosyllable. 

Dinah Thurston, in her girlhood, had learned dress-making as a 
^ liade. Of dress as a difficult sccial art; Dinah Arbuthnot knew not 
the initial letters. Here, her husband was an unfailing monitor. 
^ Gaston had an artist's knowledge of color and efiect. He had the 
sense of fitness belonging to a man of the world. Dinah's apparel 
might not accurately follow the fashion booKs. It bore the seal of 
distinction at all times. 

Thus, the ** safe " black dress was absolutely perfect of its kind*^ 

- plain of make as was meet for such a bust, such shoulders as Di- 
nah's, but draped by & Parisian hand that knew its cunning. A 
ruffle of Mechlin lace enhanced the sweet whiteness of the wearer's 

^ throat. A velvet lined hat threw up the outline uf the head, the 
, waves of short-cut English -colored hair, in rich relief. 

•* You are lovelier than any picture!" cried Marjorie, looking at 
Dinah Arbuthnot with as generous a pleasure, surely, as ever wom- 

- an felt in the good looks of another. 

" Advise me about my gloves." Dinah blushed and drew back: 
at the girrs frank praise. ** Here are cream-coloied ones, you sce» 
the same shade as my ruffle, and here is a box of long black silk: 
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gloves. My hu8l)and had them sent from Paris with the gown. 
Of course, the cream-colored are the dressiest." The tone ot Di- 
nah's voice betrayed her own leaning, ** Mr. Arbuthnot warns 
me generally against light gloves. My hands, he says, are halt a 
«ize too large. Still tor a flower show — " 

** You must wear the black gloves, Mrs. Arbuthnot. No shadow 
of doubt about it! As you see, 1 don*t go in for dandy dress my- 
self," said Mai jorie, *' but one can't help hearing the whispers ol 
4he milliners. These long silk gloves are at present the one right- 
-cous thing to wear, in London and in Paris." 

'* And no ribbons; no ornament? 1 Dave a gold.necklace that 
looks nice on black, and—" 

** You want no ornament at all. You must take our little world 
by storm just as you stand at this moment. Miller has some crim- 
4Son roses in his garden. We will cut one as we pass. The black 
of your hat would be better for a single spot ot color." 

By the time Marjcrie's fiery VVelsh ponies had rushed up to the 
Arsenal, four o'clock was striking. The rose-show festivities were, 
lor the weak and frivolous, at their culminating point. It was the 
hour when staid flower-lovers— sensible souls who came to gee the 
Teal, not the human roses— were leaving, Cassandra Tighe among 
Ihem. 

*• I am starting off to Tintajeux," she told Marjorie, as they 
passf d each other at the entrance. ** The seigneur's ' Due de Ro- 
han * has taken a prize, and 1 must be first to cany the news to the 
manoir." Then, with a kindly glance at Dinah, ** lou hnve done 
the right thing, have paid your visit," she whispered. ** 1 don't 
«ee the necessity of mixing yourself up with it all in public, Linda 
Thome presides at the refreshment tent, and that wretched man is 
pimply infatuated in his attentions. But the error is generous. 
Being a Bartrand. you can, 1 suppose, do nothing by halves." 

'* 1 consider myself honored by appearing with Mrs. Arbuthnot," 
leturned Marjorie, very low. *' 1 want to judge of that wretched 
men's conduct at first hand, see facts alive, and extract their mean- 
ing by the light ot my own common sense." 



CHAPTER XllL 

THROUGH SMOKE -COLORED SPECTACLES. 

The refreshment tent was pitched at the most conspicuous point 
of the Arsenal, just within the gates. Here Linda Thome, assisted 
by three or lour white-muslined aides-de-camp, dispensed strawbei- 
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Ties, Ices, and tea, liberal of smiles, but most illiberal in charges ta 
the crowd. 

Gaston Arbulhnot hovered near, not engaging Mrs. Thome's. at- 
.tenlion, but with the air of a man whose freedom is nominal— of a 
prisoner on parole. The ayah had vanished. Small Rahnee, in a 
corner, was busily laying up a week's trouble for her tropical diges- 
tion over a plate of stolen macaroons. A swarm of well-glcved,. 
well-set-up young gentlemen, subalterns, for the most part, of the 
Maltshire Royals, newly returned from Africa, clustered ornament- 
ally around. 

•• Lord Rex," cried Linda, in a playful voice appealing to a youtb 
who stood behind her chair, a plain but ultra-dandified youth, with 
a sun -scorched face, sandy hair and eyelashes,, and who wore hia 
left arm in a sling. *' My dea! Lord Rex, where aie your thoughts 
to-day? For the third and last time of asking, will you run across^ 
to Madame the Archdeaconess, and press her to drink a second cup 
of tea?" 

For Linda, a clever politician, never allowed the present to di- 
vert her mindfulness from the future. Belonging— sw5 sUentio — 
to the extreme left of any society in whicl^ she found herself, Mrs. 
Thorne kepi a firm grip, here in European coteries, as formerly inc 
Indian stations, on whatever Conservative mainstay might be with- 
in her reach. Her Guernsey mainstay was the archdeacon's wife. 
Linda was a member, under Madame Corbie, of cutting-out clubs» 
distriet-visiting corps, societies for persuading members of all de- 
nominations to change places with each other, and similar intricate 
philanthropies of the hour and place. If, occasionally, serious cir- 
cles looked with misgiving upon some little new escapade, some> 
unaccustomed outbreak of vivacity at the Bungalow, Linda's use- 
fulness floated her. There was such a fund of sterling Worth in 
Linda Thorne 1 So some old lady would say at whose house Linda 
perhaps, on the preceding evening, demure as a mouse, had beert 
painting Christmas cards for the Caribbee Islanders. Such energy,, 
such zeal for the weaker brethren! Such a genius for collecting; 
subscriptions, or crganizing fancy bazaars! And then one must 
not forget the stock she came of. One must always remember whaf 
our dear flighty Linda's grandpapa was / 

Hence, perhaps, the leniency of the judgments. The old Sarnian 
ladies never forgot that our dear flighty Linda's grandpapa was an 
earl. 

•' Madame Corbie— tea!" echoed Lord Rex Basire, the sun- 
scorched dandy, absently. *' Ali, there she goes again. The pret- 

*'>,**' * * 
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tiest girl, yes, by Jovel the out-and-outest girl, every way, 1 have 
seen in Guernsey. Golden hair, a complexion, a figure— Let me 
take the Venerable her cheering cup at once, and set me free to hy 
after my Dulcinea." 

•* A new Dulcinea?" asked Linda, with a glance as sweet as the 
cup she had prepared for Madame Corbie. ** 1 thought Lord Rex 
Basire had flown after every Dulcinea in the Channel Islands, a 
long time since." 

Lord Hex broke away without reply, causing a good deal of ihe 
Venerftble's tea to overflow by reason of his impetuous movemenls^ 
But he was not set free again as quickly as he desired. 

Madame Corbie was what the Scottish bailie called ** a fine re- 
spectit half- worn sort of woman.** Her set of immediate worship- 
ers, poorer cousins for Ihe most part, would speak of her beneath 
their breath as so superior! Madame Corbie never smiled. Ma- 
dame Corbie never retracted a step once taken. It was her harm- 
less boast that she had never read a novel in her life— as one would 
say he had never cut a throat, or picked a pocket. She would 
wear no black satin that cost less than ten shillings and sixpence 
(Oueinsey currency) per yard. And she surveyed the moral, as she 
did^the physical, world through a pair of smoke-colored spectacles. 

Even the archdeaconcss, however, had tier little stock ct human 
vanities and foibles. Persons of title, though they exist in adequate 
number on the British mainland, are scarce and prized, like the 
pink flowering hydrangea, on these smaller islets. AVith the rec- 
tors' wives from half a dozen country parishes, sitting around,, 
neglected, it was a distinctly soothing sensation for good Madame 
Corbie's unw^oildly heart to have Lord Rex Basire, the fifth son of 
a very impoverished duke, in attendance upon her. 

** A second cup of tea? "Why, Lord Rex and dear Linda were 
certaioly conspiring to spoil us all! And might she, the arch- 
deaconess, ask if there was such a thing to be had as a macaroon?'' 

*• Too late, Madame Ccrbie! Lost your chance," cried Loid 
Rex. *• That yoUiig limb, Rahpee, has been beforehand with yDu, 
1 say her devouring the last three macaroons at a gulp just as Linda 
sent me off with your tea." 

Lord Rex vr&s forced to shout these words into Madame Corbie's 
ear, tor the band of the Maltshire Royals were playing a forcible, 
much kettle-drummed polka, not twenty feet distant, so his atten- 
tions, even to the obtuse perceptions of country rectors' wives, must 
be unmistakably marked. 

** Sadly unwholesome diet, to be sure. But poor Linda Thorne 
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is SO indiscreet in minor matters. Tlou agiee witb me, do you not. 
Lord Rex? Nothing moie sadly indigestible tor a young child's 
stomach than macaroons?" 

Lord Rex Basine heard her not. It may be aoubted whether 
Lord Rex heard ihe horns and kettledrums as they echoed 
resonantly from the Arsenal walls. He was absorbed in the vision 
ot a distant lovely head, poised flower-liRe on a white throat, its 
waves of amber hair 8et off against the soft velvet of a Rubens hat. 
No other interest existed on our planet at that moment for Lord 
Rex Basire. 

He was a man wno from his birth upward had followed the de- 
sire of the hour, tor evil or for good; mainly, not for good. His 
desire now was to become acquainted with the exquisitely pretty 
girl whom his eyes pursued. B.'untly abandoning the question 
(from a physiological side) of macaroons, he addressed himself to 
the archdeaconess. Did Madame Corbie— the polka by now had 
stopped. Lord Rex could ask his question without a shout— did 
Madame Corbie know the name ot Ihe girl who was walking with 
Marjorie Bartrand ot Tintajeux? "Golden-haired giil — straight 
featpres, the loveliest complexion in the world," added Lord Rex, 
with the frankness of a momentarily real feeling. 

** It will be my husband's cousin once removed, EWn Corbie of 
La Hauterive," observed Madame Corbie, blandly. ** The Haute- 
Tive yellow roses are fine this year. 1 have net a word to say 
^gamst their * Celine Forestier." But in my poor opinion the arch- 
<leacon*E * Marechal Niel ' ought to have taken the prize, l^es, 
yes " — Madame Corbie gazed through her smoked spectacles into 
the perspective of history — ** Ella Corbie is still nice-looking. 1 
Temember her, dresied for hei first evening party more than a dozen 
years ago, and now — " 

** My dear Madame Corbie! 1 beg a thousanfl pardons, your cup 
is empty— allow me to set it down," interrupted Lord Rex Basire. 

For at this precise moment the perfect features, the lovely com- 
plexion, were again setting toward him in the crowd. 

But Madame Corbie, the head ot our local society, rose to the oc- 
<casion, and to her ieet. 

" Let me liave a good look, Lord Rex, and if it is my cousin Ella 
1 will introduce you to hei. A young lady walking, you say. with 
Major Bartrand? That is certainly most unlike Ella! The Haute- 
live family keep so exclusively to themselves. Still —" 

•* There they are— coming this way, by Jove!" cried Lord Rex, 
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breathlessly, ** You see the girl 1 mean? Spkndicl girl in black — 
lace ruffle— a red rose lying on her hair?*' 

Madame Corbie looked through her smoke-colored glasses 
straight. Then she looked through her smoke- colored glasses ob* 
liquely edgewise. TheD she pushed them high away on her anapla 
forehead, and gazed stoically upward in the broad light of the merry 
June day. 

** The person," she pronounced, with awful solemnity, " who iff 
walking with Marjorie Bartrand of Tintajeux does 7wt belong to this 
island.*^ 

And so speaking, and with the folds of her satin doing credit to 
the price paid for them, Madame Corbie there, in full presence of 
the inferior clergy's wives, sat down. 

** Ahl 1 thought not. Thought 1 had never seen such a pretty^ 
woman in the place," observed Lord Rex, addressing his own con- 
sciousness, rather than the ill-pleased ears of the arch deaconess^ 
" What aie the odds 1 don't get properly introduced and properly- 
snubbed before another quarter of an hour is over?" 

As a preliminary step, Lord Bex rushed buck to the refreshment 
tent, Madame Corbie's tea-cup his ostensible excuse. He threw 
himself on Linda Thome's ambiguous sympathy. 

*• Mrs. Thorne, you know all about every one by fine natural 
discernment. I've heard you say so a hundred times. Who is thi» 
wonderful girl in black that Maijorie Bartrand is walking about 
with?" 

A suppressed smile lurked round Linda Thome's thin lips. 

** Let us give Mr. Arbutiinot the task of learning her pedigree. 
It is an act of charity, always, to find work tor idle men. Mr. 
Arbuthnot,*' she turned to Gaston, '* 1 want you to find out some- 
thing foi the peace of Lord Rex Basire's mind and of my own ex- 
istence. W)io is this wonderful girl in black whp is walking about 
the Arsenal grounds with Marjorie Bartrand? " 

•• If 1 were of a brave disposition I would go myself," said Lord' 
Rex, when Gaston had sauntered placidly oft on his mission. *• But 
1 am not. 1 am a coward, down to the ground. Peace at any 
price is my motto, politically and otherwise. To-day 1 am feeling 
more than usually nervous— not half * go' enough in me to stand 
up under one of Marjorie Bartrand's snubbings." 

•• 1 can not say your modesty makes itself known to the world by 
outward and visible signs." 

"Modesty— no! 1 understand you, madam. A man may have 
forward manners but a faint heait." 
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Lord Rex Basire's arm, in justice let it be spoken, got a bullet 
through it in hot warfare. This dandified boy was in the thick ot 
more than one African fight when clouds gathered dark above the 
English colors, was all but drowned en a never- to-be-torgotten night 
while attempting to cany succor to the wounded, left with theiil 
solitary gallant surgeon, on an abandoned position. 

** I tried once, at a militia review or scmetUing, to talk to Mar- 
jorie, just in the usual way one talks, not without success you 
know, to girls of her age." 

*• And the result was?'' asked Linda. 

" She looked at me coolly — grand Spanish eyes of hers those are, 
hex the temper in them! * You are fresh from Eton, are you not?' 
«he observed. 1 confessed that El on had known me in my youth. 
* Talk about Eton, then/ struck out Miss Bartrand, straight irom 
the shoulder. * Talk about cricket, football, boating, Latin gram- 
mar, if you learned any. 1 will not,' with a murderous flash from 
her big eyes, ' listen to foolishness from any man.' " 

By the time Lord Rex finished this characteristic anecdote, Gas- 
ton Arbuthnot, with his usual expression of genial impenetrability, 
bad sauntered back to the refreshment tent. Picking up Rahnee, 
he asked the child what ailed her? For Rahnee's face, sickly at all 
times, \vore a look and hue forlornly out of keeping? with the brav- 
ery ot her attire. 

" What in the world has befallen the infant, Mrs. Thome? Her 
complexion is of the lively arsenic green the doctors forbid us to 
use in wall papers." 

'• Rahneel mamma's own darling pet. what is the matter?" cried 
Linda, suddenly recalled to the fact of her darling's existence. 

•* Me eat matazoons. Bad matazoons!" whimpered Kahnee, with 
the tender conscience, the quick physical repentance of her age. 

'* That is a wise little Rahnee," said Gaston Aibuthnct, kissing 
her. *' Right morality. Pilch into our pleasures the moment our 
pleasures begin to pitch into us." 

**Have you seen hei?" exclaimed Lord Rex. ••This kind of 
trifling, remember, may be fun to all of you. It's stretched high 
above a joke to me. A tall, fair girl, dressed In black—" 

•• With a crimson rose in her hair," added Linda, *• and walking 
T?ith Marjorie Bartrand of Tlntajeux." 

'* Well, yes," Gaston admitted in the lap&es of whispered con- 
aolation to poor Rahnee, " 1 have seen her." 

'* And who is she?" exclaimed Linda Thorne. *• 1 am almost as 
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curious as Lord Rex. Have you discovered tliis new Dulcinea's 
Dame?" 

" Her name is Dinah Arbuthnot," replied Gaston cheerfully. 
•' Yes, Mrs. Thcrne, incredulous though 1 know you feel, the won- 
derful girl in black, and who is walking with JVIiss Bartrand ot 
Tintajeux, is— my wile." 

Lord Rex sunk in an attitude of despair, halt mock, halt genuine^ 
upon the nearest bench. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

BBOUGHT UP BY THE JESUITS. 

Dinah Abbuthnot had been more than woman could she have 
run the gantlet of this Guernsey rose-show unconscious of her suc^ 
- cess. 

But admiration to Dinah was no new thing. As a girl she never 
went through that chrysalis or ugly duckling stage, the remem- 
brance of which to many women puts an edge on after triumphs. 
Beads were turning after her to-day, she saw, just as heads used to 
' turn when she was a baby, toddling along the Devonshire lanes, or 
a slim n:aid walking in the procession of "young ladies '* from 
' Tiverton boarding-school. She had known since she knew anything 
that she was beautiful, and rated beauty at apathetically low standi 
ard. 

Thanks to roseleaf tint or well-cut features, a sweetheart's f anc7 
can easily be won. Who should say that cleverness, knowledge of 
the world, tact, are not the solid gif^ that bring happiness, the 
qualities that might chain a husband'>- wearied, say, after modeling 
from hired beauty— to his own fireside? 

*' If you do not object^ Miss Bartrand, 1 would like to find some 
place where we could rest away from the crowd a little.'" Bent 
upon displaying their friendship before the Sarnian world, Marjorie 
had by this time paraded her companion bravely throughout the 
length and breadth of the Arsenal. "My husband has seen me. 
He Is in the tent near the entrance, the tent where Mrs. Thorne is 
serving lefreshments. As Mr. Arbuthnot does not come forward to 
meet us, 1 am afraid he is displeased.'* 

" Displeased? That is a great idea," cried headstrong Marjorie. 
" Put all the blame on me. 1 think 1 shall be strong enough to 
bear tl\e brunt of Mr. Arbuthnot's wrath if 1 rest myself well, firiit.*^ 

They succeeded in finding a bench, withdrawn somewhat f lou^ 
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)he crowd, yet wilhln sijilil of the stall nl which Linda presided. 
JItie Dinah cuuld plucl: up her dioopJDg couragf. wliile Marjorie 
jwmnmncd scomiuUy in her heart as to the piliful wcalinesa o( 
tnairivd womcD in geneiui, and of lliis mosi neglecIcO, mnbt mis- 
tulien married n-oman In paillcular. Their Mdustoo lasted [or two 
Ai iliTEc minutee only. TIjcii a tilush siarttd up ioto Dinah's cheek, 
vivid, haslijul, such as a girl's taee might wear od oatchio); sight 
UDexpccledly oE her lovei, lor Ehe saw UhbIod apptoach !□):;. At 
Lie side was a Tery dacdlty drossed, eiiD-tanDed youth, his arm in a 
sliogi 8 youih whom as yet Dinah Athiilhoot hnew not. 

" Ho is coDilngl Allss Barlrand. 1 look to you 1o smooth tliioga 
over. Just stiy you pressed me to come to the shoiv, and I refused 
ai first, and—" 

" 1 will say cverylhing thai can decently bo compressed into one 
act of contrition." Haijorie 'stone was fraught wiili irnoical sctioua- 
Iiess. " But jour eyes arc hetler than mine, Mrs. Aibulbnol. A 
guilty conscience perhaps sharpens the external senses. I am look- 
ing with the best of my seeing power over the whole Arsenal. I see 
no Mr, Arbuthnol." 

"Then his companion must stand in the way, the lieiht-halred 
^eoileman with a plain-like reddish face," whispered Dinah, " anil 
who wears his left arm in a sliag." 

"That Is oui popular hero. Lord Rex Basire, newly returned 
from Souin African Gghling, and as proud of his gunshot wound 
*s a foolish Ctrl might tie of her first conquest." 

" VVell, and there is my Imsband walking with him." 

" Tour hushandl Mrs. Arbulhnol!" 

Marjorie's world was reeling. A possibilily— slie knew not of 
what —a wild and passionate hope trembled on the outside edge of 
4ier (hough Is. 

"Perhaps 1 am not a fair jiidge," murmured Dinah, the two 
young men having been arrested on tbeir road by Ihal iucotrlgible 
bulton-seizer, Dr. Thorno, " but, lo my mind, Gaaton must always 
be the most noticeable man in any company he enters, no matlet 
liow high that company may be." 

■' Gaston?" 

Marjorie Bartrand was in a slate of such bewildeiment that the 
echoing of Dinah Arbuttinot's words setmea about as grest origin- 
ality in the way of speech as she was mistress of. 

"Geoflrey must have sounded my husband's praises to you pietly 
■olten. Thai is a rifihl good poinl of poor Gefi's, his love and ad- 
CQlralion for Gaston,' At Cambridge he was palled Ihe haadaome 
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Ameiican. 1 know it," said Dinah, with earnestnesB which' became 
these sweet lips of hers mightily, *' because Aunt Susan had lela- 
tlons in the town, on Mailiet Hill, you know. Before my marriage 
we used to hear something flattering of Gaston every day. It is the 
same in London. The tailors will give him any credit. 1 believe 
they would make his ccats gratis so long as they got his promise to 
wear them." 

'• And Mr. Geoffrey Aibuthnot?" It cost Marjorie no small 
effort just then to force Geft's name from her lips. " What re- 
lationship is there between him and you?" 

** Geoffrey is our first cousin. His father and my husband's died^ 
both of them, when their children were young. Gaston has always- 
been Geoffrey's good genius." In saying this Dinah believed her- 
self to be enunciating truth, clear as crystaL ** They did not mcel 
as boys. Geoffrey spent his young years in a gloomy city school. 
My husband was brought up — you can tell It, they say, by his ac-^ 
cent— in Paris. When they came togethei in Cambridge nothing: 
could be more different than theii positions. Poor Geff, a scholar 
at John's, was forced to work without amusements, almost without 
trlends, for his Tripos, while Gaston—" 

** Ml. Gaston Arbuthnot had livelier things than work to think, 
about," suggested Marjorie, as Gaston's wife paused. 

** fle was clever enough to come cut first in any Tripos he had 
read for. But his ti lends would not let him read. He was sought 
after, popular," said Dinah, with a sigh, *' just as you see him 
now. However, that made no difference for Geff. Gastcn treated 
him like a younger brother always. He does so now, 1 have 
grown, myself, tc think of Geoffrey as of a brother.'* 

She stopped short, for Gaston Arbuthnot and Lord Bex Basire 
were now within hearing distance; Dr. Thome, adhesive as goose- 
grass, addressing them by turna as he followed, with his nimble 
limp, in their steps. 

** Yes, Mr. Arbuthnot, you must grant me my postulate.'* Dr, 
Thorne packed up all of nature or of books— chiefly of books— that 
came within his reach in little neatly labeled comprehensible forms, 
dilettante demonstrations of the universe ready for his own daily 
use and the misery of h s fellows. " Grant, as a postulate, that 
the magnitudes we call molecules are realities, and the rest folio kts 
as a necessary deduction. Let us look around us at this moment. 
Evolution teaches us that these bright blooms we behold actually 
come Into beinfi; through the color-sense of insects; and, and — Lord 
Rex Basire 1 you, I am sure, are fascinated by the subject 1** 



108 A GIBTOK GIRL. 

Lord Rex had not heard a syllable. Breaking away from Dr. 
Thome, Lord Rex stood still, his eyes pointedly avoiding Dinah's 
face. Gaston, meanwhile, his hat held low, after the fashion of 
Broadway or the Boulevards, was saluting the two ladies, making 
Marjorie Barti ana's acquaintance, and jestiDg amicably with Dinah 
•&9 to the march she had stolen upon himself and an unexpectant 
Sarnian world. 

When two or thiee minutes had passed, Lord Rex gave evidence 
of his Dresence. Coming forward, he delivered a set little compli- 
ment to Marjorie Bartrand on the seigneur's roses. It was a source 
of agreeable satisfaction to Lord Rex Basire that the " Due de 
Rohan " should have taken a first prize. He would like— 

"" The seigneur's dark roses have taken a prize every June show 
lor the last quarter of a century," Marjorie interrupted him cruelly. 
*' When once we islanders, tlower-show judges included, get into 
a safe groove, we keep there.* 

*' What an improving place Guernsey must be to live in!" Gas- 
ton Arbuthnot remarked. ** 1 have been trying vainly through the 
best years of my life to keep in safe grooves. " 

** To keep in safe grooves I" repeated Marjorie, with rather sting- 
ing emphasis. ** iTou would need to get into them first, would you 
not?" 

** You are severe. Miss Bartrand." Gaston came over to the girl's 
tside. ** And I like it. Severity gives me a new sensation. Now, 
1 am going to ask a favor which 1 can tell beforehand you will 
grant. I want you to show me these conquering Tintajeux roses. 
Tinlajeux is not an unknown name to us." 

Gaston added this last clause in a lower key, then watched to 
note how much the color would vary on her ever-varying face. 

Under any other circumstances than the present ones Marjorie 
would, 1 think, have selected Gaston Arbuthnot as the type of 
human creature least to be encouraged under heaven. Was he not 
obtrusively good-looking, a popularity man, a dandy for whom 
Bond Street tailors would be content, as a flesh-and- blood block, a 
living advertisement, to stitch gratis? Was he not a cooliy neglect- 
ful husband, a pleasure -seeker, a frequenter of the afternocn teas 
of frivilous, attention-loving women? 

But in her rush of joyous surprise, of contradictory relief, in 
her gratitude to him for not being Geoffrey, the girl was ready to 
extend a hand of hearty friendship to Dinah's husband— during 
the first half hour of their acquaintance, at all events. 

You wish to see the Tintajeux roses? Come« then, and let me 
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play show-woman. Unfortunately/' Marjorie adfled, '*1 don't 
know in which quarter of the globe the * Due de Kohan ' lives.** 

" 1 believe 1 can guJde you. 1 know the whereabouts of every 
«tall in the Arsenal." ' 

And Lord Rex neatly affixed himself to the party as Marjoria 
apd Dinah rose. 

'Dinah's breath came short. She knew instinctively how the 
<3yes of this paie-haired, sunburnt youth avoided her face» and in 
that avoidance read the fact of his admiration. She divined that 
Xiord Hex's intention was to walk at her side. 8he foresaw, with 
terror, the necessity of conver^tion. 

Gaston Arbuthnot gave his wife a quick, comprehensive look — 
Lord Chestei field embodied in a glance! Then he went through a 
brief t infoimal word of introduction. 

** Lord Hex. Basil e, my wife. 1 fancied, Dinah, that you and 
JBasire had mot already. Kow, Mis^s Bartrand, let us make an ex- 
ploring tour of the Arsenal. We shall reach the seigneur's dark 
roses, sooner or later. I look to you," Gaston added, ** for enlight- 
enment as to some of the human elements of the shoWo" 

Marjorie's mood was abundantly bright; the ** enlightenment '* 
was not slow of coming. Uor prattle, with its brisk bitterisn flavor, 
amused Gaston as he would have thought it impossible to be 
amused by any classlco-mathematical girl extant. As they passed 
the bench that still supported Madame the Archdeaconess's sacer- 
dotal weight, Marjcrie broke into a laugh— tnat hearty, human, 
unmistakable laugh of hers. For Doctor Thcrne stood beside the 
great female pillar of the Church, delivering an oration in his most 
verbose little manner, to which not only the archdeaconess, but the 
wives of the interior clergy, listened with respect. And Marjorie'a 
quick ear had caught his text. 

'' One ought not to laugh at our betters, Mr. Arbuthnot, ought 
one?" 

Asking this, Marjorie looked gravely up in Gaston's face. 

** It Is so written in the copy-books. Miss Bartrand. For my part, 
I think the greatest good a man ever does his fellows is when he 
furnishes them, consciously or unconsciously, with materials for 
farce." 

At least, one should not laugh loud enough to be heard?'* 
I think you ought to laugh very often, and loud enough for all 
the woild to hear," replied Gaston. 

** Doctor Thorne is too much for me; 1 have an old * Sandford 
«nd Merton ' among my books, and when 1 hear him talk, I think. 
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of Mr. Barlow moralizing at Tommy. Mr, Barlow turned scient- 
ist ' Giant, as a postulate, that the magnitudes we call molecules 
are realuies— * * Evolution teaches us that these bright blooms—^ 
etc. Doctor Thome's flower-show speech! We had it last autumn- 
with the dahlias. We had it in the spring with the tulips. I heard 
him address it just now to that poor small boy. Lord Bex. Mrs. 
Corbie is onhodox to the core. I suppose he will make a big 
jump, as they do over the words in plays, when he gets to anything 
so brimstony as * evolution.' " 

The crowd, as it happened, was setting in the direction of the 
Tintajeux roses. By the time Gaston and Marjorie had made their 
way into front places before the stand, they discovered that. Dinah, 
and Lord Rex Basire had parted company from them in the ciowd* 

** 1 brought Mrs. Arbuthnot here. It was through my persua- 
sion she laid down her cioss-stitch," cried Marjorie, ** and now we 
have let her fall victim to Lord Rex, How wearied she will be 
of him." 

''1 am not so sure of that. My wife has the old-fashioned 
weaknesses of the sex. The sight of a wounded soldier ts dear to 
her. All women, at heart, are thoroughgoing Jingoites." 

** I am not! lam an ultra, led-hot Radical," exclaimed Mar- 
jorie, ** As to Lord Rex— 1 believe his wound was well long ago. 
He wears his arm in a sling to get up sympathy." 

** It will secure Mrs. Arbuthnoi's." said Gaston. Then: *' What 
a world of good it will do my wife to have been here," he added 
warmly. ** That is just what poor Dinah needs, to come out more,, 
mix more with her fellow-creatures, brighten up her ideas; to lay 
down her cross-stitch, in short. That hits the nail on the head — to 
lay down her cross-stjtch ! It was charming of you to call on us. 
Miss Bartrandl I take it for granted, you see, that you have called. 
You heard of our existence probably from Gefi?" 

" 1 heard from Mr. Geoffrey that Mrs. Arbuthnot was staying at 
Milkr's hotel." 

But Marjorie's voice faltered. Her soul clothed itself in sack- 
cloth and ashes as she thought of her own error, of the generous, 
delicate, motives which had prompted her— Pharisee that she waal 
— to call on Dinah. 

'' Whatever Gefi does comes to good. He can not take a mile- 
long walk without some man or woman being the better for it. 
Gefi has a kind of genius for bringing about the welfare of other 
people." 

At the mention of Geoffrey, every artificial trace left Gaston's- 
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manner. The best of the man showed always, no matter how 
tiifiing tbe occasion, In the honest regard he boie his cousin. 

•* Now, lock, Miss Bartrand, at the way Gefl: is spendinifhis time 
In tin's island!" » 

Where Marjorie had suspected him ol easy-going callousness, ot 
philandering in the train of idle fine iailies, of singing French, 
songs, ot putting himself on the social and intellectual plane of a 
Major Tiedennis. 

•* r3ix hours a weelj; must, 1 own, be grudged to him, the hours 
he spends at Tintajeux Mancir." 

" Spare yourself the trouble of being polite, Mr. Arbuthnot. If 
you knew how 1 detest politeness I" 

" But remember all his other hours." The art of thought read- 
ing was certainly to be reckoned among Gaston's accomplishments. 
Within ten minutes of bis introduction to this little classico math- 
ematical girl, behold him discoursing with cunning naturalness on 
the subject likeliest to interest her in the world — Gefl's virtuosi 
" Kemember how his days, often his nights, are really passed." 

*' Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot reads, does he not?" 

Marjorie gazed into the heart of a glorious Due de Hohan with 
Interest. 

Geoffrey reads, as I," said Gaslon, passing into a lighter strain, 

meant to read once. Tou look skeptical. Miss Bartrand I There 
was a time when 1 had bookish ambition. Yes, 1 talked, like many 
a fool before me, of going in for two Triposes, and left Cambridge 
without a degree. But Geff has a gigantic physique, a real hunger 
for hard work. Be simply does not know the meaning of taking 
a holiday." 

As they chatted, Gaston*s eyes dwelt with artistic satisfaction on 
the girl's slender figure and hands, nn the chiseled Southern face 
overkissed by sea and sun for some English tastes, but pure, fresh, 
as the wine-daik roses over which she bent. 

" 1 am a sculptor by trade," he went on. *' It might be truer to 
say a poor manufactuier of statuettes for the London market. Geff 
has told you how we get our daily bread, has he not?" 

** My tutor speaks of little— beyond my reading," stammered 
Marjorie, still without meeting the penetrating glance of Gaston 
Arbuthnot. 

" Well, even after work aa light as mine, 1 find," said Gaston, 
with a clear conscience, ** that amusement, varied in kind and 
ample of quantity, is needful. The lieartiness of one's work seems 
determined to a nicety by the heartiness of one's play. Geoffrey 
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takes his recreation ju£t now in the warda ot the GiieniB€}' ho^pilaf, 
Theie was a bad quarry accidcni the day alter oui arriTal here—'' 

" 1 kooTT,'' exclaimect Slarjorie, paling, " The worst accident 
we hnve ever bad at- St. Sampson's." 

" GcoDiey, I need not say, went tc the tore as a voluolecr. Be^ 
tween (he dooi lads in hospital, and these who tie, still, in the 
houses to which they weie carried from llie quariy, his hands are 
lull. That is llio way Gcfl rtcreatea himself." 

For a good many seconds Jlmjorie was gpeechlesa. Could ii be 
that coDScioua weakness— weaknefis in bcr, a Baitraiid— hindered 
the girl from trusting her own voit.e! Iben, elving Gnston her 
. profile still, she lurned brusqutly aside itom (he Tiiitajeux rosea 
and from the discussion ot Geofirey's qualities. She reuicmbered 
her grandfather's dinner-hour. The sun was getting low. It would 
he only human to search lor tlrs. Arbulhiiot, and deliver her out 
' ot (he hands of Lord Pes. 

" Wc shall find them, perfectly happy, and ealing ices." said 
Gaston. " Dinah's is not such a criiicai spirK as youis, Miss Bar- 
trttnil. Lei us heud our steps to (he refreshment Itnt." 

' Blnah and Lord Hex were all (hla time advancing, haltingly,, 
monosyllablcally, toward acquainianceshlp. Gaston's happy many- 
sidedness, bis power ot adapting himselt, without eflort, lu (be 
tastes and moods ot others, were gitts In no manner shared by Lord 
Rex Baslre, Dinah's inlelligtnce dlfleied ahout as widely from 
' Marjorle Bartrand's as does placid English moonlight Irom a fiaslt 
of tropical lightning. 

Thus, starling, as a cleverer man might do, along beaten tracks, 
the first remark made tiy Lord Bex was meteorological: 

" Bpleadid day itiis. Isn't it, for a roae-ahow!" 
' " Certainly," 

The chilling aaaent was not spoken for some seconds, Dinah's 
education having tailed to inloim her that (he smallest plaliide ut- 
tered by men and women when they meet in (he world needs in- 
stant answer. 

"As a rale, yoG see, one gels beastly weather for this Boit of 
thing." 

Silence. 

" Festive gatherings, 1 mean, und to weiier. Speech-day at Eton 
Vas always the wettest day ot the three hundred and sixty-five," 

" Was it Indeed, Lord Rex Basiic?" 

Dinah's gentle nature prompted bcr (o be civil (o all created be- 
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ings. She would be civil, kindly even, to tbis plain and sun- 
scorched boy who had elected to walk beside her, and whose eyed 
took so many covert glances of admiration at her face. In the 
heart of Eve's simplest daughter were such glances, one short quar- 
ter tf an hour alter introduclion, ever legistered as crime? Not 
only would Dinah be civil— knowing little of titles, and less as to 
their modes of application, she would fain give Lord Hex Basire 
the fullest benefit of his. 

He paused, and doing so looked with a straighter gaze than here- 
tofore at Gaston Arbuthnot's wife. She was surpassingly beautiful, 
fairei than any woman he had seen with his fleshly eyes or dreame(} 
about in such soul as he possessed. Wa8 she stupid? Kot one whi£ 
for the higher feminine intelligence or the higher feminine cult- 
ure did Lord Rex caie. In society he held it woman's duty to sup- 
ply nim, Rex Basire, with straw for his conveisational brick-mak- 
ing; hooks and eyes, don't you knowl gleanings from the comic 
papers, hints at politics, easy openings for unsentimental sentiment* 
A distinctly stupid woman frightened him. " Makes one feel like 
being on one's legs tor a S]*eech," Lord Rex Basire would say. 

** You are looking forward to a long stay in the Island, 1 Tiope^ 
Mrs. Arbvithnot." 

At the italicized verb, Dinah's eyes tuined on her companion with 
a vague distrust. Then she changed color. A rose-flush, vivid as 
sunset on snow, overspread her lace. For fhe thought of Gaston. 

'* 11 you are a friend of my husband's, 1 can understand your 
wishing to keep us here." 

There was a sniiile on her lips. The stiflness of her manner be- 
gan visibly to relax. 

Lord Rex for a moment was taken aback. Then he plucked up 
heart of grace. To see a nxarrled woman blush like a school-gkl at 
the mention of her husband's name was a neW and puzzling specta- 
cle to him. He could scarcely flatter his vanity that he, personally, 
was receiving encouragement. Still, Dinah had smiled. And with 
the burden cf conversation -making resting heavily on him, he was 
glad enough to follow any cue that might present itself. 

"Friend? 1 should think so! Best fellow in the world, Ar- 
buthnot— and a man of genius, too; good-all-iound sort of man. 
Kever heard a Triton sing French songs as he does. Rather proud 
of my own accent." As Lord Rex progressed in confidence, his 
speech grew more and more elliptic. ** Sent to Paris in my in- 
fancy. Brought up by the Jesuits— there were Jesuits in those days> 
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you know— till 1 wc^nt tc Eton. But Arbuthnot puts me in the 

** Your lordship was brought up by the Jesuitsl" 

Sicl6 by side with many wbok&omer qualities, Dinah had inher- 
ed not a tew ol her yeoman forefathers' prejudices. At the woid 
** Jesuit." she regarded Lord Rex with an inteiest that had in it 
Almost ibe tender element of pity. 

** 1 was. lou look doubtful, you don't think the fathers could 
give one such a Parisian roll of the * r ' as your husband's?** 

** Ot that I'm ignorant, my lord, 1 am no French scholar. I 
thought of the Jesuits* tearful underminded dealings." Dinah gave 
9i half shudder in the warm sunshine. ** 1 thought cf the docirines 
they must have instilled into you.'* 

Underminded 1 From what sect or denomination could Arbuth- 
not have taken his handsome wife? That Dinah was a rustic 
** mixed up with the great bucolic interests," Lord Rex feU cer- 
tain. The Devonshire burr, the staid, shy, village manner betrayed 
her. "What were her tenets? What sort of conscience had she? A 
Puritanical conscience, of course, but of what shade, what dimen- 
fiions? 

He harked warily back upon the safe subject of Gaston's songs. 

** Arbuthnot wns singing to us magnificently last night. He 
was in his best form. Faure, himself, could never have given 
*A vingt ans ' in grander style. And then he was so weH accom- 
panied. The accompaniment is halt the battle in * A vingt ans.' " 

Gaston Arbuthnot, it should be explained, dirjed on the preced- 
ing night at the mess of the Malishire Royals. He had dined at 
mess often of late, and on each occasion Dinah's heart felt that it 
had got a reprieve. Dinah believed that dining at the mess of the 
Maltshire Royals meant, for one evening at least, seeing nothing of 
The Bungalow, and of Doctor and Mrs. Thome. 

*' Ton have good musicians among you, no doubt. 1 know," she 
observed, remembering lonff and not successful practicina of her 
own. ** that the accompaniment of this song is hard. But it has 
become the fashion for young men to play the piano lately." 

'* We can most of us get through a polka, played with one finger, 
or Malbrook. When 1 am alone," said Lord Rex, ** ] execute the 
Marseillaise, with chords. Ko man in the regiment could play a 
true accompaniment to * A vingt ans.' " 

** Ho? My husband played it for himself, then?" asked Dinah, 
UDSCcountubly persistent. 

Hot a bit of it I A singer never sings his best unless he stand* 
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head up, chest expanded." Lord Rex dramatized the operatic at- 
titude as they wallsed. •*Mr8. Thome accompanied Arbuthnol — 
deliciousiy, as she always does. " 

It was seldom Dinah's policy to discover hei feelings by speech^ 
So much worldly wisdom she had learned, through most unworld* 
ly f orbearaoce toward Gaston. Her complexion showed one of it» 
overquick cnanges, hei mouth fell. But she spoke not. That 
there must be deviation from truth somewhere, she divined, wiib 
a bitter personal sense of humiliation. But where? i:^he shiunk. 
from the possible answer to this question. 

A -good-humored epitome of the dinner-party had been given by^ 
Gaston, over this morning's breakfast- table, for her own and 
(Jeoffiey's benefit. ** The usual guest-night at mess. Curious how 
precisely aliue all mess dinners are. The Engineer Colonel's never 
finished commencement, * When we were In the lines before Sebast- 
opol;' the major's ti^er-.<*laying adventures in Bengal; the elde'^ly 
captain's diatribes against Liberal Governments and enforced re- 
tirements, ' A man in the very piime— no, sir, a man before he ift 
in the prime of life put on the shelf.' And the Irishman's story. 
And the subaltern's witticisms." Gaston, I say, had enlivened 
the breakfast-table with his lively putting together of these oft-used 
materials. Eie had made no reference to the singing of French 
songs, or to Linda Theme. 

Then Lord Rex Basire's memory must be at fault. 

'* You can not mean last night. You must be thinking of some 
former time. Mr. Aibuthnot dined with you at mess yesterda^^." 

" Of course he did. After dinner we adjourned— we, the favored 
few, as our manner is, to The Bungalow." 

** Where Mrs. Thorne played accompaniments for Gaston." 
Dinah made the observation with mechanical self-control, hard- 
ly knowing what cold repetition of wcids this was that escaped her. 
*' Yes; we had quite a chamber concert. A lot of rehearsing: 
that accompanying business seems to want! Hardly ever drop la 
at The Bungalow of an afternoon without finding them at th& 
piano." 

Dinah knew a moment*s cruel pain. There vfaa a proud, hurt 
expression on her face. She stopped short, involuntarily. Then:. 
•* It would take much rehearsal," she said, " before I should play 
well enough to accompany Mr. Arbulhnot in public. But Mrs. 
Thorne seems clever nearly in everything. I wish 1 had her talents. "^ 

And she resumed her walk, and began to speak, the village 8hy> 
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ness thawing fast away about the flowers, and the music and the 
people. 

It became clear as daylight to Lord Hex Basire that his societ] 
was duly valued. 



CHAPTER XV. 

A LOVE-LETTER. 

When Gaston and Marjoiie approached the refreshment w^tall 
they saw a picture which many a genre artist, in ink or oils, might 
have been glad to study. 

For there outside the tent stood Dinah Aibuthnot, fair and 
tlusned. She and Lord Hex were eating ices, as Gaston, the ma- 
terialist, predicted. The western light shone on Dinah's bright 
liair. It touched the rose she wore, and the outline of h€i lips and 
chin. Lord Rex, dutifully attentive, held her sunshade. An arch- 
deaconess with surroundings of inferior female clergy loomed large 
on the horizon. Nearer at hand was Linda Thorne, patiently en« 
during long stories of the tiger-slaying major's, while her py«s and 
«ars were elsewhere. Sarnian society, generally, in dubious groups 
of twos and threes, looked on. It was Dinah's first step across the 
border of a new world. 

Gaston Arbulhnot seized the points of the situation at a glance, 
fie played the part that fell to him with acumen. Toward Dinah 
his manner was simply irreproachable. So thought Marjorie, no 
overlenient judge; so, from afar, thought Linda Thorne. It were 
premature to hint at any forecasting of storm in Dinah*s own hot 
heart I He insisted upon supporting his wife's plate while she Qn- 
ished her ice. He contrived to bring her and Linda eo far into 
f liendly juxtaposition that at parting a chilly handshake was ex- 
<;hanged between these ladies. But he also was true to his colcrs. 
He had come to the rose-show in Mrs. Thome's society; in her so^ 
ciety he remained. The last glimpse Marjorie got of her new 
friends revealed a prespective of Linda with sprightly energy pomt- 
ing out distant roses to Mr. Arbuthnct, while Dinah walked slowly 
homeward fiom the Arsenal gates. Lord Rex at her side. 

Had the afternoon been one of unmixed good? Had hsr inter- 
ference with the Arbuthnot trio brought about good at all? Marjorie 
asked herself these questions as she urged her ponies to a galop 
along the Tintajeux high-road. That she had discovered a foolish 
error appositely, might be matter for congratulation so far as pride 
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"wentl Haa £he performed a very generous or delicate action in 
bringing untaught Dinali from her cross-stitch, pusUing her into tho 
glare of public notice, obliging hei to tolerate the attention of a 
man like Rex Basire? If, unprompted by the Bartrand thirst for 
governing, she had left destiny to itself, had been content, as in old 
times, to help in the hay field, or the dairy at home, might not her 
<iay's work have been fruit tuler? 

Dinner had waited long when she reached Tintajeux, and the 
seigneur was in the disposition most dreaded of Marjoiie through- 
out the meal. He talked more than his custom, displayed a genial 
^nd grand-paternal interest in her doings at the Arsenal. Tintajeux 
had taken a first prize, of course. And how did the Due de Kohaa 
look among the baser herd? Was he irell placed? In sun or in 
shadow? Marjorie, the seigneur supposed, had scarce found time, 
among her numerous friends, to give a glance that way. 

'* I looked more at our roses than at any in the shaw,'' said Mar- 
jorie, truthfully. Were not her eyes fixed dof^ncast on the Due de 
Rohan, when Gaston Arbuthnot talked to her of Oefl? " Would 
you believe, sir, that the Hauterive Corbies have taken a prize? I 
think the archdeaconess would sooner have been cut out by any 
farmer in the island than by her husband's cousin." 

" Ko need to tell me the local tittle-tattle. On that head Cas- 
sandra Tighe has been a more than sufficient oracle. By the bye, 
witch," with the memory of overboiled fish strong upon him the 
seigneur turned his piercing old gaze towaTd his granddaughter, 
** Cassandra informs me that Mrs. Arbuthnot is an extraordinarily 
pretty woman; good, too, as she Is pretty. Your tutor shows poor 
taste in dancing attendance on anything so vapidly commonplace as 
Doctor Thome's Indian wife." 

Marjorie Bartrand who, three weeks ago, had never changed 
<!olor before mortal, was conscious, at this moment, of blushing 
furiously before the Reverend Andros. Still more did she quail 
under the eyes of Sylvestre, who stood, in bis faded puce and silver, 
listening, with the unabashed frankness that characterizes servants 
of his age and nation, to their talk. From her grandfather all she 
need tear was a little searching banter, directed toward herself. 
Let the dramatic instincts of Sylvestre be aroused, and he was 
capable of waylaying Geoffrey Arbuthnot— yes, and of inviiing 
confidence respecting the most intimate family concerns at Gefi's 
next visit. It needs personal acquaintance with a Frenchman o£ 
Sylvestre's type to realize how the passion for scandalettes, smolder- 
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iDg through long years of solitude and disuse, would be ready at 
the first handful of fuel supplied tc break forth anewl 

** Doctor and Mrs. Thorne were althe rose-show. The proceed* 
of the refreshment stall go, this June, to some sort ot charity, so- 
JUrs. Thorne, of course, presided there. But Mrs. Ihorue is one- 
of the people I never can find two words to say to." 

•' Our solemn-eyed Cantab finds a great many more than two 
words, it would appear. Let me help you (o a merry-thought, 
wltcii. You have nothing but bones on your plate." 

Marjorie picised her merry thought, as she fiiiished her dinner^ 
in silence. Over dessert, however— Sylvestre's inquisitive face 
fairly vanished from the scene— she plucked up courage and spoke: 

** We have been making nimble hut ridiculous conjectures, sir. 
One could not well speak of this before Sylvestre. MissTiehe- 
made sure of the Arbuthnot family history, you know, and—" 

*• Avoid expletives. 1 know nothing, until it is your pleasure to 
inform my ignorance." 

** 1 mean Cassandra believed, from whispers she heaid in Peters- 
port, that Mrs. Arbuthnot was kept too much in the background. Lt 
would be a right and kindly thing, we thought, forme to call oa 
her, and so— and so — " 

** Take your time, Marjoiie; slur over nothing. We have a long: 
evening befor<5 us." 

** Well, sir." desperately, *' 1 called. And our solemn-eyed 
Cantab is not a married man at all. The name of the Mr. Arbuth* 
not wh(» dances attend— who visits at Dr. Thome's house, is Gas- 
ton. He is a cousin of Gefl's. I— I mean of my tutor's." 

The seigneur looked deliberately at his granddaughter's face. 
Then, as though politely reluctant to take further notice of her 
embarrassment, he lifted his gaze to a full-length portrait in pas- 
tels, of some bewigged and powdered Bartrand on the opposite wall. 

** And why should we not speak of Miss Tighe's mistake, of Mr. 
GeoHrey Arbuthnot's celibacy, before Sylvestre? Remember the 
rascal's Galilean blood— Sylvestre requires an occasional bit of 
comedy more than any of us. And so you have been acting a 
charade, my love, solemn-eyed tutor and all. A very pretty cha- 
rade, upon my word!" 

The Reverend Andros Bartraiid laughed dryly. It was about the^ 
first time on record that he had addressed his granddaughter as 
" my love,' and Marjorie was prompt to recognize latent sarcasrn 
under the endearment. How terrible to reach old age, thought th& 
child of seventeen— to read, to think, and yet outlive the power ot 
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loving; intellect surviving heart by many a year, as bodily strenglh 
in the end must survive ail. What had she ever been to him but a 
playthingi From the hour she arrived at Tinlajeux with her tem- 
pers, her four-year old tongue, her foreign ways, the necessity of 
keeping a kitten to gambol before the seigneur's study fire had 
possibly been done away with. Just that! She had diverted him. 
At the present day she might b^' picturesque, shed the pleasing 
-charm of youth upon his lawn and dinner-table. Bhe understood 
the arrangement ol his booiis. She could dust his library to ad- 
miration. And she was not afraid of him 1 (Mar jorie omitted tliis, 
the leading clause, from her mental summing-up of personal virt- 
ues.) She was not afraid ot him! When did fearlessness fail of 
carrying weight with a cold, strong nature like the seigneur's? 
Though hei color went and came, though her lips quivered under 
liis irony, the giil was not afraid of him at this moment. 

•• 1 might have known, sir, that if 1 was distressed it would 
lurnish you with amusement. That is our amiable Bartraud spirit, 
our way of showing sympathy with others." 

" Distressed? You astonish me. Distressed at finding that an 
intelligent, studious young man is in possession of his freedom? 
The charade, we may almost call it the Arbuthnot drama, grows 
mightily puzzling to me, a spectator. Let our worthy Cantab be 
l)achelor or Benedict. What concern is it ot ours?" 

Marjorie rose from the table, with difiiculty choking back her 
tears. ** 1 love gossip as little as any one," she said, coldly. ** You 
introduced the Arbulhnots* name, sir. so 1 chose to mention that 
the Tliornes* friend and my tutor are two distinct persons. And I 
liave no interest in Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot's concerns! And if a 
-drama is being acted let me tell you, grandpapa, that 1, for one, 
play no part in it. Like yourself, 1 am a spectator only." 

Her tone was high, but when she reached the school-room— 
friendly sanctuary in many a dumb pain of her childhood — when 
she looked at the inkstained desk, the piles of books, the window 
through which the China rosea peeped, her humor changed. Mar- 
jorie stood a self -convicted impostor in her own sight. For she 
knew that she was not a spectator only in the Arbuthnot drama, 
that she was not unmoved by the discovery of Geottrcy's freedom. 

*• Bachelor or Benedict, what concern is it of ours?" She knew, 
also, that under the seigneur's irony luiked wholesome truth. 
Pluming herself on her own strength, on the Bartrand immunity 
from vulgar human error, she had drifted into a position from 
which the pride of any simple village maiden must recoil. She re- 
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membered her airs of easy patronage toward Geofirey, from the hist 
evening when he walked out to Tintajeux on approval, until this 
morning. "What could she have seemed lilse in his sight? Had he 
lated her as an overtorward Miss-in-hei -teens, a hoyden wearing 
her heart— ah, shame! upon her sleeve? Or had he doubted her, 
worse humiliation, still, as every honest man must doubt a girl who 
under the convenient shield of Ureeli and Euclid, could lend herself 
to the small meanness ot coquetry? 

She walked to the window, buried her face amongst the cold, 
Bwift-lalling lose-petals, then looked out on the landscape. Some- 
thing strange had crept into its familiarity. Theie trotted Bjlves- 
tre, rake in hand, his livery exchanged tor a fustian jacket, to the 
clover held. There were the farm buildings, there was the row of 
poplars, showing distinct against the sunset. The China roses gave 
out theii faint evanescent odor; the big vault cf Northern sky was 
Stainless. And here was JMaijorie Bartrand, to all outward seem- 
ing the same Marjorie Bartrand as yesterday, but out of tune, for 
some queer reason, with her surroundings. The dew smelling 
loses, the poplars, the farm buildings, yes, old Sylvestre himself, 
had been her friends ihiough her whole span of childish life. With 
the new life that was awakening, witti the stir of alien emotion in 
her breast, they were ansym pathetic. Geoffrey Arbuthnot— what 
Geoffrey thought of her, what Geoffrey felt toward hex-— these were 
the questions burning in Marjorie*8 soul, transforming her, as no 
lengthening of skirts or plaiting of hair had ever d(*ne, from a child 
to a woman. 

Suddenly a man's quick step advanced along the gravel road that 
led from the side lodge to the manolr. The step stopped ; JVIarjorie 
heard her grandfather's voice. She put her head forth through the 
window, hoping, dreading that Geft, repentant after their half 
quarrel of the forenoon, might have walked out to Tintajeux— to 
be forgiven. In lieu of Geff's stalwart outline, the diminutive 
figure ot the country postman met h^r sight. The seigneur, ready > 
always ready as a boy for the moment's amusement, was overlook- 
ing the contents of the village letter bag. ' 

'* A letter for you, witch." Clear, resonant, rang the old voice,, 
as Andros Baitrand caught sight of Marjorie. " A letter and a 
bulky one. The address Is written in a hand that savors of the 
Alma Mater. The postmark is * Local.' 1 am to open it for you, 
of course?" 

*• If you do, 1 start for Spain to-night— this moment!" cried 
Marjorie, with fine, Bartrand presence of temper —her grandfather 
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taeanwhile proceeding, in panlomime. to carry out his suggestion. 
•* It you do, eir— " 

But the sequel of the threat remained unspoken. Away flew 
Marjorie through the low school-room window, away, without draw- 
ing breath, over flower border, ovei lawn, till she reached the seig- 
neur. A few seconds later, her letter— her fiist love-letter, whis- 
pered a voice in the white and girlish conscience— lay with seal 
unbroiien between her hands. 

She could not read it here, under this open largeness of air Rnd 
sky, with her grandfather's searching eyes fixed on her face. She 
must heighten her pleasure, as n( t so many summers back she was 
wont to heighten the coveted flavor of peach or nectarine, by eked- 
out anticipation. Not here, not in the school-room, peopled by 
commonplace remembrances of Sophie le Patourel and all the 
long train of Sophie's predecessors. In this ineffable moment (are 
not oui mistakes the sweetest things we taste on earth?) she must 
be alone, must know that a bolt w^as drawn between her happiness 
and the world. She entered the house with eager limbs, sped up 
the stairs, iight still with the brief flicker that comes between sun- 
set and dusk. She sought the shelter of her own room; a little 
white- draped room, where fragrant alder-blooms, flecks of foam on 
a deep green sea of foliage, brushed the casement, where you 
<!Ould feel the coolness from the orchards, where only the tired 
evening call of the cuckoo, the murmur of late bees, still awcrk in 
blossom dust, broke silence. 

** Miss Marjorie Bartrand, Tintajeux Manoir, Guernsey.'' 

Prolonging her suspense to the utmost, Marjorie ran over aloud 
«ach syllable that Geft Arbuthnot's hand had traced. Then, with 
fast- beating pulse, she opened the envelope, drew forth Its contents, 
and prepared delightedly, to read. 

The love-letter was written upon blue, most unloverlike fools-cap, 
and consisted of three words: *' Geoffrey Arbuthnot's compli- 
ments." Wilhin, carefully folded, lay Marjorie's waist-belt, intact, 
as when she looped it to his bunch of roses and heliotropes in the 
moonlight. 

Sc she had wen obedience. Even in the light matter of keeping: 
or not keeping a tit of ribbon, she had had her way. And hei breast 
swelled wiih disappcintment, the hot tears rushed to her eves, la 
tliis moment Marjorie Bartrand's illogical heart owned Geoffrey as 
its master. 



122 A GIRTON GIRL. 



CHAPTEK X\l. 
A R A.SH RESOLVE. 

The BtrcDgth, the delicacy of Gefl A-ibuthnot's character wen? 
nevei belter shown than In liis present relations to Dinah. 

' Weaker men pay allegiance readily enough to the passion under 
whose sway they happen to rest. Geff was loyal, with a fine, a 
rare fidelity to the love that had passed away. He was Dinah'a 
brother, always. And the storv of Saturday's rose-show told him^ 
late that evening, by Dinah's lips, sufficed to fill him with a more 
than vague misgiving. 

Be had wished often, thinking over the difficult question of her 
weUare in his rough-and-ready way, that Dinah could be forcibly^ 
saved from solitude and cross-stitch. Lol the rescuer was at hand. 
But the rescuer, Geoftrey Arbulhnot's common sense inioimed him,^ 
should be a very diflerent Galahad to Lord Rex Basire. Acting on 
the moment's impulse, Marjorie Bartiand had made a tentative 
efiort at lifting Gaston's wife into the fellowship of her kind. And 
the experiment was too successful. Dinah, so Gefif divined, had 
scarcely taken one step in public, before the little hero of a lesser 
hour, the most popular man in his regiment, the most sought-after 
partner at the island balls, th(>ught fit, the world looking on, to 
throw himself at ner feet. 

'* And dia you find pleasure in it all? Did you for a single mo- 
ment feel amused to- day?" 

Something in Geoffrey's voice suggested a sharper note of inter- 
rogation than was supplied by his woids. 

Dinah and Gefi: stood together on the same spot of lawn where 
we first heard the ArDulhnot trio talkmg of sentimeut while they 
breakfasted. Gaston was dining out, whether at the Foit William 
mess or at Di. Thome's house Dinah had not sought to know. Of 
what avail to ask for tiuth when you have once been answered with 
a fable, no matter how piettil}'^ that fable was illustrated? 

** 1 was pleased for a time. Gaston showed no anger at my com- 
ing. It amused me to hear Lord Rex Basire talking down, as ho 
thought, to my rustic understanding. Then without warning," 
Dinah turned away; she looked at the pale horizon line of sea, ** 1 
had a tew moments' horrible pain." 

You were illl" exclaimed Geoffrey, unceitain ot her drift. 
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** Nc, Geff, no. 1 don't me&n such pain as pecple consult the 
<ioc(ors for. The pain was at my heart— a sickening doubt of 
«veiy one— a feeling that I stood en one side and all the rest of the 
world on the other— a sudden despair of life! Geoftrey," she went 
on, '* with the gay people wal^in.s; about, and the flowers smelling 
-sweet, and the muBic playing, it did seem to me for a few seconds' 
space that my heart must break." 

" And on which side did you range me in your thoughts? Was 
] with you cr with all the rest of the world?" asked Geofirey Ar- 
touthnot. , 

These half confessions of Dinah's were no new experience to 
liim. She never utteied an ungenerous susoicion of Gnston, never 
-made a complaint as tu her own heglected life. And still, a kind 
of moral moan had of late been constantly in poor Dinah's talk. 
Tiie warm woman's heart, ill at rest, jealous, with no wholesome 
work or interest to keep emotion subordinate, was always, uncon- 
sciously, on the briuk of betrayin); Its secret. 

He looked with pity that could never tire at her averted face. 

* You, Geft?" she cried, putting on a brifthter tone. *' Why, 
you were on my side, of course. You do everylhiug good that is 
<Ione tor me in this world. Through you, for certain, Miss Bar- 
trand camc< all tha way from Tintajeux to call on me." 

** Don't give me credit on that score. Marjorie Bartrand's doings 
«re guided by no living person save Mai jorie Bartranil. She had 
made up her mind to know you; tiad beard, doubtless, about you 
;and Gaston among the islanders, and of her own free will sought 
you out. Count nie for nMhing,'* said Geofirey Arbuthnot, **in 
;any action or caprice of Marjorie Bartrand's." 

" Had heard about me and Gaston 1" Dinah repeated his words 
with the preoccupation of morbidly stiained feeling. ** 1 think one 
may know pretty well what that means. Ko wonder so many peo- 
ple turned round to look at me at Saturday's rose-show." 

•* People turn to look at you generally, do they not, Mrs. Ar- 
l)uthnot? There is as much human nature, depend upon it, in the 
Jieaii of the Channel as in Hyde Park cr Piccadilly." 

•• That is more like a speech of Lord Rex Basire's than of 
yoursi" cried Dinah, with a laugh unlike her owrn. *' Tnrow in a 
iisp, varnished shoes, a waistcoat, and a double eyeglass, and 1 
could believe it was his lordship, not Geff Arbuthnot, who was con- 
descending to talk to me.' 

"You must have put forth all your charity, have exercised a 
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giwit deal of wasted patience, la alloivfng hia Icrdahlp to coDde- 
Bcend at all," 

Ohleflj Ibintigh GaatOD'a spirited cliafacter sketches over llie^ 

. breakfast-table, Geofirej had long ago known with cerulnty wbat 

maoner ot man Lord Rex Basiie was. Instead ot answering, DinaU 

stooped above a bead oC gatden IlUea, the dense white ot whose 

petals showed waxen and spotless thtougk the gloom. 

" 1 like the smell ot lilies better than of all other Soncrs that 
Wow," 80 atler a minute her rich low voiue came to Geofltey; " 1 
can never smell tiiem, nor yet lavender, wlthonC thinking ot Aunt 
Susan's garden at Lesser Cheriton." * 

Where Qe& first saw hert The garden amidst whose crowding 
Bummer verdure he Blood at the njoment when his youth went from 
hin?, when Dinah and Gaston, hand clasped In hand, lent toward 
each other In the letel sunlixht. At this hour, with the whispera 
ot a new love attrrmg in his hearl, Geoffrey Arbuthnot cnuld not 
hear that distant time spotcen of, above all by Dinah's lips, without 
a thrill of the old passion, (he old maodened, bliodlDg sense ot loss 
overcoming him. 

■'ll might have been well for some of us," he began, "if we 
bad never beard the name of Lesser Cheriton—" 
But Dinah interrupted him quickly: 

" Mo, Geofiray, 1 can never believe that. It it means anything, 
it must mean I bad better not have martlei!! Oaslon. I should have 
no hope, no reliaion— 1 should bo a woman ready for any desperate 
action— II 1 thought tnal my lile, just as 1 have it, was not the one 
God had cut out for me as best. The fact is, you know, I have 
been too narrow," she went on hurriedly, " Something has been 
lunniug in my mind all this evening— some idle talk ot i^ord Rex 
Basire's that I may repeat to you another lime: and 1 begin 1o see 
my conduct in a new light. From tbe day Gaston mariieO me 1 
have been too nairoiv. tar." 

" Id what way? Give me one or two specimens o! youi over 
nan ow nets." 

•' 1 have tried to make the sayings ot one class flt io with the 
dolngH of another. 1 have thought that right asd wrong must be 
the same everywhere. This was my ignorance. If 1 had laken 
up— well, with Gaston's sort of opinions," she added, making an. 
unsuccessful aliempl at gayely, " it might be belter for me and for 
him, too, now." 

" 1 ailter tiomyou," said Gefl, somewhat coldly. " Right and 
wrong aie the same in every class. It would be an escellenl thing 
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for your health and spirits to get more change, more society. Stop 
there! Remain forever," Ddded Geff warmly, " in such ignorance 
Ha yours." And indeed the thought crossed him (bat, at this hour» 
"What Dinah needed was safer anchorage, not wider ship-room. 
** IT our happiness and Qaston*s would be wrecked if you attempted; 
to rule life by any other * sayings ' than your own." 

But there was a goodly alloy of mild obstinacy in Dinah Arbuth- 
^ot's character. A given idea started, and she was slow to part 
with it. The recesses of her mind would seem to shut, with per- 
tinacious closeness, over any decided impression, once made, and 
'he key for opening these recesses could not always be found, even 
by Dinah herself. 

From whatever source the sudden conviction of her nariownesa 
"^rose, another four-and-twcnty hours showed Geoffrey that the 
oonviction was genuine. Dinah had made some kind of compact 
^Ith herself, not only in the matter of opinions but of conduct. On 
Ihe following day, Sunday, it happened that Lord Rex walked 
iiome with Mrs. Arbuthnot from morning service at the town 
ijhmch. Invited by Gaston, whose easy hospitality extended itself 
lo most men. Lord Rex remained to lunch. He stayed on, long 
^fter Gaston's afternoon engagements had taken him elsewhere. 
And Dinah, although her cheeks flushed, her spirit chafed, endured 
this, her first experience in the difficult duties of a hostess, with- 
out complaint. 

** Lord Rex Basire kept his Sabbath, it seems, in Miller's Hotel," 
obfcerved Geff, when the Arbuthnot cousins were smoking, one his 
short brier pipe, the other a delicately flavored cigarette after din- 
ner. Geoffrey's own Sabbath had been kept in the wards of the 
hospital, full to overflowing with the survivors of the quarry acci- 
dent. "Ko wonder Dinah confesses to a headache. That lad*^ 
talk, a nice mixture of slang and assurance, judging from the speci- 
mens he gave us at lunch, would scarcely be of the nature Dinah 
loves." 

** Oh, 1 don't know. Basire can be very fair company when he 
likes," said Gaston, with philosophic optimism. "He is not » 
giant, intellectually. But in their heart of hearts, Geff, however 
unflattering this may be lo you and me, women don't care a straw 
for intellectual men -^ until they have been authoritatively labeled. 
The island ladies, from Madame the Archdeaconess downward, de- 
light in Lord Rex, title, disabled arm, slang, assurance— all." 

** Imagine five hours of him at a stretch. That is about what 
jo^r wife had to live through to-day." 
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'* Dinah is rousing herself, 1 hope and believe. It will do her 
all the good in the world to live through being bored." This was 
said with amiable impeiturbability by Dinah's husband. ** 1 trust 
for her ov^n sake, poor girl, she is learaing reason, beginning to 
•discover there may be other music in the spheres besides that of 
the eternal domestic duo without accompaniment.'' 

Geoffrey Arbuthnot puffed away at his pipe in silence. 

'* It was a great thing getting her to the rose show. For that, 
<jreff, 1 suspect, 1 must thanl^ you." Gaston gave a penetrating 
glance at his cousin's face. *' Miss Bartrand would certainly net 
have called on us but at your instigation, and through Miss Bar- 
trand my poor Dinah has been introduced— -well, to Lord Rex Basire, 
an Open Sesame! let us trust, to the strictly guarded gates cf in- 
sular society." 

CHAPTER XVII. 

THE FIRST CRXJMPLED ROSE-LEAP. 

Rex Basire showed no disposition to let his newly made ac- 
quaintance with Dinah Arbuthnot cool. Long before the hour tor 
Tisitors on Monday afternoon. Louise, the French waitress, entered 
the Arbuthnots' parlor. She placed before Dinah a card, also a 
t)ouqaet made up entirely of white and costly hot-house flower b. 
Just liKe the bouquet Gaston gave her on her wedding morning I 
thought Dinah, with a rush of bitter sweet recollection. 

*' Tne monsieur who was here yesterday, le petit milor S, la mus- 
tache blonde demanded the news oi madaroe. Was madame vi£i< 
ble? Should she, Louise, pray milor to enter?" 
' Dinah glanced with indifl:erence at card and flowers alike, then 
tshe rose from her worls-table. Gaston Arbuthnot, it happened, 
was at home, putting the finishing touches to ** Dodo*s Despair/' 
in his improvised studio. VVaUing quickly to the open window, 
Dinah, in a whisper, appealed to her husband. 

** Gaston, how shall 1 get rid of Lord Rex Basire? He has sent 
in his card and some flowers, as if flowers from a stranger could 
^ive one pleasure I He demands news of me, the French girl says, 
but that is too senseless. Tell me the civil way to— to— " 

•' Shut the door in his face," observed Gaston Arbuthnot, look- 
ing up from his model as Dinah hesitated. *' Why shut the door 
at all? Tne poor boy will be belter oft talking to you than he 
would be making useless purchases for young ladies in the Peters- 
poit shops." 
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*' But I am at work. 1 am counting ofi stitches for the iorget- 
DQ6-not6 round Aunt Susan *a ottoman, and then I shall come out- 
side, 1 want no company but yours." * 
' ** Basire will help you to count forget-me-nots. The Tery eno- 
ployment he would delight in!" 

And, raising his voice, Gaston Arbuthnot called cheerily to the 
servant that madame was visible. There was no time for Dinah to 
escape. In another minute Lord Rex had followed his hut-house 
bouquet, his card, and the French waitress into her presence. 

She suffered him to po&sess her hand for one chill, unwilling in-, 
stant. Determined, after a somewhat confused and halting fashion, 
to amend the error of her ways, to instruct herself, as in a book, in^ 
the usages of Gaston's world, poor Dinah shrunk like a child front 
the initiatory chapttr of her lesson. She had endured Lord Kex« 
yesterday, in the spirit of . martyidom. But to-day, to-moiiowl 
Over what space between the present time and September was her 
endurance to last? 

** 1 was afraid, if 1 waited till the afternoon, you would be out,. 
Mrs. Arbuthnot. And 1 have a weighty matter to put into your 
hands; 1—1— -mean an awfully great favcr to ask of you." 

Rex Basire, as garrison society knew him, was a youth weighted 
by no undue modesty, no otsolete chivalrous deference in his man- 
ner toward woman. He really shone, little though Dinah might 
appreciate such shining, as he stood, hesitating— for a moment half 
abashed — before the calm coldness of her lace. 

*' You will forgive me for calling at this unholy hour?" he pro- 
ceeded as she remained silent. 

Dinah Arbuthnot glanced toward the flood of sunshine that rested 
on the flower-bright borders of Mr. JVOller's garden. 

•• Why is the hour unholy?" she inquired, with slow gravity. 

** I mean an hour when you were certain to be busy," said Lord 
Rex. approaching her work-table. ** Kow 1 can see 1 am inter* 
rupting you, Mrs. Arbuthnot, am 1 not?" 

He drew forward a chair for Dinah; then, after standing for some- 
appreciable time, and flnding that she neither spoke to him nor 
looked at him, he seated himselt. uninvited. 
** Awful shame, isn't it, to interrupt you like this?" 
** It does not matter much, my lord. My time was occupied ii^ 
nothing more important than counting stitches for a border — that 
dreariest form of feminine arithmetic," Dinah's lips relaxed, **a8- 
my husband calls it." 
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*'Does your huslaand say so really? Just what one might ex- 
pect. All husbands ar€ alike." 

Modeling his clay outside, Mr. Arbuthnot smiled good-humored- 
ly to himself at the remark. . * 

*' Now, to me— you mustn't mind my saying so — lovely woman 
is never so lovely as when she is absolutely a woman! Dead against 
the higher education business— girl graduates— platform females — 
you know the style of thjng i mean. Only one out of my tiibe of 
sisters, Vic, the eldest, works at her needle— my favorite sislei from 
my cradle." 

Rex Basire felt that he threw a sbade of discriminative, yet un» 
mistakable flattery into this avowal of family preference. Dinah 
held her peace, having in her possession none of those useful col- 
loquial counters which less uninformed persons have agreed to ac- 
cept as coin. Hex Baeire's generalization about husbands lingered 
in her mind with unpleasant, with personal significanee. Was it 
possible that Gaston's coolness toward her had become matter of 
comment in the idle little world to which Linda Ihorne and Lord 
Kex Basire both belonged? 

*• 1 work at my needle," she remarked presently, *' because 1 am 
not gifted enough to do better things, if 1 had talent, a tenth part 
of talent like Gaston's, 1 should not spend my time counting 
threads of canvas." 

So the discriminative flattery had fallen through. Lord Rex 
tapped his exceedingly white teeth with the top of his cane. He 
searched diligently throughout the length and breadth of his brain 
for subject-matter, and found the land naked. His want of inspi- 
ration must, he began to think, be Mrs. Aibuthnofs fault. These 
constant allusions to the absent husbatid were crushingly unsug- 
gestive; tended, indeed, toward irksomeness. Arbuthnot was a 
well-looking man enough, of the usual American type, clever, pos- 
sibly, in his way— could knead up clay into droll little figures, 
and sing French songs without accent 1 It was distinctly not to 
listen to Gaston Arbuthnot's praises that Lord Rex had toiled under 
a hot sun, and at this "unholy hour," from Fort William Bar- 
racks up to Miller's Sarnian Hotel. 

He asked himself if Dinah were really as beautiful as during the 
past two days and nights she had appeared before him in his 
dreams? With a world full of charming women, most of them 
disposed, thought Lord Rex, to value one adequatelv, were this 
particular woman's good graces high enough stakes to be worth 
playing for? 
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Was she really, if one watched her dispassionately, so beautiful? 

Dinah set up her frame, and, leaning over it, began, or went 
through the semblance of beginning, to count her stitches. In do- 
ing so the line of down-bent golden head, the sweep of lash on the 
pink cheek, the outline of throat and shoulder, were given with 
full unconscious effect to Lord Rex. And the young man's heresy 
left him. Whatever his other skepticisms, he felt, while he lived, 
he could never d(»ubt more on one subject, the flawlessness of Dinah 
Arbuthnot's beauty. 

*' Please let me help you in your dreary arithmetic, Mrs. Arbuth- 
not. Lend me a needle, at least, and give me a trial. 1 have only 
one hand to use, but 1 have been shown, often, how worsted- work 
stitches are counted." And, indeed. Rex Basire had had a pretty 
wide training in most unprofitable pursuits. *' Each little painted 
square of the pattern goes for two threads, does it not?* 

•* 1 am sure 1 did not know gentlemen understood about cioss- 
etitch'* And Dinah reluctantly surrendeied her canvas to his out- 
fitretched hand. *' Your lordship," she added, ** will never make 
out the different shades of blue. This forget-me-not border is the 
most heart-breaking pattern 1 have workoa," 

Tour loidship — your lorushipl Gaston's face assumed an un- 
wonted liveliness of color as his wife's voice reached him. Would 
Dinah never leave off talkmg as Ihe young ladies talk behind the 
counters in glove shops, he asked hii^self ? Would she never learn 
the common every-day titles by which men and women address each 
other in the world? 

The clay was no longer plastic under Mr. Arbuthnot's touch. He 
moved without sound to the window. He took a discerning glance 
at the two people seated beside the table— Lord Rex with masculine 
awkward fingers^ solemnly parceling out canvas forget-me-nots, as 
though his commission depended on his accuracy; Dinah, a look 
of shy amusement on her face, demurely watching him. 

Gaston Arbuthnot took one glance. Then he put aside his 
tools, wrapped a wet cloth hastily around ** Dodo's Despair," 
and with a mannci not devoid qi a ceitain impatience, piepared 
to quit his studio. Could it be— the question presented itself un- 
bidden—that a shadow of coming distrust had fallen on him? 
The thought was absurd. He, Gaston Arbuthnot, distrustful of 
the gentle, home-staying girl, whose devotion to himself had at 
times— poor Dinah—amounted to something worse than a fault, an 

inconvenience! That to morrow's sun should rise in the east was 

5 
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not a surer fact than that his wife's Griselda-like fidelity shoulci 
endure to the end. 

And still, in the inmost conscience of him, Gaston Arbutnnot 
was uncomfortable. 

Re Uad spent nearly four years of absolute trust — four goldeD 
years of youth, of love, with the sweetest companion that ever 
blessed the lot of erring man. In this moment he leallzed the sen- 
sation of !be first crumpled rose-leaf. Commonly jealous he could 
not be. His temperament, the circumstances of his lot, forbade 
Ignoble feeling. He knew that, for a man like Hex Basire. tolera- 
tion must be the kindliest sentiment that Dinah, with difiiculty^ 
could bring herself to entertain. 

It was not jealcusy, not distrust ; it was simply the reversal of 
all pnst experience that disconcerted Gaston's mind. It was the 
whole abnoimal picture — the diverted Icok on Dinah's face, her 
embroidery needle and canvas— ^er«-—be1 ween Rex Basire's fingers, 
that was so blankly unwelcome in his sight. 

If Gaston Arbuthnot ever in his life was an actor in a similar bit 
of drawing-room comedy, you may be sure the role chosen by him 
had been the one new played by Lord Rex. Some other fellow- 
moital in a blouse, and with clay -stained hands, may have watched 
from the slips. It was Gaston who counted the stitches! 

He was not cut out by Nature to take subordinate parts; and 
this his first little taste of abdicated power had a singularly insipid 
fiavor to his palate. 



CHAPTER XVIll. 

HOW DINAH SAID ** TES.** 

Rex Babibb, meanwhile, counted manfully on. A hundred* 
and-ten from the corner scroll to the first line of blue; and seventy- 
six, either m ay, of grounding. Emboldened by success, he insisted 
upon filling in the yellow heart of a single forget-me-not. "Just 
as a souvenir!" he pleaded, contriving to gel thiough the task clev- 
erly enough. A twelvemonth hence, when half the world lay be 
tween them, he thought Mrs. Arburthnot might look at the center 
of this torget-me*not, and remember to-day. 

*' I shall remember a length of filoselle wasted. "Your lordship's 
stitches must be picked out at once — they are worKed the wrong 
way ol the silk." Taking back the needle and canvas, Dinah be- 
gan to put her threat into instant execution. " A twelvemonth 



A GIRTON GIRL. 131 

hence," she added, ** 1 hope to be looking at somettiiny; more in- 
teresting than wool-work. Most of my pieces get stored away, tor 
no one in particular. Tiiis ottoman is for my Aunt'Susau in Cam- 
bridgeshiie. It will he a great set off to her front parlor "—Dinah 
admitted this with a tinge ot artist's pride; '* tut 1 am not likely 
to sec it there. We have not been to Cheriton for four years, and—" 

*' Happy Aunt Susan 1" exclaimed Lord Rex, who was wont to 
t)e a little impudent without awakening anger. ** What would 1 
give to have— not an ottoman tor my front parlor— but something 
modest, a kettle-holder with an appropriate motto, say, worked for 
me by fair and charitable Angers!" 

** By your favorite sister's, perhaps." 

Dinah *s voice was cold and clear as ice as she offered the sug- 
gestion. 

''l:ou are in an unkind mood, Mrs. Arbuthnot. So unkind," 
Lord Rex took up a pair of scissors, and regarded them solemnly, 
as though they had been the shears ot fate, ** that 1 feel, before- 
hand, you mean to say, * No ' to everything 1 ask. 1 told you, did 
1 not, that 1 had come to put a weighty matter into your hands?" 

'* Do nothing ot the kind, my lord. 1 am unused to receiving 
favors from a stranger. Your flowers axe very beautiful *' — with 
a touch Dinah piaced the bouquet two or three inches further from 
her — *• and I dare sny your lordship meant it kindly to bring them. 
That is enough! 1 live quite retired, and—" 

Stopping short, Dinah colored violently. At this moment she 
heard Gaston's tread as he ran down tne outer stone staircase. She 
knew that &he was left alone with Rex Basire for just as bng as 
Hex Basire might think fit to stay. 

** But we hope to win a favoi from you. The subalterns of the 
regiment are getting up a party for Wednesday, and we want to 
know if you will condescend to play hostess for us? We mean to 
be orginal," Lord Rex hurried on, not giving Dinah time to speak 
and refuse. " Instead of having a hun>drum dance or dinner on 
terra- firma, we mean to charter a yacht— the 'Princes^,' now 
ying in Guernsey harbor— and carry all the nicest-looking people 
in the island out to sea." 

Dinah's eyes gave him a look of momentary but severe disap- 
proval. 

** For this, a hostess is imperatively needed. Chaperonage, in its 
most venerable form, we can command. I've been spending the 
forenoon, 1 give you my word I have, in paying court to old 
ladies. Miss Tigho smiles on our project. 1 he arclideaconess does 
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not frown. Ot course we have Mrs. Verschoyle. But we want a 
great deal more than vbnerable chaperons. We want a young and 
charming lady* to do the honors for us. Mrs. Arbuthnot, we want 
youl" 

Now Dinah's nature held as little commonplace vanity as could 
well lall to a woman's share; through commonplace vanity had 
Lord Bex nevei, at this juncture, won her to say '* les." From 
pleasure, so-called, slie had shrunk, more than ever, since the taste 
she got of pleasure at l he rose-show — yes, during the very houra 
when, with rash etrategy, she had been planning to act a part in 
Gaston Arbuthnot's world, among Gaston's friends. ^ 

But every human being, given a v0ie enough scope, must end by 
justifying the cynic's aphorism. Th^ resisting powers of the best 
man, of the best woman living, have their price, so far as insignifi- 
cant mundane matteis are concerned. 

1^0 need to seek far for poor sore-hearted Dinah's price 1 

Whispers of the projected yachting party had, for several days 
past, reached her, chiefly in fragments o£ talk between her husband 
and the other boarders in Miller's Hotel. She knew that Gaston 
was an invited guest. She had an impression, based on air, and 
yet, like many a ''ealous fear, not all foundationless, that Linda 
Thome was to be the quasi-hostess, the graceful presiding influence 
of the hour. 

" Me— you ask me?" she faltered, sensible of a blinding rash of 
temptation, and nat lifting her eyes from the canvas where she had 
now effaced the last irace of Lord Rex*s handiwork. *' I should 
think others would be more suitable. JL should think," the blood 
fcrsook her lips as she suggested the name, *' that Mrs. Thorne — " 

*' Oh, we have decided, all of us, against Linda," said Lord Rex, 
with his usual cool sincerity, ** Mrs, Thorne is the nicest woman 
going, on shore." 

•* Ot that 1 am convinced." 

*'And she has been kind enough to murmur an experimental 
' ITes,' though no one acknowledges to having asked her. (A sus- 
picion goes about tnat it was ArbuthnotI) But Mrs. Thome's qual- 
ities are not sea-going. She has not the marine foot, as your hus- 
band would say. She and the doctor will be of our party, of 
course, but Linda could never play the part oi hostess for us* 
Oscar Jones took her and the De Carteret girls out sand-eeling-— you 
know little Oscar, the one handsome fellow in the regiment?— and 
Mrs. Linda was seasick straight through the jolliest night ot May 
moonlight, "iou like the ocean, I am sure, Mrs. Arbuthnot." 
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** Yes, 1 like it. Years ago, when we had not long been married, 
Mr. Arbuthnot hired a little cutter yacht. We spent four weeks ac 
sea oft the coast of Scotland. They were the happiest weeks of my 
life.'' 

Dinah said this with her accustomed quiet reserve. Yet, had 
Lord Hex knoirn her better, he might have discerned a tremor in her 
voice as she recalled those far-off days— days when neither mistrust 
nor coldness had marred the first ineffable joy of her love for 
Gaston Arbuthnot. 

** That is all right; 1 am a second Byron myself. The sea is my 
passion. It would have been a sort of blow— 1 hope you under- 
stand me when 1 say that it would have been a sort of blow — to 
hear you say you were a bad sailor.'* 

Dinah, who never helped out a tlatteriDg speech, direct or im- 
plied, looked away from him. 

** A suspicion goes about that it was Arbuthnot." The words 
rang in her ears; light words, heedlessly apoken, yet destined to 
swell the total with which Gaston Arbuthnot was already too 
heavily credited on the balance-sheet of his wife's heart. 

'* We may count upon you, may we not? Arbuthnot has ac- 
cepted for himself, l^ow we want your promise. If the weather 
continues like this we may rely upon seeing you on board the 
• Princess ' next Wednesday?" 

*• You have not explained what seeing me on board the * Princess * 
means." Dinah's tone was evasive. Probably, thought Lord Rex, 
the puritanical conscience required time to collect itself! '* I don't 
know, at my staid age," she added, ** that 1 should countenance 
you. What did you say about carrying all the nice-looking people 
In Quemsey out to sea?" 

Upon this slight whisper of encouragement Rex Basiie entered 
voluminously into details. The proprieties— to begin, he declared, 
solenrm of face, with the facts of greatest significance— the proprie- 
ties were set at rest. An undeniable archdeaconess, a Cassandra 
Tighe (minus nothing but her harp) were secured. The De Carteret 
girls, and Rosie Verschoyle, four of the Guernsey beauties regnant, 
had accepted. It would be a high spring tide on Wednesday, and 
the '* Princess " must start early tc reach the Race of Alderney 
be lore the ebb. Afternoon would find them anchored oft Lan- 
grune, in Normandy. ** Where we shall land, observe the manners 
and customs of the natives, eat a French dinner, take cur little 
whirl, perhaps, in the casino ball-room," said Lord Rex, ** and so 
back, a la Pepys, lo our virtuous homes." 
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** The scheme is too gay Jtor me/* cried Dinah, with an uneasy 
dread of Gaston's disapproval. " 1 never danced in my life. 1 
hope— nD, 1 am sure, my lord, that 1 shall never set foot inside the 
walls of a casino." 

*' ^ot of a French casino, Mrs. Aibuthnot?" Lord Rex argued, 
warily, still mindful of the puritanical note. 

"Certainly not. A French casino I Why, that only makes it 
worse." 

" A French casino is an innocent kind of sea-side dancing-school. 
Papas and mammas ot families sit around. Small boys and girls 
exhibit their steps. Papa drinks his little glass of absinthe, mam- 
ma her tumbler of sugar -water. We go back to our hotel, hand in 
hand with tlie babies, at ten o'clock. Except the Zoological Gar 
dens on week days, 1 know no human form of dissipation so mild 
as a French casino.*' 

** 1 should have to meet too many strangers on board, 1 should 
be alone among them all. The only lady in Guernsey who has 
called on me is Gefl's pupil. Miss Bartrand of Tintajeux." 

** Who will be Invited to come, under your charge." Lord Rex 
adroitly left more delicate social questions untouched. ** Marjoiie 
Bartrand would be rough on a chaperon, 1 should think. Difficult 
to say whom the Girtonian of the future would not be rough on! 
But you, Mrs. Arbuihnot, seem to have stepped into her favor." 

*' And is Geofirey to be asked?" 

** Geoftrey? Ah, to be sure — your cousin. Senior wrangler, 
was he not?" 

'* Geoffrey took his honors in classics." 

" FiightfuUy * boss ' man, any way. Does not look as if he cared 
about frivolous amusements in general, btill — " 

Lord Rex hesitated. Some finer prophetic sense informed him 
that Geoffrey Arbuthnot's might be a name as well omitted from 

* the programme of pleasure he was chalking out with such zealous 

j trouble for next W ednesday. 

' ** But is the party to be frivolous? 1 hardly understood thai. 

- Ko one loves the sea better than Geff. He will go, I'm sure, if 1 
go." 

^ This was said by Dinah with conviction. Through long habit 
she had come to regard Geoffrey's obedience to her smallest wish as 
an accomplished fact. 

*' Notes shall be dispatched to Miss Bartrand and to your cousin 
without an hour's delay. 1 am awfully indebted to you, Mrs. Ar- 
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\)uthnot. You can't think what a load of moral obligation you have 
taken off my mind by saying * \es.* " 

And wlien Loid Rex left Miller's Hotel he was radiant; a possi- 
bility of Geoffrey Arbuthnot saying ** Ves " also, the one little 
shadow ot a cloud that obscured next "Wednesday's hoiizon. 

On his return to Fort William, later on in the day, his road took 
him past the garden gate of Dr. Thome's Bungalow. The gate 
stood open, and Lord Rex saunteied in, as it was the habit ot un- 
occupied insular youth to do, during the afternoon hours of tea and 
gossip. 

Small Rah nee and her ayah were picturesquely grouped upon a 
bright square of Persian carpet on the lawn. A macaw and two 
tance parrots gave a local, or eastern, color to the scene as they 
screeched from their perches among the garden shrubs. Within one 
ot the drawing-room windows—bay windows opening to the ground 
— reposed Linda. Her dress was of embroidered Indian muslin, 
not absolutely innocent of darns, perhaos, for the doctor retained 
so much of old bachelor habit as to be Ids own housekeeper, and 
poor Linda muBt practice many a humiliating economy in her lot 
of femme incomprise. Bangles, similar to Rahnee's. concealed 
the outline ot the lady's iliin wrists. Her black hair, worn in a 
single coil, revealed sharply the outline of her head, Linda's one in- 
contestably good point. The cunningly arranged shadow of a rose- 
colored window awning, if it did not hide, at least threw possible 
defects of complexion, suspicions of coming crow's-feet, into un- 
certainty. 

Linda Thome was not a pretty woman. * Lord Rex, his eyes still 
dazzled by Dinah's wild-rose face, felt more than usually cognizant 
of the fact. And still, with Rahnee and the turbaoed ayah, with 
the macaws and parrots, the embroidered Indian dress, the Indian- 
looking bungalow, Linda ** composed " well. She formed the cen- 
tral figure of a Benjamin Constant picture, right pleasant to behold. 

A hum ot animated voices was in the air. Three or four young 
and pretty girls were distributed, spots ot agreeable color, about 
Liinda's sober-hued drawing-room. The prettiest of them all pre- 
sided over a miniature tea-table drawn close beside the hostess at 
tne open window. And the burden ot everybody's talk, ibe clash- 
ing point ot everybody's opinions, was next Wednesday's yachting- 
parly. 

*' We are to start at seven. Mamma heard it from Captain 
Ozanne, himself.*" 
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** At midnight of Tuesday. The * Princess ' will be away twenty- 
four hours." 

** A' week, at least, Kosiel And Madame Corbie is (o be chaperon." 

*' 1 heard— Cassandra Tighe." 

** There are to be no chaperons worth speaking of, tor of course 
—don't be oftended, Linda— we can not look upon you as one, 

80—" 

** So you are quite wrong, all of you," exclaimed Lord Rex, his 
hettd peeping up suddenly across Linda Thome's shoulder. ** Miss 
Verschoyle, will you give me a cup of tea if 1 promise to set you 
light in a few of your guesses? A cup of tea, and jour protection, 
for 1 am certain to be well attacked." 

** This stimulates our curiosity to the proper point," the young 
lady answered, with a doubt tul smile, but making place for Lord 
Rex at her side. ** At the same tiOkC, it is an admission you have 
been doing something rather less wise thnn usual. Do you take six 
or seven lumps of sugar in your tea, Lord Hex? I never remember 
the precise number." 

Rosie Verschoyle was a bright-coraplexioned dimpled girl of 
nineteen, with an exactly pioporlioned waist (of society), an ex- 
actly correct profile, the exact mass of nut-brown hair ihal fashion 
requires descending to her brows, and a pair of large, nut-biown, 
somewhat spaniel-liks eyes. Until Dinah's advent Lord Rex 
thought Rosie the fairest among the beauties regnant, and was 
openly her slave at all the picnics and garden-parties going. Miss 
Verschoyle had not the air of encouraging these attentions. She 
seldom lost a chance of making Rex i3asire's vanity smart, and had 
been known to say tliat she positively disliked that plain, forward 
boy who managed to scare away really pleasant partners and 
monopolize one's best dances. And still, throughout the whole 
island society, among Rosie's more intimate girl-friends notably, 
theie had been a growing suspicion for some time past that Miss 
Verschoyle would, one day, marry Lord Rex Basire. 

'* 1 take as many lumps as Miss Verschoyle chooses to give me." 
He leceived the cup with meek humility from her plump, white, 
inexpressive hands. ** The sweets and bitters as they come." 

*' Bitters— in teal" echoed Rosie, opening her brown eyes Wide. 
•* Steer clear of metaphors, Lord Rex. They really do not suit 
your style of eloquence." 

** Rosie, Rosie! While you two children spar, the rest of us aie 
dying of curiosity." The admonition was matle in Linda's smooth- 
est voice. '* Lord Rex, recollect you^ promise. You know, you 



are to set us all right. Wliat are the plans for Wednesday? VV hy 
are we certain, when we have heard these plans, to attack you? 
Come here, and maRe confession. " 

Loid Hex perched himself, obediently, on a stool near Mrs. 
Thome's feet. Then, sipping the tea sweetened for him by Rosie 
Verschoyie, with more trepidation of spirit, so he afterward owned, 
than he ever felt before the fire of an enemy, he thus began his 
shrift: 

" We have made due inquiry from the harbor master, and find 
the ' Princess ' must clear out as soon as the first English steamer 
is signaled. W ill sev^n o'clock be too early for you all?" 

A chorus of cheerfully acquiescent voices answered,** No." 

'* We have also invited Madame Corbie and the archdeacon, it 
seems, for an exriedition of the kind, one ought to have a real sub- 
stantial chaperon ci two. 1 beg your pardon, Mrs. Thome, but—" 

** Oh, don't apologize," cried Linda, with good humor, willing, 
like most of her sex, to condone the accusation of over-youth. 

** And Madame Coibie accepts, conditionally. 1 hsve been pay- 
ing my court to aged ladies half the morning! So, unconditionally, 
does Miss Tighe. As regards chaperon age, one may say really — 
really—" hesitated Lord Rex, feeling in his guilty soul how red he 
grew, " one may say, Mrs. Thome, that, in the matter of chaper- 
ons, there will be an embarrassment of riches." 

** Especially as mamma never allows me to go anywhere without 
herself. Was it about the superabundance of chaperons that you 
knew we should attack you?" 

Rosie Verschoyie asked the question in her gay, thin little voice^ 
her unpremeditated manner, yet with a directness of aim that poor 
iicrd Rex had not liie cleverness to parry. 

*• Attack me? Why that was only a foolish joke, don't you 
know ! Yes, W3fe— we have Mrs. Verschoyie and the archdeaconess 
as chaperons-in- chief. Only, poor Mrs. Verschoyie, the moment 
the * Princess ' moves, will be in the cabin, and the archdeacon- 
ess—" 

m 

** Try not to look so conscious. The archdeaconess?" 

** It the wind veers between this and Wednesday, will not start at 

all. And so, as we must have a married lady to do hostess for us, 

and as you, Mn^. Thorne, are also not a first-rate sailer, 1 have 

asked Mrs. Arbuthnot." 
A heavy silence followed upon this announcement. Linda Thorne 

was the first to break it. 
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** And Mrs. Arbulhnot has accepted? 1 need haidly ask the 
question." 

** Yes," returned Lord Rex, stanchly enough, " 1 am glad to say 
that Mrs. Arbuthnot has accepted." 

Bosie Yersehoyle turned over and examined a band of silver on 
her round white wrist. 

*' Mrs. Arbuthnot? Surely that is the same person we saw ^ ith 
Marjorie Bartrand at the rose-show? How wonderfully baiKtsome 
she is! Mamma has talked of nothing else. One will be quite too 
glad to see her neax. In these democratic days we must all bow 
unquestioniugly befoie Beauty. The capital B lenders it abstract." 

Lord Kex felt the speech to be ungenerous. Vague questionings 
that he had once or twice held within himself, as to whether he 
might or might not be in danger of liking Miss Yersehoyle too well, 
received an impromptu solution a1 this moment. He was in no dan- 
ger at a1), held the local estimate of her good looks, even, to be 
overstrained. As she stood before him, in her fullness of youthful 
grace, the delicate profile held aloft, the little cruel sentences escap* 
ing, one by one, from her pouting red lips, Rosie's prettiness 
seemed changed to Rex Basire as though the wand of some malig- 
nant fairy gcdmother had secretly touched her. 

*• My political opinions outstep democracy. Miss Yersehoyle. 
But if 1 were as starched a Tory as — as my own father, by Jovel 
1 should think Mrs. Arbuthnot's society an honor. 1 don*t^nder- 
stand that sort of thing, the tone people put on in speaking of a 
woman whose only crime is her beauty." 

** Mrs. Aibuthnct, if she needs a defender, is fortunate in pos- 
sessing so warm a one." 

The remark was made by Rosie Yersehoyle, with unv^ise readi- 
ness. 

•* But one could never imagine her, poor dear, needing anything 
of the kind." it was Linda Thome who spoke. "1 have been 
introduced to Mrs, Arbuthnot by her husband. 1 have heard about 
her« also from him, and I am sure she is quite the most harmless of 
individuals. Kot naturally bright 1 Like too many other gifted 
creatures, Mr. Aibuthnot may know the want of household sym- 
pathy—" 

"Gets along capitally without it," interrupted Lord Rex* 
*' l^ever saw any man better satisfied with himself and with his life 
than Arbuthnot." 

** Not naturally bright, and lacking the education which, in more 
fortunate people, serves as a varnish to poorness of ability. If they 



:JUi 



J 



f 



A GIRTOK GIRL. 139 

Stay bete long enough I shall persuade Mr. Arbuttknot, as a duty, 
to make his wife take lessons— in music, riding, calisthenics, any- 
thing to beguile her from that patient, that perpetual cross-stitch.'* 

Lord Kex gave a searching look at Linda 'I home's face. His 
was no very high or luminous character, as will be seen in the atter 
course of this history. Tet were hi^ failings chiefly those ot his 
age and circumstances. When he erred, it was without premedi- 
tation, walking along tracks trodden hard by others. His virtues 
were his own, and among these was the virtue of thorough straight- 
torwardnass. It trembled on Lord Hex's tongue to ask Linda a 
crucial question relative lo Gaston Arbuthnot's **duty," when ap* 
preaching footsteps made themselves heard along the gravel drive. 
1 here came a shrill shout of welcome in Rahnee's voice, a torrent 
of pigeon English, presumably from the ayah, in w^ich the words 
** Missy 'Buthnot " might be distinguished. Linda Thome's 
Indian -bleached cheeks assumed a just perceptible shade of red. 

** Talk of angels," she observed, raising her fingei to her lips, 
" and straightway we hear the flutter of their wings 1 It would be 
ivise to choose a rather less invidious theme than the demerits of 
cross-stitch." 

And then, almost before she finished speaking, Gaston Arbuth- 
not, with the quiet air of a man certain of the reception that awaits 
him, entered upon the scene. 

Next Wednesday's yachting expedition continued to be the sub- 
ject of talk among Linda's visitors. But it was talk with a differ- 
ence; the character of Ophelia cut, by desire, from the play. Hard 
to bewail the lot ot gifted creatures, or dlfecusE the necessity, in 
these democratic days, ot bowing down to Beauty, with Dinah's 
husband taking part in one's conversation! When the party had 
dispersed, however— Lord Hex, in spite of his disenchantment, es- 
corting Rnsie Verschoyle home— when Linda Thorne was left alone 
wih Gaston Arbuthnot, she spoke her mind. And her tone was 
one ^vhich all her social knowledge, all her powers of self-com- 
mand and self-effacement, tailed to render sweet. 

Now it was a peculiarity belonging to Gaston Arbuthnot's char- 
acter, that he was apt to mystify every human creature, his cousin 
Geoffrey excepted, with whom his relations were near. The more 
intimate you became with this man, the less firm seemed the moral 
grip by which you held him. Dinah's over-diffident heart perpetu- 
ally doubted the stability of his love. She was unhappy with 
him, dreading lest, in her society, he were not enough amused. 
Bhe was unhappy away from him, dreading lest in her absence he 
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"Were amused too well I Linda Theme was equally at lault'as to 
the texture ot his friendship. Long years ago, Gaston Arbuthn«t's 
boyish good looks — perhaps, it must be owned, Gaston Arbuthnot's 
devoted attentions— won all of tender sentiment that Linda^ then a 
neglected, overworked governess, had to give. She had been to 
India in Ihe interval. She had learned the market worth of senti- 
ment. There was Dr. Thome — Rahneel There w«re her duties, 
real and histrionic, to fill her life. And the days of her youth had 
reached the flickering hour before twilight. 

But Linda had net forgiven Gaston Arbuthnot. She had not 
forgotten how near she once came to loving him. And she was 
sorely, unreasonably wounded, through vanity rather than through 
feeling, by Dinah's fresh and girlish charm. 

An anomalous position; perhaps, a commoner one than some 
young wives, morbidly sensitive as to alien influence over their hus- 
bands, may suspect. 

"So there has been a small imbroglio about Wednesda3/'s ar- 
rangements! 1 can not tell you how glad 1 am to be relieved from 
a weight of sea-going responsibility. Mis. Arbuthnot, 1 am sure, 
will enact hostess for our younr; subalterns so much more grace- 
fully than 1 could. She is a good sailor, doubtless?'* 

Gaeton had taken up a morsel of drawing-paper and some red 
chalk— every kind of artistic appliance had found its way, of late, 
into Mrs. Thome's drawiDg-room— some ideal woman's face with 
beauty, with anger on it, was growing into life under his hand. 
He finished, in a few delicate, subtle touches, the shadow between 
a low GreeK brow and eyelid ere he spoke. 

" Dinah is a famous sailor. We look back to a little Scottish 
yachting tour we made, soon after our marriage, as about the best 
timeot our lives.*' 

Linda Thorae,a fair decipherer of surface feeling in general, 
could gather absolutely nothing from Gaston's level lone. He 
raised his eyes, during a steady second or two, from his paper; he 
met her interrogative glance with one of strict neutrality. 

" I am relieved and at the same time stupidly inquisitive, ^ow, 
why, in the name of all things truthful, did you not mention that 
Mrs. Arbuthnot meant to go with us on Wednesday?" 

Gaston was silent; too absorbed perhaps in his creation, slight 
chali^ sketch though it was, to give heed to matter so unimportant 
as this which Linda pressed upon him. 

•' Possibly you were not aware that Mrs. Arbuthnot was going?'* 
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Linda Tborne liRzarded the remark wUb a suspicion ol inuocenc 
malice. 

" Tlist reallj Ib tba tiulli." Taking a folding- liook from liis 
bieast, Gaston stcied away biB iketch caietully between l\a leaves. 
" Ton must excuse me, Mta. Thome. An idea ilruck me just 
now, suggested byalook 1 BurpTlBedon tlicTuce ot Mlas Verschoyle, 
Boil 1 baslened toitliwith lo make my memoiandum. Diaali to 
enact liostESs [or the suballernB on Weduesday, do you soy? Purely 
not. 1 could almost wUu that it were lo be so. But my wife, aa 
you know, keeps to liei own quiet way ol life." 

" VVe bave Ijord Rex Baeiie's woid tor it. Accoiding to Lord 
Rex, Mra. Aibutlinot baa most decidedly ttccepleU Ibtlr invita- 

" Dioab does not mean to go. Lotd Bex deceives himself," 

Gaston Aibuthnnt spoke with sincerity. Ue had told OcoQrey, 
as a jeat, that Dinah was turning over a new leaf, beginning to Uis- 
covti, poor gill, that there might be other music in ihe splieies be- 
sides that of the eternal domestic duo without accompaniment. Of 
Dinali's piofouudTy changed mood, ber lesolve c( gaining wider 
~ views by fretjuenliug a woilJ which as yet she knew not, be was 
Igncront. 

Linda Thome watched him skeptically. 

" Fiay do nol dash my hopes. I trust and I believe that Mrs. 
Arbuthnot ifIII play hostess to us ail nest Wednesday. Come!" 
she added, with ralbcr forced playfulness. " Will you make me a 
bet about II? 1 will give you any amount of odds you like, in 
Jouvtn'a beat." 

" It is agslnat my piinciplea to bet on a certainty, Mrs. Thome. 
1 am as certain that Dinah has not pledged heieelf tci Wednesday's 
picuie as that I have pledged inyeelt to dine wltlt Doctor and Mrs. 
Thorne tills evening." 

Bui, in spite of bis assuied votoe, a shade of restlessness was to 
be traced Id Gaston Arbuthnot's manner. He would not remain, 
as it had become bis habit to do, at The Bungalow, singing, oi 
drawing, or chatting away the two hours between afternoon lea and 
dlDDer, in Linda's society. Even Bahnee (to Oaston's mind Ihe 
f rst attraction In the house) must forego her usual game i>t hide- 
and-seoli with "Missy "Butuot." Even Rahnee threw her thin, 
bangled arms round her playmate's neck In vain. Frankly, so, at 
last, he was brought In make confession, he had forgotten to tell 
Dinah of his engagement, must huriy back. loiihwith, to Miller's 
HoEel lo set Dinah's heart at rest. Unnecessary! "Ah, Mrs. 
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Thorne/' and as he spoke Gaston's eyes look straight into the lady's 
soul, " that question of necessity just depends ux)0u the state of 
one's domestic legislation. Regard ing these small matters, my wife 
and 1, ioitunately tor ourselves, aie in our honey-moon sta^e still.*' 
This was always Gaston's tone in speaking of Pinah at The 
Bungalow. He painted tiutli in truth's brightest colois whenever 
he a£Eorded Linda Thome a glimpse o£ his own household happi- 
ness. 



CHAPTER XIX. • 

GASTON AKBUTHNOT'S PHILOSOPHY. 

The first dressing-bell was ringing by the time he reached the 
hotel. Dinah's parlor was empty; her embroidery frame—silver 
paper shrouding its impossible lorget-mc-nots and auriculas from 
the lieht of heaven— stood on her wort^-table. Passing into the 
adjoining room without knocking, Mr. Arbuthnot beheld a sight 
not netv to him, save as legarded the hour of the day— Dinah on 
her knees beside her bed, her head bowed, her face hidden between 
her hands. 

She rose up hurriedly at the sound of her husband's entrance. 
She brushed away some tell-tale tears, not, however, before Gas- 
ton's quick 2>lance had had opportunity to detect them. 

All men disJike the sight of a wife in tears. A small minority 
may dislike the sight of a wife on her knees. Gaston xVrbuthnot 
shared both prejudices. He concealed his irritution under a kiss — 
cold, mechanical, the recipient felt those kisses to be— bestowed on 
each of Dinah's flushing cheeks. 

** 1 beg a thousand pardons for disturbing you at your prayers^ 
mv dear, but—" 

" I was not praying. 1 wish 1 had been,'* interrupted Dinah„ 
promptly. " To pray, one's heart must be at rest." 

Kow Gaston Arbuihnot looked upon all strong and unpleasant 
emotion with a feeling bordering on actual repugnance. And Di- 
nah's voice had that in it which thioatened storm. His irritatioix 
grew. 

** 1 beg your pardon loi interrupting a mood not calm enough 
for prayer (although it required a prayerful attitude), yet sad enough 
for tears. 'J'hat terrible habii of weeping will wear away even your 
good looks in time, Dinah." 

A time far distant, surely! Never liad she been fairer in Gaston's 
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siRhl tliaD at lh[a moment, in bei fresh cambric dinner diesa, witb 

^ tier hair like n Dimbus ot gold around hei toiehead, ivilh a color 

vermeil as any Italian dawn on the cheeks his Kpa had newly 

t touched, 

" I Btould like to keep toy good locks till 1 am OUy years old, If 
good looks were oolf taithtui servanta, il ihey brought one only a 
tafile ot real happlnessl As II is — " 

" My dear gltl, although you chance lo he a tittle out of temper 
with life, don't lurget you have a husband. I am a vain msD— bo 
you und GV& tell me— and the chief ot all my Tanlties is, thai I am 
L blessed with a handsome wite." 

[ " Out of temper with life! I think rtot, GasCcn. Lite haa been 

^ eeol m^ the rugged with the smooth, and 1 must learn to fit mj- 

I flelf tD both. It 1 had been clever, 1 should have leained my les- 

fann long ago. I must shape myself tc things as they are, not want 
to Bhape them according to my poor village notions, I waa trying 
lo reason about it all Just now." 
I "In an attitude that 1 misundei stood," observed Oaston Ar- 

f buthnot. 

" 1 go on my knees when I need lo tbink, clearly and humbly. 
1 would not dare to say al sucb times that 1 pray." 

Talk like Ihla waa beneath, or above, Gaston Arbutboofa level. 
He told tier so plainly. 

" My afternoon has teen paaaed In a thoroughly mundane and 
f!TOveling manner, Ulnah. I left this houre at about three, just 
when you were giving Lord Res Basire a leseon in cross-stitchi 
Since then, I have been spending my lime, not in aolemn llioughls 
that required geuuQexioo, but in listening to the last liltle version 
«f the lait little bit ot island gcaaip. It eeema you mean, after all, 
to {o into the world whore, as 1 have often lold you, so many more 
sink than swim. Tou have accepted Rex Basire'a Invitation for 
I the picnic next Wedneadayt" 

f The accusation, JF it were one, came with a sharpaeas ot ring lor- 

«lgn to Gbbiou Arbulhnot's modulated voice. Dinah's oolor deep- 

" 1 have accepted Lord Bex Baalie's Invitation tor Wednesday — 
yes," 

" You can not, J think, mean to go. The picnic will be a helter- 
skelter kind ot aSair. It was got up by these young men In the 
first inalance, more aa a frolic than aaylhin? else, and— " 

" You are going yourself, are you not, Gaslon?" 

" That is uncetlaln. I believe I did give a conditional consent 
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over the dioDAr-table, beiore it yraa at all sure the tbing would 
come off." 

** And Mrs. Thome Is going?'* 

'* Oh, Linda goes everywhere. There is a legend that ehe and 
the doctor dined one night at mess.'* 

" And Madame Corbie? Don*t you think a party that is staid 
enough for an aichdeacon's wife must be safe lor me?" 

Xt was Dinah who spoli;e; yet the tone, the words, were curiously 
unlike Dinah's. Borne other woman, surely, stood in the place ot 
hei, who during loui years had been as wax to every turn of Gas- 
ton Arbuthnot's will! 

'* I can see that you have made up your mind^confess, Dinah,, 
you have run already to Madame Voisin's and ordered your dresa 
for Wednesday?" 

She turned away, impatiently, at the question. 

'* Well, I will not be unwi»e enough to argue. At least persuade 
Geoffrey to go too, get Geoffrey lo lake care ot you. Had I beea 
consulted," remarked Gaston, dryly, ** 1 should have advised you 
to * come out ' anywhere rathei than on a yacht biied, in this kind 
of way, by Lord Rex Basire and his brother subs." 

"Gaston!" 

** Oh, not because of the right or wrong of the thing. 1 don't,**' 
said Gaston, " go in for transcendental attitudes, morally or physic- 
ally. My advice would have been Eimply offered on a matter of 
taste. You, my love, are doubtless the best judge. What time ia 
il._seven? Then I have scarcely half an hour to diess.** 

** To dress!** faltered Dinah. ** And my brier roses, our walfc. 
to Hoscoff Common? 1 have been looking forward to it for days» 
Did you not promise to draw me some real brier roses for the finish 
of my border?** 

" Of course, I promised, and ot course I shall fulfill, my dear 
child. The Roscoff roses will keep. ** 

" And you are going out to dinner again, Gaston?*' 

*'Only to the Bungalow.** Mr. Arbuthnot made a move to- 
ward the door of his dressing-icom. ''Mrs. Thome is am labia 
enough generally to condone a morning-coat. To-night, 1 believe^ 
theie will be more of a party than usual.** 

Dinah rested hei hand upon hei husband*s shoulder, but not withr 
the clinging, imploring touch to which Gaston Arbuthnot ^as ac- 
customed. 

*' If 1 could have an answer to one question I should be content,*' 
she exclaimed, almost with passion. *' It is an answer you can 
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give. What are Mrs. Thome's gifts? What is the cleveiness 
which diaws a man as difficult to please as you five days a week to 
her house?" 

The situatioQ had become critical. A feverish color burned on 
Dinah's face, her question was trenchant and desperately to the 
point. But it was just the hardest thing imaginable to get Gaston 
Aibuthnot into a tiptoe posture. The drama of his life, so he 
himself avowed, consisted, a good nine tenths of it, of carpenter's 
scenes. If he were forced to declaim some passage of high and 
tragic blank-verse it would inevitably sound like a bit of genteel 
comedy from his lipsl 

A husband of warmer tempei, it would be unjust to say of warm- 
er heait, must have kindled at the daring of Dinah's words, the 
ardent eagerness of her face. 

Gaston Arbuthnot was interested rather than mcved. He an- 
swered with the chill candor of an impartial judge: 

*' Linda's gifts? First on the list we must place the cardinal 
one of vocal silence. Mrs. Thome does not sing.'* 

** 8he can accompany other people who do," said Dinah, with 
imprudent significance. 

" And can accompany them well. Have 1 ever tcld you, Dinah, 
how and where 1 first saw the lady who Is now Doctoi Thorne'a 
wife?" 

*' You have not. You have never spoken to me about Mrs. 
Thome's life, past or present." 

Dinah's tone was as nearly aciid as her full and rounded quality 
of voice permitted. She felt intuitively that Gaston would parrv 
her question, as he had so often done before, by apposite narrative 
which yet led nowhither; fell that though eveiy word he spoke 
might be true tc the letter, the one truth of vital moment to herself 
Would be in the words left unspoken. 

*• It was in Paris, my love, in long past days before 1 went to 
Cambridge; and when I was much less of an Englishman than 1 am 
now. My mother, with a wholesome dretid of my artist fiiendSy 
and of the Quartier Latin, cultivated what she called occasions of 
family life for me. One such occasion came to her hand. Under 
the same roof with us, but on a lower floor, as befitted their purse, 
lived a rich Jew family, with a bevy of young daughters and an 
English governess—" 

" Linda Thorne?" 

** At that time Linda Smythe. Yes, Linda Constantia was seated 
at a piano the first evening my mother forced me down to Madame 
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Benjamin's salon. I think 1 see her now, poor scu!, playing ac- 
cotopaniments to the singing— the terrible operatic smging of Papa 
Benjamin. By and by we danced in a round, * Have you seen the 
baker's girl?* * Mary, soak thy bread in wine,' and other mild 
clances ot the unmarried French mees. The governess remained at 
the plane still. ' Oar good Bmeetl she knows sc well to efiace her- 
€el£,* said Madame Benjamin, giving me a tumbler of sugar- water 
to present to my countrywoman. I might almost answer your 
question, Dinah, In Madame Benjamin's words — Linda Thorne un- 
derstands perfectly the difficult social art of effacing one's self." 

** Was she effaced at Saturday's rose-show?" 

•* She was a locum tenens, good-naturedly presiding over the re- 
freshment stall for some triend with a sprained ankle." 

*' With an affection of the throat, Gaston. So the story ran, 
when you Srsi told it me." 

** You are severe, Dinah. It a pretty woman could possibly be 
tempted into fettling bitterly toward a plain one, I should say that 
you were bitter toward Linda Thorne." 

Dinah was unsof tened by the compliment. 

** To efface one's self," she repeated. ** That means— in homely, 
plaln'English, such as I talk and understand?" 

** To keep gracefully in the background while others fill the prom- 
inent parts," said Gaston with a laugh. ** If you knew Linda 
Thorne better, if you could see her at one of her own charming 
little parties, you would appreciate the knack she has of not shin- 
ing. She is quite the least selfish, least self-absorbed creature in 
the world," 

Straight, warm, living, flew a df^nlal* from Dinah's lips. 

'* Mrs. Thorne is wrapped in selfishness! If she was a good, true 
woman she must guess how the hearts of other women, olher 
wives, bleed, only at a thought of neglect! 1 can't cope with her, 
Gaston, for conversation. She was born and educated a lady, and 
1 belong to the working people, less taught when 1 was a child 
than lh€y are now. Bift that should make her generous. She is 
rich in good thiogs-— has she not got little Kahneu? And I have 
but the hope, weals that hope grows at times, of keeping your love." 

A flush ot annoyance overspread Gaston dirbuthnct's handsome 
face. 

** If you would only take life In a quieter spirit, Dinah, content 
yourself with the moment's common happiness, like the rest of us! 
1 speak in kindness, my dear glil." Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot here 
fell to examining his signet-ring closely, {:erhaps because he did 
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not wisb to meet his vjUa's eyes. "If you would care tor any 
mortal thing, in addition to that somewhat unwoithy person. Ga8> 
ton ArbutUuot, it would be bettei lor us both." 

Dinun turned deadly white. 

** if the child had lived T' she uttered. **It we had her now, 
neatly the age ot Bahuee, my heart would not be so athirf^t lor 
Icve. It would come to me, natuially. Just as 1 am, no cleverei» 
or biightsr, or more original, you might find my company suffi- 
cient, it we had the child." 

*' We can not cut out our lives by our own pattern," said Gas- 
ton, with irrefragable philosophy. ** The disappointmeot, God 
knows, was bitteily keen to both of us at the time. Looking round 
the world, now, I am disposed to wonder sometimes, if the posses- 
sion of a child be an unmixed blessing." 

"It would have been so to me." The wound had never so 
thoroughly healed that Dinah could bear a careless touch on the 
cicatrice. " But I have no right to compUin," she said thi& through 
her tears—** God gave, and took away. Who am I to question His 
wisdom?" 

During seveial seconds Mr. Arbuthnot seemed to giow more and 
more absorbed in the contemplation of his ring; then, by an alert 
side movement, he contrived to reach the do^r ot his dressing- room. 

" You are going? You intend really to dine with the Tuornes 
this evening ?" 

Dinah brushed her hand hastily across her eyes. 

" Certainly, I intend to keep my engagement," answered Gaston 
Arbuthnot. 

*' You would not break it, if I asked you?" 

** I would do any conceivable thing you asked me— with suffi- 
cient cause. I have too much opinion of your good taste to dieaU 
your ever placing yourself, or me, in a ridiculous position." 

'*If you would, I should give up all this plan tor Wednesday. 
We would go back "~a soft far-olt look stole over Dinah's face aa 
though tor a moment she indulged in the retrospect ot some too- 
dear dream— "go back— aht fool that 1 am— to the early daj'S, 
days when you said the best dinner-party in London could not 
tempt you to leave me tor an evening." 

While she was speaking she had followed him. Her hand rested 
on his sleeve. Uer eyes, with piteous, imploring eafnestness^ 
sought to read his face. 

" There is no leturning to old days," said Gaston Arbuthnot. 
" People ot our age should have sense enough to realize this. The 
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«xclasive boy-and-girl idolatry of one year of life would be rank 
absurdity in a dignified Darby and Joan of our standing." 

Dinah shrunk away from him. Perhaps it occurred to her that 
exclusive idolatry had never existed at all on Gaston's side. How 
long, in truth, did he keep to the declaration, made in his honey- 
moon, of preferring quiet evenings with her to the best dinner- 
parties in London? 

** When I came in just now, Dinah, 1 interrupted you at some 
spiritual exercise, not high enough to be called prayer, yet that 
required a kneeling attitude. It is a pity," said Mr. Arbuthnot, 
looking disagreeable, " that the self -communings of good people so 
seldom lead them to charity— 1 don't mean almsgiving — I mean a 
broader, more charitable frame of mind. If you could only recog- 
nize one fact, that there is a great variety of human nature about 
you in the world, it would be something gained." 

'* 1 know it, Gaston. What I want is to be lifted out of my own 
narrow ignorance." 

** Take Geoffrey, for instance. In Geoffrey we have a man sound 
to the core. No caprice, no vanity, in our cousin, none of Ihe.dis- 
content and levity, and thirst for amusement which disfigure some 
characters that might be named. For contrast," Gaston Arbuth- 
not's eyes rested discerningly on his wife, ** loofi: at R€x Basire — 
an empty -skulled little tailor's block doubtless, yet with a brave 
soldier's heart in him all the same! By the bye, my dear, 1 need 
not exhort you," he added, lightly, *' to be charitable to Lord Rex. 
If women would only be as fair toward each other as they are to- 
ward us! 1 really admired the philosophy with which you gave 
that young gentleman his lesson in cross-stitch to- day." 

The careless tone of banter brought back Dinah's accustomed 
self-control. Nothing so effectually checks emotion as the absenoe 
of eraotian in our fellow-actors. 

"Lord Rex was bent upon working three or four stitches in my 
ottoman. It cost me the trouble only cf unpicking them, and when 
he asked my leave I was ignorant, I always am ignorant about the 
politeness of saying * No.' That is what I must learn." 

*' The art of saying * No,' " observed Mr. Arbuthnot, not in a 
very nearty voice. 

** The art cf speaking and acting— well, as Mrs. Thorne, as every 
woman of your world, would do! There's no going back to old 
days, Gaston. Ycu are right there. 1 must shape myself to things 
as they are, not try to shape them to my needs. That is chiefly why 
1 accepted the invitation for Wednesday. 1 mean to learn from 
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the example of others. 1 taoAu to turn over a new^ leaf from to- 
^ay.'* 

'* Keep true to your own transparent self » child. Be v^hat you 
have been always, and 1, fcr one, shall be contented." 



CHAPTER XX. 



"JAMES lee's wife." 



The speech was really the best chosen, prettiest thing that a 
somewhat errant husband could have found to say. in every moral 
encounter that befell Gaston Arbuthunt, and whether his antagonist 
floundered in the mud or no, Gaston seemed invariably to And him- 
self at the last in a graceful attitude. But Dinah's heart was no more 
warmed by honeyed little phrases than by the reconciliatory kiss hei 
liusband bestowed on her, ere he started tc his dinner -party. She 
was reaching — nay, had reached— the miserable stage when honeyed 
phiases and reconciliatory kisses are in themselves matteis of dis- 
trust! How, her lonely dinner over, would she get through the 
evening hours— long counted-cn hours — «7hen she was to have 
walked, her hand within Gaston's arm, to distant Roscofl Common 
for her brier roses. 

For a space Dinah looked listlessly forth at the garden. It was 
full of people who knew each other, who talked together in friend- 
ly voices— the boarders of the hotel, with whom Gaston mixed, with 
whom Gaston was popular. Then she seated herself before her em- 
broidery frame. But recollections of Lora Kex Basire, of the 
effaced stitches, of Gaston's commentaries on her *' patience," 
made the thought of work repugnant to her. If she could only 
lead, she thought!' Not after her dull, countiy pattern, repeating 
- each word to herself as a child cons his task, ere he can take in its 
meaning. If she could lead for pleasure, as she had watched 
Geoftrey read— quickly, easily, with hearty human Interest, like 
one bent on receiving counsel from some well-beloved friend! 

A book of Geff 's lay on the mantel -phelf. Dinah rose, crossed the 
room with languid steps, and took it in her hand. Then, as readers 
invariably do, to whom the shell of a book matters more than the 
kernel, she fell to a careful examination of the text, binding, t'tle- 
page. 

" The Poetical Works of Robert Browning. Vol. "Vl. Dramatis 
Pei'soruB*" 
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• 

Well, tour years ago, during the briet fortnight of Geoffrey's 
madness, it chanced one evening that he walked out to Lesser 
Cherifon with this very book in his pocket. (Did some ineffaceable 
rose odor of that dead June cling to the pages still, rendering Vol. 
Yl. dearer in 6eff*s Imagination than its fellows?) Be read 
"James Lee's Wife" aloud to l>inah Thurston— a poem totally 
outside the girl's comprehension— and duriog the recital of wliich 
her decently suppressed yawns must have rebuffed any man less 
blindly in love than was Geoffrey Arbuthnot. 

At ** James Lee's Wife " the book opened now. 



Ah, Love, but a day, 

And the world has changed ! 



1% 



Dinah read through (be first stauxas untouched. Pretty love^ 
warblings, the cry of a happy woman's heart — what had they to 
say to her, Dinah Arbuthnot? In the last stanza of *' By the Fire- 
side " ber pulse gave a leap. 

" Did a woman ever— would I knew !— 
Watch the man—" 

Dina went back to the window, the volume in her hand. She re- 
turned to the beginning of the poem, pored over it, line by line> 
stanza by stanza, m the fading light. 

" Yet this turns now to a fault— there! there I 

That I do love, watch too long, 
And wait too well, and weary and wear; 
And 'tis all an old story, and my despair 

Fit subject for some new song." 

And when she had got thus far, the clouds of her ignorance light- 
ened. She began to understand. 

Stioitly before ten o'clock enteied Geoffrey. The parlor lamps 
were not lit. Dinah's figure was in dense shadow as she leaned, 
absorbed in her otrn thoughts, beside the open window. Geoffrey, 
believing the room empty, sung under his breatn, as he groped his 
way across to the mantel-shelf: no very distinguishable tune— an ear 
for music was not among Geff's gifts --but with sufficient of a 
quink, triplet measure in it to recall a bpanish Barcadero that Mar- 
jorie Bartrand was fond of singing to herself. 

To Dinah's sick he ait the song was consciously wounding. 

She had been so long used to Geff's undivided homage, that sense 
of power had little 'by little grown into tyranny, gentle rose-leaf 
lyianny, whose weight Geoffrey's broad shouldeis bore \\ithout 
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cfiort, and yet having in its nature oue of tyranny's inalienable 
quaiitiGS, lack of justice. 

•• Always in spirits, GeoflreyT' The repioach came to him 
through the gloom. " It is eood to think, whether the day is dark 
or shining, our cousin Geofirey can always sing/' 

Geoffrey was at her side in a moment. 

'* It is cruel to speak of my horrible groanings as singing, MiB, 
Arbuthnot, ciueler still to hint of them as betokening good spirita. 
Where is Gaston? You are back earlier than 1 expected from your 
walk to Roscoff." 

** The walk fell Ihrough. I shall have to border my work with a 
rose pattern bought in the shops. Gaston was obliged to dine at 
Dr, Thome's. He made the engagement, of course, without think- 
ing of our walk. 1 ought never to have counted on those Hoscofi 
wild roses. 1-—" 

Dinah's voice lapsed, brokenly, into silence. 

** If you would like the roses, you can have them by breakfast 
to-morrow," said Geoffrey. ** Few things 1 should enjoy belter 
than a six mile trudge in the early morning." 

*'No, Geoffrey, no. Gaston always tells me that my bought 
patterns are atrocious, and the walk was planned by him, and he 
was to have sketched from tlie fresh briers by lamplight. My heart 
in it all is over. The Roscott roses may go!" 

As so much of weightier delight had been allowed to go, negli- 
gently, irrevocably, out ot Dinah Aituthnot's life. Dinah herself 
might not suggest the thought, but, to Geoffrey *s mind, it was a 
vivid, a pathetic one. 

*• And why should you not take my escort? You know 1 am 
never burdened with engagements. Let u& go to Roscott to-mor- 
row. Vou owe Miss Bartrand a visit. Well, we will take Tiuta- 
jeux on our road, and make Mariorie show us the way to Roscoff 
Common." 

*' Miss Bartrand will not expect me to return her visit. She came 
here because— because you, dear Geff, with or without^ words, 
bade her come! I should never have courage to face the grand- 
father. Gaston would be the right person tc call on the Seigneur of 
Tintajeiix." 

*• The Beigneur of Tintajeux might think otherwise," Geoffrey 
laughed. " Old Andros Bartrand made minute inquiries about 
Mrs. Gaston Arbuthnot the last time 1 saw him." 

** About me— always the same story!" cried Dinah, uneasily. 



r- 



152 A GIRTON GIRL. 

' Why shciild people talk of us? What is there in my life, or in 
Gaston's, that need arouse so much curiosity?'* 
y Shall 1 answer as your friend, Lord Kex. would. do?" 
" Aoswer truly. Geft, not like Lord Kex Basire, but like your- 
self." 

• Why should the good people of Guernsey talk about you, do 
you ask? Because, Mrs. Arbulhnot, even in this country of fair 
faces, youv&may have gained tlie reputation of being the fairest." 
The speech would have fitted Lord Rex better. Gefi was sensi- 
ble in the darkness that his cheek reddened. 

'* The fairest 1" echoed poor Dinah, petulantly. *' Oh, 1 sickent 
of the very word * fair.' * Shades of hair or of eyes, a white skin, a 
straight profile, how can people think twice of these trivial things? 
The woman best worth speaking about in Guernsey or elsewhere 
should be she, not with the fairest, but the happiest face." 

Her own, certainly, was not happy to-night. Growing accus- 
tomed to the parlor's darkne&s, fitfully broken by a reflected light 
from one of the garden lamps outside, Gefl: could note her exceed- 
ing pallor. He could note, also, that Dinah Arbuthnot's eyes re- 
vealed no trace of tear- shedding, that a look rather of newly stirred 
interest, of awakening excitement, was in their depths. 

"And you have spent your evening, not only without Gaston, 
but without cross-stitch? Jt is a fresh experience," he told her 
gravely, ** for you to be idle." 

** 1 read until the light went— don't you see— I have got hold of 
a book of yours? A book of verses that 1 did not understand when 
you tried to read it aloud to me at Lesser Cheriton." 

Ah, bow, the old name, spoken by her tongue, stabbed him al- 
waysl Geofi:rey Aibuthnot bent his face above the volume in Di- 
nah's hand. 

•• Robert Browning. But for my bad reading, you ought to 
have liked these poems four years ago." 

" 1 think not, Gefl. Uneducated people can like only where they 
fee). And in those young days " —oh, unconsciously cruel Dinah I -- 
** 1 felt so little. But 1 have an object, now, in learning. 1 wane 
to learn on all subjects, out of books as well as from life. That re> 
minds me of something I had to say to you, Gefi. Lord Rex Bashe 
was calling on me this afternoon." 

** Lord Rex Basire was calling on you the greater part of yester> 
day," 

*' And 1 took upon myself to accept an invitation for you. There 
will be a picnic party on Wednesday. It is some yachting expedi- 
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tion to the French coast, got up by (be officers of the regiment, to 
'Which vou will be asked— " 

** But to which 1 shall certainly not go. 1 can get as fai out to 
sea as I like with the Usher people. Wednesday is one ot my busi- 
est days." 

'* Miss Bartrand will be invited, too, if you are thinking ot her.'' 

"*' Miss Baitrand can do as she chooses. 1 have more important 
•work than my two hours* reading at Tintajeux.'* 

*' If 1 ask you, Geff, will you refuse?" 

'*1 refuse, unconditionally. I hate R&y parties. What mortal 
interest could I have in the society ot men like Lord Rex Basire and 
Jiis biotlicr oflicers?" 

** Only that 1 am going, that Gaston— <1 mean, 1 looked upon it 
as a matter of course you would accept, and—" 

The words died on Dinah's lips. She had an unreasoning sensa- 
tion that her firmest safety-ground was at this moment cut abruptly 
from her feet. 

As she stood, faltering, uncertain, Geoftrey took the volume of 
Browning from her. It opened at page 58. 



(I 



Little girl with the poor coaxse hand." 



There was just sufficient light for him to make out the letters of 
the first line. 

" Is this the poem you have been reading, Mrs. Arbuthnot? 
"Why, 1 distinctly remember your pronouncing * James Lee's Wife ' 
Ic be meaningless." 

*' I have my lesson— shall understand, " said Dinah. *• * James 
Jjce's Wife ' is the story of a woman whcse heart is broken." 

And she turned from him. Geoffrey could only see her face in 
extreme profile. The cheek with its drawn oval, the exquisite, sad 
lips, showed in strong relief, like a cheek, like lips of marble, 
against the night sky. 

He first broke silence. 

" Do you care, seriously— do you care a fraction, one way or the 
other — about my accepting this invitation of Basire's for Wednes- 
day?" he asked her. ** Is it possible my going could be of help to 
you?" 

A big lump in poor Dinahis throat kept her, during some mo- 
ments, from speaking. Then with trembling eagerness her answer 
broke forth. She cared more seriously than she could say ** about 
Geoffrey's not forsaking her." Gaston, of couise, would be of the 
party, but then Gaston was so popular, so sure to be unapproach- 
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ablfll 8be would never, never want Geoffrey to martyrize Oimseir 
aeaiii. II ivaa [he first gr^at favor she bad asked hlin. WlieDsba 
was once launched id tlie world, said Dioab, rallying wiib efioit, 
she would know ivhal to say and do and look, unhelped by a 
piompter. 

Aad all Oett's hatred tor gay parties, and for men like Lord Res 
Bafllreand his broiher offlceiB, went lo ibe winds. That Dinah 
was beginning tci anatomize her pain unhelped by suggestion from - 
wUhout, that Dlnuh bad grasped the subtln meaning of " Jamea 
Lee's W ite," were laUs tbnt Could not be lightly put saide. Ger 
cry to himself, GeolTrey Ihou^ht, waa that ot a child who seeKS 
succor, from Instinct, rather than from kncwledge ot his duneei. 

" The martyrdom would not last long," urged l>lnab, misjnclfi;- 
Ing his intenlion. " To any one eo fond ot ihe sea as you, GcS, 
twelve or bftebn hours en board a steamer are not much. We are 
to leave eatly in Ihe morning and be back in Gueinsey the lotlow- 
Ing nighl. If you knen whal a kindness you would he doliiK mel" 

■■ 1 mean lo go," said Geft Arbuthnol. sborlly 

Twelve hoursi Be felt, juat then, that he would pass twolre- 
weeks, oi months, on a slcamcr, if by to doing he could lighten 
one ounce nf Dinah's burdens to herl 

'"And Gaaton'a conscience will be si rest," she exclaimed. 
*' The truth It, yoa f-ee, Gaston was not well pleased at my accept- 
ing at all. tie bade me ask you, Geo&rey, to Icok after me." 

To a more sophisticated mind than Oefl's It might have occurred 
that Ibo moat filling man to look atler Gaatoa AibuthDot's wlf& 
would be— Gaston Arbuthnot hmselt. 



CHAPTER XXL 

"IB MY VTROIL PASSABLE!" 

I UAVB written that, in a soEtencd and lemoisetul moment, Mar- 
jorie Barlrand'a heait owned Geoftrey tor lie master. 

in a character like MBrjO[ic''8, softened and i emorEef u] moods are 
apt, however, to be intermittent. On the evening ot Saturday her 
pride hid melted, ay, to such a point that, holdiug her tutoi'a 
" love-lellei " between her bands, she went Into a stoim of peni- 
tent tears— she, Marjorie Bailrand, whose boast hnd been that there 
was one woman in ht-r British Majesty's domain who would shed 
tears fur no man while she liredl 

Looking back upon Ibeaelhinge from tbecool and bracing belghta 
of a Tiutajeux Sunday, the girl's stout spirit recoiled with derision 
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from.the image of her own weaknees. The seigneur's aflei-din- 
ner sarcasm^ she felt, with tingling cheek, was true of aim. She 
had played a part, unknowingly in the Aihuthnot drama; thanks 
to Cassandra Tighe. had no di'Ubt treated Geoffrey with kindness 
not his due foi the imaginary wile's sake! Now WDuld everything 
be on a frigidly proper footing, lier tutor had shown very good 
sense in returning property that had wrongly fallen into his keep- 
ing. Whatever small halo of romance hung around his life was 
<lispelled. The construction of Latin prose, the working out of 
mathematical problems, would henceforth go on with dignified 
and scholar-like serenity. 

But, as a first step, Geoffrey Arbuthnot should hear the truthl 

Old Andros happened to give a longer sermon than usual on this 
Sunday morning ot J une26~a sermon wearing a French garb now, 
but which was first preached fifty years ago before the University 
of Osfoid, and whose polished sentences breathed the sate and 
sleepy theology of its day. The whole ot the congregation slept, 
save one; the gentlemanly optimism of eighteen hundred and 
thirty appealing moderately to hearers who In the evening would 
revive beneath the burning eloquence of some neighboring Bethesda 
of Zion. Marjorie, only, was awake; keen, restless, prefer naturally 
stirred to mundane thoughts and desires as she had ever found her- 
ielf, from her rebellious babyhood upward, under the inspiration 
of a high oak pew and monumental slabs, ghe thought over all 
her hours with Geoffrey from the first evening when she saw him 
in the Tintajeux drawing-room until their half quarrel on Satur- 
day. She thought of her visit to Dinah, of the disillusionment 
wrought in her by the vision of French song-books and yellowr- 
backed novels. She thought of the moment when she rescued her 
letter from the seigneur's hands! Happily, thft comedy of errors 
approached its finish! Geoffrey Arbuthnot should hear the trjth, 
should have his masculine vanity soothed by no further misinter- 
pretation of her conduct. Into a debatable land where a mature 
woman, her heart already touched, had shrunk from venturing, 
llarjorie, with the madcap courage of seventeen, resolved to rush. 

As a first step, Geoffrey Arbuthnot should hear the truth. 

And this resolution, formed in the ^im religious light of the Tint- 
ajeux family pew, did not melt away, like too many excellent Sun- 
day purposes, under the secular warmth of work-a-day open air.. 
When Geoffrey walked Into Marjorie's school-room on Tuesday 
morning he found Grim Fate, in a pink chintz frock, with blos- 
soming maidenly face, ready to place him in the outer cold, forever. 
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" Good-flay lo von. Mr Arbutbnot." The girl beld licrgell HllfSy 
upright, wirh smlleleas Dps, wilh bands sifel; imbediltd In tho 
pocketa of hei pinaloie. " I wna much obliged lo you tor leiuTn- 
ing my ribboa on Eatntdaj, but I need not hare put you to ihe 
trcuhle. to tlie expense ot poataget 1 could have waited until ti>- 

Gecfttey, a backward inlerpfetei always of femiaine pelulancy, _ 
aoughi for no latent meaaiue In her norda. Maijorie Baitrand bad 
never looked sneeter to bim than now, in bei fresh Bummet frock, . 
with a livelier dsmaak than usual on her cbeeki. and wiib ber 
bands ciueRy hcldloe back From tbelt wonted friendly greetiot;. 
Be had it net In his beart, oo Ibis June mornine, to find a fault In 
her, Inberitreas of all Ibe sins ot al) Itae Bartiands Ibougb she 
miKht be. 

" Kj poveity is heinous, Uiss Bailtand. but 1 could just aSord 
the penny siamp requlied foi Ibe postage ot your nalst-belt. After 
the lecluieyou read me on Saturday morning," went onGeS.good- 
humuiedly, " I really daied not face you wilb tbat morttel of rib- 
br>n still in my possession." 

Marjorie's lips lost Ihtir Brmness. Taking her place at tbescbQ(il, 
room table, she cleared her throac twice. Thtn she puabed across 
a pile of copy-boolia la Geo&tey's direction She signed to him to 
be KBted, presented him wllh a bundle of pens, drew forward Ibe 
Inlfstand, Finally, iiiiKnched, aa it were, bcbind Ibe implementa 
wbicb defined their social relationship, she delivered herself ot tbo 
following singular confession: 

" Wben my lecluie, as you please lo call It, was given I did not 
know that you existed, Mr. GeoSrey AtbuibnoL" 

"Miss Barlrandl" 

" The lecture was meant, in good faith, tor another person ir 
an apology la needed, there you have Itl I — I had listened In idle 
gossip," said Matjorle, taking desperate courage at the sound ot 
her own voice, " and so— 1 must say it out, little though llikpsiicb 
Bubjecis— 1 Iboughl you were a married man, sir. 1 lliought so 
front the first evening you caroe here. 1 tboiigbt so until the hour 
when 1 saw Mr. Gaston Arbutbnot at the roae-sbow." 

"And your motives -~wben you called on Diuab?" exclaimed 
QeoBrey, thrown ofl his guard. 

" When 1 called on Mrs. Atbuthnot 1 believed hfi to be my 
tutor's wife. I had beard a great deal about bet goodness and bet 
beauty,. And 1 had almost grown lo bate you," added Marjotie, 
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with oDe of lier terrible bursts of outspokenness, ** for leaving such 
a woman as Dinah at home, neglected, while you amused yourself 

Then she lifted her eyes. She was startled to see how GeoSrey 
Aibuthnot's face had paled; paled under the incivility, so Marjorie 
supposed, of hei speech. 

*' As a fact, of course, 1 never hated you at all." Her voice 
shook a li^le. ** That gentle, beautiful Mrs- Arbuthnot is not your 
wife.'' 

** Not my wife," echoed poor Geoffrey absently. 

His tone was chill. Dipping a pen in the ink, he began to trace 
meaningless curves and lines on the cover of the exercise- book near- 
est his hand. During a few seconds he was obviously unmindful 
of his pupil's presence. 

** Her lips, with their sad expression, haunt me," remarked Mar- 
iorie presently. **Mrs. Gaston Arbuthnot, 1 should think, must 
be the most beautiful woman in the world." 

'* As she is certainly the truest and best.". Geft had got tack 
his self-possession. He spoke his credo as valiantly as though 
Marjorie Bart rand*8 eyes wnre not fixed upon him. "And so;" 
he found voice to say, ** you would actually believe, on hearsay 
evidence, that a girl like Dinah would have chosen me for her hus- 
band, and I — have neglected her?" 

Geoftrey laughed, not very joyously, then taking up another 
copy-book he glanced with mechanical show of attention over a 
sentence or two of Marjorie's Latm translation. He held the page 
upside down— a fact which her memory, in aftei-times, might re- 
call as significant. 

*• i honestly believed you to be married. Have/ you forgotteo 
the Urst evening you walked out to Tmtajeux— that evening whet^ 
1 told you the Bon Espoir was a good omen for our friendship?" 

'* A fortnight ago to-day. 1 have not forgotten it." 

'*! Icoked upon you as my friend before 1 saw you. I had 
heard your history — the history, it would seem, of your cousin 
Gaston! 1 honored a man who had had the courage of his opin- 
ions. 1 respected, 1 drew to you on account of the wife you had 
chosen. And now, Mr. Arbuthnot," exclaimed Marjorie hotly> 
** the comedy of errors is finished. I hare learned my mistake, you 
see. And 1 trust that my apology has been sufficient." 

This time Geoffrey broke into a fit of wholesome, unconstrainel 
laughter. 

•• 1 am afraid 1 see through everything. Miss Bar Ir and. Your 
apologies say too much. 1 have been treated with humanity by 
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accideni, and ni«y coimt upon dark days tor Ihe tutute. That I 
am not nartted ia my in f star time," be added, watchine her tacu, 
" a DiiBtortiiDe which, it I could only theiety le-eelabliah myself 
in your tavor, 1 would gladly lemedy." 

" Would youT Do jou mean—" 

And LheD, looking up inio her tulor's eyes, Matjorie Knew (hs( 
(bey were both of Ihem talking unwisdom, were iroacbing as near- 
ly on the forbidden ground of senliment as a young man and wom- 
an who had met tci the hard aludy of classica dud maihetuatlca 
! could well da, 

"1 heliePB I gol ihiough some fair work yeslerday," the re- 
marked, triib an aii of cold business. " As (omniiow la to be 
watted on folly, we may us well lose no time now. It is your sys- 
tem never to praise, aii— a good one, doubtless. Yet 1 hope ycu 
vWl thinlc my Virgil passable. 1 pi'omUs you ii was done without 
the crib." 

Geft read the haltipg IrauslalioQ aloud, no longer holding (he 
manusciipt upside down. He did not Ihlnk Marjorie's Viigll pass- 
able, and put (he copy-bco!! aside without a word of uommeut. 
He showed himself severer than usual ovjr Greet aoris's, was sirin- 
genl, to cruelly, In regard of fHarjorte's shakiest point, her mathe- 
matics. But at last when the professional noik was tiver, when 
tie had risin lo take leave, Geoffrey Arbuthnot exlen(le<i his hand 
to hie pupil as the giil'a hcaiL kucw he had never done before. 

" Tou hare toleialetl me hitherto." he observed, '" for my imagi- 
nary wife's sake. Do you think yon can tolerate me, in future, 
toi my own?" 

With his eyes fixed on her lace, her email fingers crushed In his 
griisp, Maijorle's cheeks turned the color of pomegtauate. 

" You know— you ought to hare been Ihe other Aibuthnot 
cousin," she stammered, glancing up under her long lashes, then 
drawing her hand away, warf v. 

" 1 ought, you think, to J"* A been Gaslont He would nevei 
have pleaded, a? I plead, forT^eralion. Every woman living would 
tolerate Qaslon of her own freewill." 

"Save Marjorle BartranrtI Pray make one exception lo your 
lulo. 1 come of an aibitrary and stiH-necked race. Ave— we Tinla- 
jeux people l)elong lo minoiities. We like, in most cases dislike, 
where we can." 

" Give me credit, for a short time longer, of being Ihe olher Ar- 
buthnot cousin," Geoffrey whispered as he lefl her. " Dislike me 
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only as much as you clid on that first evening when you gathered 
roses and heliotropes— tor my wifel" 



CHAPTER XXII. 

LINDA AS AN ART CRITIC. 

Wednesday morning's sun rose cloudless. A tew persistent fog 
wreaths lay, even as the day advanced, to leeward of the islands. 
There was an undue groundswell, althougU the surface of the 
water glistened, smooth as oil, when the high spring tide began to 
flow in from the Atlantic. I^one but an inveterate croaker could, 
however, prophesy actual mischief from signs so trivial. Lord Rex 
Basire declared aloud— certain of his guests arriving not as the ( ime 
for departure drew nigh— that the day must have been manufact- 
ured expressly foi the subalterns' picnic. Ko wind, no sea, a nice- 
iy tempered sun above one-'s head, a favorable tide—** What more," 
asked Lord Rex, ** especially if one add the item of a powerful 
steamer, could the never satisfied heart of woman require?" 

The heart of the most venerable woman in the island required 
that there should be neither groundBwell nor log* bank. At the 
elevenlh hour came an excuse, on the score of weather, from Ma- 
dame Corbie. The post of chapei on-in-chief stood vacant. Hap- 
pily for the youthful hosts, Rosie Verschoyle's mother was faithful 
—a little while passive lady, accustomed to the iron rule of grown- 
up daughters, who only stipulated that she should lie down, within 
reach of smelling-salts, before leaving Guernsey harbor, and neither 
be spoken to nor looked at until they arrived in smooth water off 
the coasi of France. Old Cassandra, in her scarlet cloak, was to 
the fore, with cans for fish, with crooks for sea-weed, with a but- 
terfly-net, with stoppered bottlesr-Casaandra, burdened by a sole 
regret— that she had kft hei harp behind. If these young people 
had wished, in mid-ocean, to dance, how willingly would Cassan- 
dra hare harped to theml Doctor Thome and his Linda were 
punctual; so were the trio ot pretty De Carteret sisters whom poor 
Mrs. Verschoyle, according to a trite figure of speech, was to 
*• look after," And still Rex Basire glanced vainly along the har- 
bor road for the only guesis concerning whose advent he cared. 
The steam wf\s up; the skipper stood ready on the bridge. In an- 
other ten minutes the " Princess *' of necessity must quit her 
moorings, and still the sunshine of Dinah Arbuthnct's face was 
wanting. 
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^* You look frightfully care-worn, Lord Kex/' eaid Rosie Ver- 
schoyle mih malicious intonation, as Bbe followed the direction of 
his glances. *' Pray, has yoiir lobster salad not arrived? Is your 
ice meltinfif? Or dees sonae anxiety even yet more tragic disturb 
your peace?" 

" There they are— no, by Jove! only the men. Twelvfi feet two 
of the Arbuchnot cousins!" exclaimed Lord Kex, with frank dis- 
respect of Rosie's sympathy. ** Is it possible Mrs. Arbuthnot can 
have thrown us over? The thought is too atrocious!" 

The tall flguies of Gaston and Geoffrey— twelve feet two of the 
Arbutlmot cousinc — weie descending by quick strides the step way 
Chat forms a short cut from the High Tcwn of Petergport to the 
quay. Before Rex Basire'B disappontment had bad time to tor- 
TOulate itself more coherently, a clatter of ponies' hoots, a rush of 
wheels, made themselves heard round the corner of the adjacent 
harboi road. A few instants later, and the welcomest sight the 
world could, just then, have offered to Lord Rex ^as before htm: 
IVIarjorie Bartrand, in her pony carriage, and at Marjorie's side, 
fairer than all summer mornings that ever dawned, the blushing 
lovely face of Dinah Arbuthnot. 

•* Have we to apologize? Are we really behind our time?" cried 
Gaston, as Lord Rex came forward to welcome them at the gang- 
way. ** It has been a case of the fox and the goose and the bunch 
of grapes. My wife would not start without Miss Bartrand; 
Gefl! would not start without my wife. 1 was not allowed to 
start alone. Ihe most delightful weather! — and the most de- 
lightful party," added Gaston, looking at the sunlit world arcund 
him with his pleasantest expression. " M.iss Yerschoyle, the Miss 
de Carerets— IVIarjorie Bartrand! Why, all the pretty faces in 
Guernsey are assembled on board the * Princess M" 

The four or five hours that followed were hours destined to be 
marked with a red letter in the calendar of Dinah's life. She felt 
the youth at her heart, enjoyed the salt freshness of the morning, 
entered into the mirth and spirit of the expedition like a child. 
Gaston's conduct was unexceptionable. Before they had quitted 
the harbor, he look his place beside his wife— jotting down each 
new effect of sky or wave or passing fishing-boat in his nciebook. 
He remained beside her throughout the voyage. The pretty island 
girls, capitfl sailors ail of them, chatted in picturesque twos and 
threes with theii bachelor hosts. Lord Rex Basire devoted him- 
aelf , with a show of perfect impartiality, to every one. 

If this was growing used to the perils of a factitious J^orld, the 



A GIRTOK GIRL. 1(51 

first plunge into a social vortex where more neophytes sink than 
^wim, Dinah tound the process distinctly pleasant. And 1 am 
afraid the thoaght of Linda, efiaced for once, in grim earnestness, 
by all-efiacing seasickness down below, failed to take the ea/^e oQ. 
Mrs. Gaston Arbuthnot's enjoyment. 

Herm, with its fringe of shell-spangled sands, was scon left be- 
hind. The high table-lanfl of Sark became a fairy-like vision, 
hangifig suspended, as on Mohammed's thread, between heaven and 
«ea, ere it vanished out of ken. After an hour's steady steaming, 
Aldeiney's tall clifis were sighted through the haze; and then, y 
shortly befoie one, the south-west swell gave signs of Jestening. 
The *• Princess " was to leeward of the Point of Baifleur, and 
lunch, served after a desultory and scrambling fashion, began to 
find hearty welcome among the watchers on deck. 

At the cheery whizzing of champagne corks old Doctor Thome 
aroused himself from a comfoi table siesta he had been enjoying in 
the bows, and came aft. The sight of Linda's husband, a tumbler 
ot Meet in his hand, his puggareed hat pushed back from his sun- 
shriveled Indian visage, brought back the thought of Linda Thome 
to the general mind. 

** Mrs. Thornel Shall Mrs. Thorne not have champagne sent to 
her?" cried Gaston, who wns reclining, a picture of virtuous con- 
^tentment, btside his wife. " Or, better still, now that we have a 
smooth deck, doctor, shall Mrs. Thorne not come up into the light 
of day?" 

The old doctor shook his head as he accepted a goodly plate (<f 
lobster salad from the steward's boy. 

** Poor girll My poor dear Lin I A typically severe case of mal 
<le mer always. Stop a bit— no hurry — just give me a trifle more 
of the dressing. I have collected a mass of data about seasick per- 
sons," observed the doctor, draining down his champagne, with 
relish, ** and I am wholly against any attempt at nourishing them. 
Quite a mistake to administer stimulants. (Thank you, Lord Rex, 
you may give me another quarter of a tumbler of your excellent 
Moet.) A mistake to imagine persons^as seasick as my poor wife 
can digest anything." 

**1 think you are disgracefully heartless, doctor," cried Kosie 
Verschoyle, in her thin gay accents. "Mrs. Thorne and dear 
<n&mma must inquire wine much more than all we well people. 1 
iieclare it is positively shameful to think how we nave been enjoy- 
ing the voyage while they were in misery. Now, who wid help 
me carry something to oui poor martyrs below?" 

6 
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" WIh," ot course meaui Loid Rex Baslte. FolloiriDg lite aftj 
flutler of Rosle Vecschoylc's dress. Lord Rex dutifully aaalsled iii 
conveying biacuils, champagne, and Hympalbelic messages lo the 
martyrs— as far as tbe cnbia door. Tboiigli tbe deck was smooth. 
Linda showed coynesB as lo rcturcing Ibitber. Hei beliet in human 
nalure, especially in Oaslon ArbuUinol's bumau naluic. was, 1 tear, 
frailisb. The Jlvld cheeks, pale lips, anil sunken eyes ot rtcent 
sea-sickneea were testa In which Linda, under no condiiicns. would 
have dreamed of eiposin;; a sestimeitlal fiiendehipt 

" Mrs. Thorneis quite too good — Ibe dearest, moat unselSeh creat- 
ure liring!" Rosle Veiscboyle announced these liitle faclsbciore 
al! beareis, on her return lo upper air. " Doctor Tliornc, } hcpe 
you are liBtening to my piaiees ol your wi(e. Mis. Thome is not 
ill, not very ill heisdf, but she will not leave my poor frightened 
ntolber loi a moment. 1 tall Ihat real, itciet heroism. In glwious 
v^eaiher like this lo remain shut up in Ibe cabiu ot a sleamer for 
another person's sake!" 

" Our good Smeetl She knows so well to cQace herself." 

There was a twinkle in Gaston A.ibulbnat's shrewd eyes. Possi- 
bly, as Rosie V'erschoyle spoke, the woids of Madame i!enjatnin'» • 
euicKy came back to him. 

A league or iwo beyond Karfleur a t'rencb pilot was signaled for, 
the pilolase from the Point to Langrune being tortuous and diffl- 
cull. 0oes the reader kno* the fairness of that li(tle-vieiie<l stiip 
of Noiman coast t Fairness at lis zenilh, perhaps. <d April, when 
Ibe orchards bordering the shoie are heavy with white pear, or roso- 
pintc apple bloom; when the blackthorn blossoms so lavishly that. 
If ihe wind be south, you may distinRuish wlutts ot the wild, half- 
biiier aroma far out at sea. But exquisile, loo, on a late Junb day 
like Ihis, the yellow cclza In lull harvest, Ibe barley-Jlelds ready for 
the sickle, the Caeo-stone spires and homesteads standing out In 
while relief agatast tbe level horizon line ot sky. 

A Prencli pilot was signaled lor. After bis coming Ibe " Prin- 
cess " steamed slower and ever slower eastward. By and ty— 
Langrune already visible across Ihe expanse of yellowish sea— it 
became observable 1ba<. Ibe vessel's movement cculd scarce he felt 
by those on board. The skipper siood consulting with the pilot on 
the bridge, the flguies of the men at the ivheel were motionless. 
There was a simulianeoua hush in everybody's talk, a momentary 
tension of the breath at the ibought of something happcDing! i nd 
then came Ihe blauk onmistaksble order, "Stop hert" ISetoi* 
leaving feiersport wrong reckooing bad been made as lolbe diSer- 
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ence between the hour of ebb \n Guernsey and along the coast ot 
f ranee; the skipper had no choice but to anchor. Would the pas- 
«engers await the turn of the tide and deeper water, or land, by 
help ot the boats, on some rocks within easy reach, and trust to 
.getting ashore across a tract of wide wet sand as best they might? 

The stout- nerved Guernsey girls, accustomed to scores of biggei 
adventures at sand-eeling parties and conger expeditions, laughed 
at the horrors of ihe position. With Cassandra Tighe as leader, 
these young women announced their determination of reaching the 
«hore forthwith, thouj^h not dry-tooted. Among the chaperons 
«ro6e murmurs of contumacy. Poor Mrs. Veischoyle, a ghastly 
^gure, emerging tremulously from the cabin, observed that she 
looked on all voluntary sea going excursions as a tempting of Provi- 
dence. With a spot like L' Ancresse Common, n<^ three miles Ire m 
Petersport — L'Ancressd Common, where one could havxj the society 
of our excellent archdeacon and of Madame CoThie-^why, said Mrs. 
Verschoyle, with the ascerbity of mortal digestive revolt— why put 
one's self at the mercy of tides and pilots at all? 

Old Dr. Thorne was flatly rebellious. There was good cham. 
pagne on board the '* Princess," thought the doctor. There were 
Burmese cheeroots— a warm sun. There was the ultimate cer- 
tainty of floating up with the tide. 

" if any one be at a loss how to pass the afternoon hours let him 
<ake a siesta, or inquire if the skipper have a pack of cards stowed 
away. You see the wisdom of my remarks, 1 am sure, Lin, do you 
not?'* 

" I see the wisdom of them for you and me, my dear," said Lin, 
graciously. Under cover ot a doubly folded gauze veil, protected 
by rice powder, a parasol, a well adjusted Indian shawl, Linda 
Thorne bad at length committed herself to the cruel eye of noon. 
** My own election is to abide by Mrs. Verschoyle, whatever hap- 
pens. 1 am afraid we shall hardly win over the young ones, Bob- 
bie, to our staid philosophy." 

*' If Rosie and Miss de Carteret s land 1 shaU land," said Mrs. 
Verschoyle, with dreary resignation. 

The poor little lady's elder daughters were married. She had 
three girls in the school-room still. She had also boys. Chaperon- 
age at balls and picnics, nursing of measles or scarlatina, love- 
^flairs, school bills, breakages, all came to Mrs. Verschoyle as the 
burdens ot her widowed, many childrened lot, heavy burdens to be 
borne under sorrowful protest. ** It the picnic nad only been at 
L'Ancresse Common," she repeated, ** we should have the arch- 
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deacon and Madame Corbie with us, and need never have got wet 
shoes at all." 

A consultation with the skipper resulted in a general lowering of 
the boats. A quarter of an hour later the whole of the party, snve 
the doctor, were landed on the Soxaller Cancale, a reef of rode sep- 
arated by a mile ot treacherous sands frcm terra fir ma, and upoa 
whose limited area a crowd of Parisians of both sexes were fishing - 
— no, were following ** la p^che " (the terms are not convertible) — 
after the guise and in the vestments sacred to the Parisian heart. 

Mts. Verschoyle sunk down on the first slippery point of rock 
that presented itself, vainly wishing, little though she loved the 
steamer, that her maternal duties had allowed her to remain thero 
with the doctor and the sailors. Cassandra Tighe started o£[, the 
lightest-heaited of the party, perhaps, to hunt for zo5phytes anci 
molluscs among the tide pools. The younger people, all. pro- 
nounced themselves in favor of an exploring walk inland before 
dinner— all except Mrs. Thorne. 

** 1 mean to look after your mother, Rosie," said Linda, remov- 
ing her double folds of gauze, as she took her place at the elder 
lady's side. ** Please let me indulge my Indian laziness. Some 
one, positi^reljr, ought to stay with dear Mrs. Verschoyle, and 1 liKe 
to be that some one. It makes me remember my queer old govern- 
ess da3's to find myself among Parisians.*' Linda was prone to 
these little bursts of retrospective humility. ** And then, there is 
my husband! Robbie, no doubt, will eventually drift up with the 
tide. Quite too charming to leave all us, sober elders, together. "^ 

*' Sober elders "—so Dinah realized with a contracting heart — 
was a suflSciently elastic term to embrace Air. Gaston Arbuthnot, 
Before landing from the boats Gaston, with keen artistic vision,, 
had described some marvelously pretty fisher-girl amon^ the crowd 
of French people on the rocks. Not a real red-handed, rough- 
haired fisher-eirl, but the latest "Worth idea oi a duly got-up 
pScheuse, the^very subject, Gaston declared, for his own meretii- 
cious pencil. He must make a stealthy study ot her forthwith* 
And inflted, at this present moment, not many paces distant from 
Mrs. Verschoyle and her devoted friend, Gaston Arbuthnot, sketch- 
book in hand, was already at work. 

Dinah lingered aimlessly. The desire of her heart was to stay 
beside her husband. Her pleasure would have been to watch hi» 
quick, clever pencil, to hear him discourse, in his light strain, about 
these foreigners, whose theatrical manners and dress, overwhelm- 
ing to her in her ignorance, must to him be familiar. She felt thrj 
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the brightness of hei day would be clouded if she left Gaston t 
And yet, mused Dinah, troubled ot spirit, do wives, in society, 
hang jealously at iheii husbands' elbow, or wratch their pencil, or 
listen to their talk with delight? Would she expose herself— far 
worse, would sh*? expose Gaston to ridicule, by shirking the walk- 
ing party? 

A.n expressive glance, shot from Mr. Arbuthnot's eyes, set these 
questionings only too sharply at rsst. 

*' Look carefully in through the cottage windows, Dinah." tie 
bestowed on her a little valedictory wave of 1 wo fingers. ** Capital 
bits of ware are still to te unearthed in these parts of the world. 
If you see a likely cup or saucer, get Geoffrey to talk French for 
you.'* Gaston Arbuthnot was a dabbler in most branches of brie- 
dbrac, and up to the present date had never lo&t money by his deal- 
ings. ** Mrs. Thcrne, when we have got rid of these young peo- 
ple, 1 want you to criticise me. My beautiful fishing-girl grows too 
much like a figure from the mode- books."' 

Linda Thcrne, promptly obedient, took up her position at the 
artist's side. 



CHAPTER XXIH. 

A SWAGGER AND A SWORD. 

It was the hottest, most deserted hour of the day when the walk- 
ing party reached Langrune plage, an hour when such of the young 
Parisians as dc not follow la p^che drive donkey -carts— those won- 
derful, springless, seatless Langrune carts— along the country 
roundi, or start, by rail, to distant Trouville for toilets and dis- 
traction. Here and there were elderly ladies at irork before the 
doors of their canvas bathing-sheds. In the road two portly 
fathers of families were solemnly sending up ** messengers " to a 
very small Japanese kite some fifty cr sixty feet above their heads. 
Two other middle-aged gentlemen played at battledore and shuttle- 
cock. A few irrepressible boulevard lovers sat over their cards or 
dominoes outside the restaurant windows of the principal hotel.. 
The shrill sounds from a fish auction held on the monster slab of 
rough granite which constitutes the Langrune market-place, alone 
broke the stillness. 

Before one had thought it possible that dress or speech could 
have betrayed the nationality of the new-comers, up ran a brown- 
legged, tattered sand-imp, holding out a bunch of shore flowers. 
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He announced his name, with some pride of biitb, as Jean Jacques 
la Feite ot these paits, offering his services as ciceione to the En- 
glish strangers. 

. •• The gentlemen, without doubt, make a pilgrimage to La De- 
livrande, halt a league away up the country? At La Delivrande is 
the church, and the altar wheie the miiacles are wiought. There 
«re the little ships of the sailors, the crutches left by ihe cripples 
who get back the use of their legs. And for the ladies there are 
the stalls wifh the relics. " Every one in the country,*' ran on the 
<jhild, with voluble distinctness— Jean Jacques, a source ot revenue 
to his parents, was trained to speak goad French with the visitors 
— '* eveiy one in the country who is sick gets cured. Every one 
who has a grand espoir goes to La Delivrande, and, if he has faith, 
attains it. Or so the cure says," added Jean Jacques, with a roll 
of his black eyes and a knowing shrug of the shoulders. 

At seven years of age even sand imps, in these advanced French 
days, lilie to shew we are no longer bound by the priestly supersti- 
iions that were well enough foi our grandmothers. 

Lord Rex made a free paraphrase of ihe child's narrative in En- 
glish, and was witty thereupon. •' Every one who is sick gets cured. 
Every oue who has a grand espoir goes to La Delivrande, and, if 
lie have faith, obtains it. Miss Verschoyle, what do you say? Have 
you a grand espoir? Have you faith? Bhall we make our pilgrim- 
age, confess our little peccadilloes, and get cured together?" 

Miss Verschoyle rebuked his flippancy, but with lips less severe 
than her words. For Rosie's mood was a lenient one. Had not 
Lord Rex throughout the day conducted hitrself as well, really, as 
though that poor Mrs. Arbuthnot were nonexistent? It was de- 
-cided that every one had unfulfilled hopes, that every one stood in 
need of cure, and that a general confession of peccadilloes would 
be the best possible employment of the afternoon! In another five 
minutes the pilgrims weie on their read, ragged Jean Jacques lead- 
it)g the way, toward the distant white twin suiresof La Delivrande. 

The plage, 1 have said, was deserted; not so the lane, with 
quaint wooden houses on either side, which forms the High Street 
of Langrune. Here were bare-limbed, dark-faced fisher -lads, bufclly 
mending their nets; cleai-starchers plying their delicate ciaft in the 
open air; housewives roasting coffee; peddlers chaffering over their 
outspread goods. Huge cats, with sleepy, watchful eyes, the sun 
shining comfortably on their ebon barred coats, reposed pn the 
window-sJlls, Lace-makers were at work, their headgear anti- 
quated as their faces, their bobbins twirling in and out the pins. 
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unerringly, as thous^h they were the very thieads of fate itself^ 
Everywhere was the din of voices. Everywhere were open doors^ 
open windows; and within, such plenitude of fru)i;al cleanliness^ 
such polished oak cupboards, such well-scoured cooking pans, such 
snow-white bed draperies, such balsams and geraniums in brilliant 
scarlet pots, as might have put a Dutch village to shame. 

Marjorie Bart rand and Linah paused beside one ot the lace- 
makers' chairs, allowing the more ardent of the pilgrims to get on 
ahead. A distinct shade of constraint was holdmg Marjorie and 
Geft A.rtuthnot aloof to-day. They had not met since yesterday's 
friendly parting. No further misunderstanding in respect of Gefi'» 
celibacy was ))0S8ible between them. But a change had come across 
Marjorie's manner toward hei tutor. Geoffrey was sensible that 
she answered him with pungent and monosyllabic curtness during 
the whole of ihelr outward voj^age. And— seeing that among the- 
knot of pretty Sarnian girls excellent temper reigned supreme, also 
that Geoffrey had joined the party for other motives than liis ovva 
pleasure— one can scarcely wonder that this philosopher of four- 
and twenty suffered himself, without overdifflculty, to be consoled.. 

At the present moment, disappeaiing in the peispective of Lan- 
grune village, Geoffrey walked, to all outward seeming, well con- 
tent, beside the prettiest and least wise of the three Miss de- 
Carteiets. Of which fact Marjorie took a brief and scornful note- 
in her heart. 

*' One can imagine a man's becoming a senior wrangler." Sh& 
made the remark to Dinah as they watched the everlasting bobbins^ 
whirl. ••Yes, even I, with my halting Euclid and weak algebra 
(of which, no doubt, Mr. -Geoffrey Arbuthnot has spoken), caa 
imagine a man's becoming a senior wrangler. 1 can no mere con- 
ceive of bobbin turning than 1 could of a world in which two and 
two shall make five." 

Dinah's slower brain needed time for reflection. ** There coul^ 
not be a world where two and two make five," she observed witli 
certainty. ** And lace-making, once you have served your time,, 
steadily, is easy enough. Two of m}' cousins, down Eoniton way,, 
are lace-makers, and 1 learned a little of it when I was a child* 
The number of threads looks hard to strangers, Miss Bartrand, tut 
it just gets to one twirl of the bobbins in time. Many ot the work- 
ers keep to the same pattern for life, when they know It well. After 
a bit, your fingers work without your eyes." 

" How horrible! One twirl of the bobbins, one pattern, for lifet 
And to think that lace-makers do not commit suicide by scores!'" 
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•' 1 don't know that there's much difference between lace-work, 
or wool-woik, or plain sewing," taid Dinah Arbuthnot. **>Ve 
liave, all of us, to go through with our day's task, whatever the 
«titch may be." 

The speech came so naturally, was so fraught with unconscious 
womanly humility, that Marjorie felt abashed. liVhat real heroism, 
of an mcomprehensible kind, must not Gaston Arbuthnot's wife 
possess? This girl ot two-and-twenty who worked perpetual cross- 
stitch, who kepi ber tongue and spirit calm, who loved, with soul 
^nd might, yonder debonnaire gentleman, of the handsome eyes and 
decorative smile, sketching charming Parisian fisher-girls on the 
beach — under Linda Thome's criticism! 

" If I speak hotly against needle-work, it is that I am thinking of 
Spain, my mother's country. In Spain, you must know, the mis- 
erable girls, to this hour, scarcely learn more than embrofJery In 
thfcir schools and convents, with reading enough, perhaps, to stum- 
ble through the announcement of a bull-fight, or decipher a love- 
letter. Of course," admitted Maijorie Bart rand, coldly, ** it is said 
that when a woman marries, in England oi in bpain, she must do 
as her husband wills. 1 never see the force of that ' must.' I think 
a woman should do what is right for herself, with large trust in 
Providence as to the rest! The question is not one that concerns 
me. Still, Mrs. Arbuthnot, one can not help feeling indignant 
'about all very crushed people. 1 am dead against slavery, especially 
when slaveiy puts on a domestic garb." 

By this time they had passed the last struggling house ot Lan- 
grune. Fair level country, the fields already on the edge of har- 
vest, spread around their road. Along the wayside path was a very 
mosaic of brilliantly blended hues, the corn-flowers blue and pur- 
ple, the scarlet poppies, the white and gold of the wild camomile 
making up the purest .chord of color, A slight south-west wind, 
/dry and elastic after its transit over so many a league of sunny land, 
was invigorating as wine. 

** Bow the spirit rises the moment one treads real solid earth!" 
<;ried Marjor]e Bartrand. '* I feel at this moment like walking: 
«tiight uff to Spain, the counry 1 love and where my life will be 
apenti Why, with twenty Irancs apiece in our pockets, and camp- 
ing out by night under stacks or hedges, you and 1 might easily 
reach the Peninsula on foot, Mrs, Arbuthnot." 

Dinah's geography did not embolden her to hazard a contradic- 
tion. Something in Marjorie Bartrand's tone jarred on hex rca- 
flonkssly. It were hard to believe that she ccnsidcred Geff a man 
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likely to fall in love. Had not the conditions of her life for yeara 
put speculations as ot Geottiey's future happiness on one side? 
And still, a true daughter of Eve in every weakness belonging to 
the passion, Dinah was an inchoate match- maker. She would faio. 
have seen the whole wcrld blessed with such fireside beatitude as 
constituted her own ideal of highest good. With^rm and true per- 
ception she had noticed a dozen trivial things of late, all proving 
GefF's imagination if not his heart to be In his teaching of Latin 
and Greek at Tintajeux Manoir. She had hoped that the notice 
taken of herself by Marjorie was an earnest of the pupil's liking^ 
for her mastei, had furtively and with misgiving dug the founda- 
tions of many an air-castle that Marjorie and Geff, at some far-ofl 
day, might jointly inhahit. 

The girl's diatribes against domestic slavery, her open avowal of 
love for Spain and of her hopes of spending her life among Spaa- 
ish people, caused a troubled look to come on Dinah's face. 

'* Your plans dou'( point toward an English home. Miss Bar* 
trand. Yet 1 think Geofirey has told me you mean to study at 
Girton?" 

*• To fit myself for my future work— yes. The Spanish school- 
boards are just as conservative as English ones. A young woman 
armed with Cambridge certificates would have more chance of com* 
ing to the front than another, equally strong-minded, who ehould 
rely on her own merits." / 

'• Strong minded!" Dinah ejaculated with horror. *• At your 
age, with all the sweet happiness of life still to come, you talk, aa 
though you approved such things, of being strong-minded?*' 

Marjorie swept oft the heatls from a cluster of wayside camo- 
mile flowers with the stick of her sunshade. An expression of 
will which yet was neither unlovely nor unfeminine glowed upon 
her girlish face. 

'* Let us understand each other better, Mrs. Arbuthnot. It may 
well be that our notions of * sweet happiness ' are not the same." 

Dinah looked uneasy, and kept silent. 

•* Power— 1 will make a confession to you such as 1 never made 
before — po iver is my ideal of happiness. 1 want to rule, we will 
hope for good; in any case, to rule, to be needed on all sides, 
sought after, distinguished— to see my name in print! That is the 
truth, no matter how;. 1 may wrap truth up in fine-sounding 
words," said Marjorie Bartrand. " That is the secret ot my enr 
thusiasm for humanity, and of my personal ambition. To lead 
others, to command^ is my ideal ot happiness." 
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** And miue," exclaimed Gaston Arbuthnot's wife, unhesitating- 
ly, ** is— to cbey. For a wcman to look up to another stronger 
lite, to be ruled by a stronger will, gladly to take all little house- 
liold worries on herself — 1 speak badly. Miss Baitrand, but you 
guess my meaning— <and feel more than paid by one kind look or 
woF^ in return, to know that as much as she wants of the world is 
cafe between fcui lowly walls, to have her hours filled with the 
<jare of others, to keep her parlor bright and cheerful, to heai the 
voices of tiie children—" 

Dinah's own voice broke; and Marjorie, who had watched her 
'With looks of lofty compassion, softened involuntarily. 

** So far from speaking badly, Mrs. Arbuthnot, you speak with 
very pretty eloquence. \ ou draw a picture of constant giving up, 
which, if one could believe it to be from life, would, 1 confess, bo 
attractive. It is drawn from life, perhaps?'* 

** Oh — no; I said, only, that would be my ideal of happiness," 
faltered Dinah, with a pang. 

•* Fancied or real, such an eiistence would never do for me. 1 
iiave not much taste for obedience. 1 have none at all for house- 
hold worries.' Babies 1 bar.*' 

•*Miss Bartrandl" 

** Yes, 1 do. Grandpapa and I visit about in our Pagan way 
among the Guerneey country people, and 1 know that 1 absolutely 
bai l]fcibies of every shade and degree. 1 am not sure I would go 
«o far as to injure one," said Marjorie, stealing a glance at her 
companion's shocked face; '*but 1 feel that they are safest kept 
out of my sight. 1 tell the mothers so." 

***You are too young to know wtat you feel, Miss Bartrand." 
There was a standstill of some moments ere Dinah recovered her- 
«elf enough to speak. •* Long before you are my age you'll begin 
to see things differently. Young girls are a bit bard, I've some- 
times thought, in all classes of life, until the time comes.'' 

** What time, may 1 ask?" 

*' The time for having a sweetheait, and getting married," said 
Dinah Arbuthnot. 

From any other lips Marjorie would have regarded such a sug- 
gestion as an indignity. Dinah was so true a woman, had a soul 
flo whitely delicate, that the speech carried with it no possible sus- 
picion of offense. It was homely common sense, kindly and simply 
uttered. 

'* What you say might be true of most girls of my age. If 1 am 
liard. it is not because of my youth, or my inexperience. 1 have 
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had "— Marjorie's face flamed to the hue ot the poppies in lUe corn 
— " wbat the world is pleased to call a sweelbeart. Bui for ihe in- 
terposition of Providence (1 remember that interposition, night and 
moining, on my knees) 1 should be married now.*' 

*' Unless he lo^ed you above everything, you are best as you are, 
Mjss Barlrand. In marriage it is all oi nothing. 1 mean— 1 mean/'' 
Dinah hesitated, ''no wife could be happy with half a heart be- 
stowed on her.*' 

*' Half 1 What do you say to a quatter, a traction?*' exclaimed 
Marjorie, hotly. " What do you .say to a creature stuffed as the 
dolls are, with sawdust, in lieu of a human lieait at all? A creat- 
uie well set up as reiicards shoulders, six teet in measurement, with 
fine wliite teetb, blue eyes, yellow mustache, a swagger and a sword ^ 
His would scarcely be the larger soul, Mrs. Arbuthnot, the stronget 
will which il should be a woman's <^rown of honor to obeyl" 

Down went another head of clustering* camomile, felled by a 
well-aimed stroke from Marjorie's hand. Her eyes flashed fire. 

"And yet a wayward girl, scarcely past sixteen, and with no 
mother to give her counsel, might tor two or three weeks, you 
know, be hunied into thinking such a man a bero. 1 was that 
girl, Mrs. Aibuthnot. Vanity blinded me, or the love of power, or 
something stronger than either. At all events, when Major Treden* 
nis asKed me, one fine morning, to be engaged to him, 1 said 
• Yes.' " 

" And the Beigneur of Tintajeux?** asked Dinah, looking round 
at the dimpled, indignant face of seventeen. 

** * Major Tredennis comes of a race of gentlemen,' ** said grand> 
papa. '* * If Major Tredennis can make adequate settlements, and 
my granddaughter elects to spend hei life with a popinjay, she may 
do so.*** 

*' And, with no better advice than that, you were engaged?*' 
**1 was engaged. Major Tredennis used to write me foolish 
notes. He gave me a ring 1 never wore. He gave me chocolate- 
creams, and a setter puppy. He sung French songs to me, in an 
English accent. Lookins back at it all novir, 1 think the chocolate 
creams were the best part of that bad time, except, of course, the 
setter, whom 1 loved. When it was all broken oft— foi the owner 
of the white teeth and the sword was a right wicked craven, and 
should have married a girl in England who cared for him^ without 
once looking at me; — when it was all broken oft, and I had to send 
• Jock back, 1 did weep scalding tears, at parting from him. The 
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only tears I have ever ebed, or shall shed, in connection with love- 
matters.*' 

** Wait!** was Dinah Arbuthnot's answer. ** If 1 see you, as 1 
hope to do, two or three years hence, it may be you will tell a differ- 
ent siory." 

Marjorie glanced at the yachting party, sauntering contentedly, a 
hundred yards or so in front, among the lights and shadows of the 
orchard 'bordered road. Ihere was Lord Rex, outrageously devoted 
In manner to Rosie Yerschoyle, with whom he loitered apart. And 
there, a little divided, also, from the rest, was Gtff Arbuthnot, well 
entertained, one must surmise, by the shallow talk, fascinated by 
the pinli-and-white charms of Ada, the most soulless and the pretti- 
est of the De Oarteret family. 

*' If such a revolution ta^es place, a dozen years hence, that I 
marry," she observed, after consideration, ** the husband I choose 
shall be a head-and-shoulders taller than myself, morally. !No singer 
of ballad sentiment, no pooinjay, with yellow mustache, and a 
sword, and uniform nest time. If I take to myseit a master, he 
shall be a man — with a temper, a will, a purpose in life, all nobler 
than my own." 

Such a husband as Geoffrey wculd be! The thought obeyed the 
wish in Dinah's heart. . 

** And I n»u8t be first— first in his affection. I would have no 
livals, past or present. If Bayard, himself, walked the earth and 
wished to marry me, Marjorie Bartrand, I would ask him if I was 
first. Yes, Mis. Arbuthnot, 1 would ask CJhevalier Bayard, him- 
self, it he had looked at any other woman before he loved me; and 
If he had, and though my heart broke for it, I would refuse him." 

A red light broke on Marjorie's cheeks, her eyes dilated. The 
likeness to old Andros, which came out in every moment of strong 
emotion, was never more marked than now. 

** If we ask too much we may lose all," said Dinah, not perhaps 
-without a pang of dread as visions of Geoffrey's youth rose before 
her. *' 1 never heard anything about this gentleman." 

*' Chevalier Bayard? the first gentleman the world has known!" 
** But if he was put upon his word, yes, and though he stood 
with his bride before the altar, 1 think Chevalier Bayard might 
have to confess to some foolish fancy in the past." 

'* 1 spoke of love, not of foolishness," exclaimed Marjorie Bar- 
trand. Then, e^ though quickly repenting of ner warmth: " We 
have talked more than enough," she cried, " about a per advent urd* 
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that will Dever Uecome fact. Let us forget, with all speed, that so 
much nonsense has been spoken. 

But the conversation was one which neither of these young 
women could, hy any means, forget while she lived. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

REX BASEBE'S humor. 

A ROUGH paved village squaie; green-shuttered houses, swelter- 
ing in ihe afternoon sun; a pair of open-worl^ spires, delicate as lace, 
dazzlingly white as Caen stone could make them, silhouetted 
against the burning sky; tattered children, with meicenacy hands 
full of wild flowers; a knot of British pilgrims, irreverently lo- 
quacious outAide the church's western dooi; grewsome beggars 
making exhibition of wounds; honest peasant people; dishonest 
relic sellers -*-such were the salient features of La Delivrande at the 
moment when Marjorie and Dinah descended into its closer air out 
of the field-smelling, wind-blown road that brought them hither 
from tlie coast. 

** We will ask Mrs. Arhuthnot's ooinion, and abide hy it,*' cried 
Lord Rex, coming forward a few paces to meet them. ** She will 
be far better versed in this kind of thing than the rest of us. Ought 
we to carry candies in oui hands, Mrs. Arbuthnot, when we seek 
our cuie? There is a caBdle-fefall convenientlv opposite, and Migs 
Verschoyle and 1 will head the procession as penitents-in-cbief.*' 

•* Please help to keep Lord Rex in order, Mrs. Arbuthnot. He 
is really doing and saying the absurdest things!" Rosie Verschoyle 
must have been, surely, at the zenith of good temper when slie thus 
addressed that poor Mrs. Arbuthnot! *' Now, Lord Rex, 1 com- 
mand you to droD this talk about candles instantly. Of course the 
whole business is a ridiculous piece of Pooish supeistilion, still," 
observed Rosie, with a certain largeness, " one has one's ideas. A 
«hurch is a church. Positively, 1 will not speak another woid to 
you to-day unless you behave yourself with decorum when we are 
inside." 

The awfuiness of the threat appeared, for the moment, to check 
Lord Rex Basire's playful spirits. He made no purchase of can- 
dles. Save that he aftected a sudden and veiy marked lamenvi^s of 
gait, he behaved no worse than his companions on entering the 
church. Guided by ragged Jean Jacques the English people 
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waited up lo a t relied Rlone screen dlviaing thfe choir from the 
Dive. In a small aide allar oo llie iell was n aoll, clollied in nov^o 
gold, UQloTely ot face, willi eyes "dreadlully Blsiing," with n 
crown ot paper lilies, with a acote of rualiilvhls i)iirnHig before her 
In a low— La Delivrande. 

Who thai has traveled in prlmtllTe FreDch ditlricis can laii ol 
knowing Ibesc little miracle chapeU, Iheli atmosphere, their volire 
oOeiingB, their slucerity, their tinsel, thelt pathos? Al least a 
hundred graven memorials on the wall beside the Virgin told ibe 
8(ory oi simple human bearls that had sufiered, believed; ol an- 
guished human hopes that bad here Tound tulflllment. Dinah ^r> 
bulbnot's cheekn paled as Marjorle, in a whisper, Iranslalcd the 
meaning of tlic Inscrlpltons. Here a mother recorded her i^ratilude 
for her child, a wife lor her huaband, a dai.ghter tor her parent. 
Here Ibe names were graren In full, beie In IniLiala. Occasionally- 
there was one word only, " Beeonnoimanr^ " and a dnie. Dinah's 
cheeliH I'aled, her eyes filled. If she were alone Dinah felt — 
puiilan, heretic, though she were — she would gladly l:neel and 
make her confession, lay bare her sorrow on the spot \vbere so 
many slrtclieD and wearv human souls bad cttst away the sad gar- 
ment ot repression trelore liei t 

Lord Rex Baaire's view ol the place and ailuation continued Irre- 
sistibly cunilc. And the facea of his compnnions, the rose-pink 
face of Miss Yeischcyle. not expected, tailed to conQemn him toi 
his levity. 

A heap cf pious gills, leatimoniala, in kind, from Ibe eured. lay, 
IncoQgruocaly, as they hnd been oflered, before the allar of the Vir- 
gin. There were crulches, big nnd small, a child's Teclining-cor 
ilag£, models of ships Innumeralile, a wooden leg— the stoutest faith 
might long tor an explanation of that wooden leg I Well, reader, 
with the fair church solemn and hushed, five or six black-clad 
women telling their beads betote the diHerenl altars, its only Calbo- 
lie inmates, Lord Rex, II must be concluded, found the lemplallon 
toward practlcnl jocularity tco strong for him. Hobbling up to 
the altar, Ihia bumoioua lUlle lord stood, wllh bowed head, with 
Bonlrite manner. In front ot the lily-crowned figure for some mln- 
utea' space. Slowly ascending a step, be next deposited his crutch, 
a sliver and ebony toy, upon the heap uF worn and dusty peasant 
offerings; then walked away wUh tripping, reaonani siep, with 
head joyfully erect, down the western aisle, as who should say, 
" Bebold me— a believer, cured." 

Ra^'ged Jean Jacques held his mouth between two aun- blackened 
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bands, sbowily pantomiming his appreciation of tlie Englishman's 
costly waggishness. The subalterns of the Maltshire Royals tittered 
aloud. Alasl in a marching regiment, as elsewheie, has not hu> 
man nature its weaker side? Is not a duke*a son, with two inches 
of brain, and wit in proportion, a duke's son, even when he jests? 
The young ladies with one exception looked about as frigid as Ital- 
ian 8DOW looks under (he kisses of an April sun. The exceotlon 
was Marjorie Bartrand. 

Away out of the church Hew Marjorie, brusblDg against Res 
Baeire's elbow in her exit. She waited in the porch outside, eager 
begt^ars pressing forward with their wounds, children with their 
liaif-deaii wild flowers, relic-mongers whh theit chaplcU and rosa- 
ries— blest, ay, to the last bead, blest, ** tout bonnement," by His 
Holiness, away in Rome. By and by, when the last of the Icud- 
talking merry-spirited knot of idlers had issued forth from the 
church, Maijorie fastened upon the offender- in chief. With lu- 
minous eyes, with drawn breath, with hands tightly clinched in her 
hot indignation, she scathed hira thus: 

** You have played a delicate bit of comedy, have you not, Lord 
Bex? It was the finest stroke of humor to scandalize a few poor 
peasant women, saying prayers for their dead? For me," looking 
one by one lound the group, '* I felt ashamed — more ashamed than 
<ver I was in my life before— of belonging to the same nation as 
you all! I read once,** said Marjorie, *' in a wise book: * Where 
we are ignorant, let us show reverence.' The ignoiance, only, has 
been shown to day.*' 

Dinah Arbuthnot and Geoffrey, who had lingered behind the 
others in the church, arrived on the scene just in time to heai the 
last accents of this denunciation. Then, ere the culprits could utter 
a word in self-defense, away shot Marjorie's arrowy figure along a 
«hadowed by-street, away, neither stopping nor hesitating, along 
the old chaussee, that leads from La Delivrande Parisward, in an 
exactly opposite direction to the Langrune road. 

•*By Jupiter I I was never so frightened in ^y life.** Rex 
Basire's limbs collapsed under him in well-dramatized alarm. 
*• Have all (3irton girls get dynamite in their eyes? Does thtir 
sppech invariably brittle with torpedoes? Is Maijorie Bartrand 
Protestant, or Catholic, or what?*' 

*' Ah, " repeated Rosie Veischoyle. ever ready with a little ami- 
able platitude. ** A hundred years ago the Baitrauds were Papists, 
remember. It is a moot question among the people who know 
them best what the Tintajeux religion is ai the present day." 
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" 1 know DDe thing," cried Geoffrey's friend, Ada de Carteret, 
" All through Tintajeux parish the seigneur is looked upon as 
more learned than canny. When the country tolk come near old 
Andros after dark, declaiming Greek, and with a couple of black, 
dogs at his heels^ they will run a mile round sooner than meet him."' 

** The seigneur's term of endearment for Marjorie is witch, when 
they happen to be on speaking terms at all," said another voice. 
** Poor girl ! In spite of her temper one can not help liking her ex- 
tremely. Who was it said of Marjorie that she had such an olive- 
like flavor?" 

*• You always feel there must be a fund of goodness in the dear 
child —somewhere. " This finishing note was given in Miss Ver- 
schoyle's thin voice. "As to the lecture you came in for. Lord 
Rex, you deserved it richly. It is quite too— in saying this, 1 mean 
it— quitel to laugh at other people's beliefs, even when they are 
most ridiculous." 

And then they all sauntered off to the stalls, where Lord Rex, we 
may be sure, found ample scope for his veiled yst poignant irony: 
amcDg the crosses, medals, rosaries, and relics that had been 
blessed, " tout bonnement," away in Rome, by His Holiness. 

Marjorie, meanwhile, pursued her way through shadow and sun- 
shine, unconscious in which direction the fiery haste of her steps, 
was l>earing her. When her temper had burned out — in the space,, 
say, of two minutes and a half —she perceived that she was once 
more in open country, alone among colza stacks and fields of ripen- 
ing barley, Dut on a less frequented road, amidst a landscape with 
wider horizons than the road and landscape she and Dinah had 
traversed in coming to Langrune from the sea. 

How gocd it was to breathe this wild, well-oxygenized air! *With 
what glad senf>es Marjorie gazed about her across the plains, rip- 
pling, as the sun lowered, in lucent amber waves, and sliaded de- 
llcioufily at intervals by rows of pearly, smoke-colored poplar ! A 
family of peasant farmers drove by in one of their old-world JSor- 
man narvest wagons — coeval, perhaps, with Andros Bart rand's, 
sickle! Friendly nods, gleaming smiles from sunburned faces,. 
were bestowed on the little girl as the homely cart-load jclted on. 
She watched with wistful eyes until the wagon lessened, was lost 
to sight in the long perspective of white road. Seating herself be- 
side a ditch under shadow of a solitary pollard willow, a sudden 
vision of vines and olives and Spanish sierras arose, with all thet 
strength of inherited nostalgia, in Marjoiie's breast. It the har- 
vesters would only have carried lier a league or two onward witlii 
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tbemi She had nothing of value in her possession but a watch» 
How many francs could one raise upon a watch, Marjorie Bailrand 
wondered, in some primitive, unsuspecting Norman town ? Enough, 
surely, living among peasant people, and eking means out by an 
occasional :lay's work at onion- weeding or colza-stacking, to cairy 
one down to the frontier, the cherished land of dreams. A letter 
could be sent to relieve the seigneur's mind, and— 

And then, glancing back along the chaussee Marjcrie saw a 
man's figure advancing toward her with steady quickness; a figure 
she knew overwell, darkly outlined against the chrome yellow of 
the sky. So Ada de Carteret was torsaken. Her heart went pit-a- 
pat. She would have given a fortune to fly, yet stirrad not I One 
minute later and her nostalgia was cured. Longings for vine and 
Dlive and Spanish sierra had vanished, all, before the unromantic 
English presence of Geofirey Arbuthnot. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

YOU— AND ll 

** You have found out a right pleasant spot." Geft settled him- 
self coolly into repose among the long wayside grasses that clothed 
the opposite or field side of the ditch. ** Our friends, when they 
have bought themselves each a cross and medal, are going down to 
watch the Parisians return from fishing, ^ou and 1 will have the 
best of it among the barley here." 

**>'ou— andll". 

*• You— and 1 Does the expression displease you. Miss Bar- 
trand?" 

** If you have any intention of remaining y6u had better taue out 
your pipe at once, Mr. Arbuthnot." 

" Why?" 

"Because an idle man, his feet dangling over a ditch, and not 
smoking, would be a spectacle too wretched to contemplate." 

*• The description may be worse than the fact. 1 am idle. My 
feet dangle over a ditch. I am not smoking. I was never less^ 
wretched in my life." 

*' 1 spoke of such a person as an object of painful contempla- 
tion," 

'• Is the spectacle painful to you at this moment? Speak frank- 
ly." 
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•' 1— I only wished to let yDu know that you might smoke, if you 
chose." 

** Thanks. I would rather do nothing tc slter my present state 
ot feeling." 

And then they came to a full stop; a rather marked one. 

Marjorie spoke first. ** The charm of a spot like this "—she 
t)rought out each woid with incision—" is its solitude.'' 

** Solitude d deux. The French have such an expression, have 
they not?'* 

Geff Arbuthnot asked the question, pronouncing his eu vilely. 

** * Solifude a-dool* 1 am hopelessly stupin," said Marjorie, 
holding her head aloft. ** * A-dool* Is it meant for a farewell, 
or what?, I leally do not see the drift of the fdiom—a quotation, 
perhaps, from one of the classic authors?" 

Geoffiey was sensible that she had never been more dangerous 
than at this juncture, mutinous pride struggling with merriment on 
iier clear girlish face, as she turned his terrible French accent Into 
ridicule. He was sensible, also, of a new, an unexpected pleasure 
4n being laughed at by her. 

•• Were you enjoying your solitude (without the * dco ') truly, 
and thoroughly, when 1 disturbed you?" 

•* Thoroughly, no. 1 had not got the flavor of folly enough out 
of mjr mouth for that. Ycu relished, I hope, the exquisite wit we 
English people showed in the church, Mr. Arbuthnot? You ap- 
preciated the fun of wounding simple people's beliefs by depositing 
our Oxford Sireet finery among the real piteous crutches before La 
Ueliviande? And to think that young women," exclaimed Mai* 
jorie, waxing warm, ** are stigmatlzetl, in masses, as frivolous! 
Bow can they be anything but frivolous, with such examples before 
them?" 

'* Let us cast up both columns of the account, \76uld a man — - 
no, as we are talking of Lord Hex tSasire, let us say would a fool- 
ish youth— display his foolishness among a bevy of. pretty girls, 
unless they weie ready to give him smiles as an encouragement?" 

*' I am sure Mrs. Arbuthnot would not be among the smilers. 
Her beautiful face looked so good and calm, when the rest of us 
«tood giggling there before the altar." 

"My cousin is serious, a little overserious always." Geoffrey ' 
Arbuthnot gazed attentively at the horizon as he made this remark. 

" It would do your cousin a vast deal of good to run away from 
that feather-weight husband of hers. Look shocked, if you choosrc; 
1 am in earnest. L consider," said Marjorie. displaying her world- 
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ly wisdom with gravity, '* that Mr. Gaston ATbulhnot's Character 
is thoroughly spoiled. lie is a charmiDg fellow, doubtless. Still, 
everybody ueed not remind him of his charm to his face." 

*• And you believe in retributive morality? You think tlie cura- 
tive tieatment for a charming fellow is— that his wife should run 
away from him?'* 

** My experience of charming fellows would incline me toward 
heroic treatment. As he walked up from Langrune 1 asised Mrs. 
Arbuihnot'to start with me on fool tor Spaip.. With twenty franca 
in our pocl^et, I told her, and doii;^ a day's work on the road when- 
ever our resources ran low, we might get down safe to the frontier 
in time. But Mrs. Arbuthnot did not seem to see it." 

*' Dinah's is not an adventurous spirit. If you would accept a 
substitute, Miss Bartrand, perhaps I—" 

*• Go on, pray." 

" Miglit be allowed to follow, with a thick stick, at a distance. "^ 

*' Keep your stick for England 1 I would not be afraid on the 
loneliest road between this and Barcelona." 

•• Without the stick, then— shall we start?" 

Marjorie shitted her posture a little. She became suddenly in- 
terested in a plant of marsh-mallow at her side. 

" When next 1 enter Spain, Mr. Arbuthnot, it shall be with dig- 
nity. When 1 meet my mother's people 1 hope to be armed with 
degrees, certificates — whatever the English universities will confer 
or me." 

'* Don't go until your name has been bracketed high on the list 
of wranglers." 

As Geoffrey made this venture on thin ice he watched his pupil 
narrowly. One of the storm-flashes that lit Marjorie Bartrand's 
face into such f requ«nt, such perilous beauty, was his reward. 

" You mean— never go at all! Do ycu feel a pleasure, Mr. Ar- 
buthnot, in throwing cold water over my dearest hopes and am- 
bitions?" 

*' An enormous pleasure. Miss Bartrand. 1 have felt it from that 
first evening when you were good enough to hire me as your teacher 
at Tintajeux." 

The girl looked away from him, her colcr changing. 

** That evening, when I had to receive you in state, to make 
formal speeches and courtesies, all my great- aunts and uncles look- 
ing on through their Bartrand eyelids! Do you remember our Bon 
Espoir? Be was an omen of better temper, perhaps, than has pre- 
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vailed between US Bince. Were you taken aback? Was 1 quite 
unlike what you expected?*' 

She asked these momentous questions with the keen curiosity char- 
acteristic of the passion in its earlier days. But all the time she 
shrunk from encountering Geff Aibuthnot's glance. 

*' You really desire to know?" 

*'yes.'' 

*• 1 will tell you, on one condition. What was your wish when 
your courtesied under pie cedars to the new moon?'* • 

** My wish?** turning turther and further away from him. 
*' Why, folly unrepeatable— the sort of nonsense my nurses taught 
me to say when 1 ivas little. Your memory is inconveniently 
good." 

'' Accurate to the smallest detail! Bow clearly one can see the 
meeting of those tour water-lanes, and the flowers you gave me, 
as 1 know, now, alas! for Mrs. Arbuthnot, and the ribbon you tied 
them with— the ribbon,*' said Gefl: coolly, ** which you will some 
day send me back for a book-marker! Yes, the fairest summer 
evening of my life was the one when 1 first saw Tintajeux Manoir 
— and ycu.'* 

And he believed his own words. Sure sign that the heart within 
him was sound — healthiest life at its core. Guessing at the confes- 
sions of that ingenuious maidenly face as Marjorie, half blushes, 
half willfulness, persistently gave him her profile, Geoffrey Arbuth- 
not had clean forgotten Lesser Cheriton, ay, and a drama played 
out there in which he took a not unimportant part. 

** 1 think this Korman evening is to the full as fair,*' said Mar- 
jorie. '* There are bigger sweeps of outline, there is mere quality 
in the air than falls to our lot in tne Channel Islands." 

Then, again, there came a pause, broken softly by the occasional 
lium of an insect on the wing, by the swaying of stalks, the whis- 
pers of the ripe and restless grain, by tne chirp of the hedge 
crickets, by the solitary treble of a lark lost somewhere, pouring 
its heart out in the seablue vault above. 

Marjorie could not be silent long. 

" To begin at the beginning, what did you thin^ of me when 
jcu got my first note— the two lines 1 sent in answer to youis? 
Nothing very good, or you would not be so reluctant to tell it." 

•* 1 thought," saii Geft, ** that you required my services as a 
coach, that there was a little adectation about your &reek ' e's,' and 
that your name was Marjorie D. Hartrand." 

** That terrible signature of mine— the one bearable name 1 pos- 
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sess reduced to a D! You know, Mr. Arbuthnot, 1 hope, what D. 
stands for?" 

*' Dorcas?" suggesteii Geolliey, "or perhaps Deborah? We 
have a numbei of fine old Ilebrew names beginning with D." 

" But I am not a fine old Hebrew. I am a Spanish woman, heart 
and soul, and I bear my mother's name, Dolores. Grandpapa and 
1 met an American in Paris, when 1 was younger, who used to call 
me ' Miss Dollars.' The thought of that pronunciation always makes 
me 6hy of bringing my beautiful Spanish name to the foie.'' 

*' Dollars is more beautiful than Dolores." Saying this, Geofirey 
took studious care to imitate her accent. ** Dollars is at least sug- 
gestive of human activity, of the market-place, not the grave-yard. 
Why should a child, with all the gocd chances of life open, have 
fiuch a name as Grief imposed upon her by worldly-wise godfathers 
and godmothers?" 

•* 1 speak of Dolores, not Grief, and— and you have no poetry in 
you, Mr. Geofirey ArbuthnotI You don't know all that a word 
says to us southern people. Think of plain Marjorie Bartrand— noth. 
ing but * ar, arl' If 1 could only change Bartrand for a name 
with no • ar ' in it, 1—" 

The supposition was rushing forth with velocity. Then, in a 
trice, Marjorie stepped. She colored to the roots of her hair. And 
then she and Geofirey laughed so loud that the stilly air rang with 
their laughter. If these two young people did not actually tread 
the primrose path, they were within a stone 's-throw of it, ignorant 
though both might be of the route which lay so near them. 

** Ihat * ar * is the worst of all your cruelties," said Oeft, pres- 
ently. '* To snow my greatness of mind 1 will return evil for geod. 
I will tell you what you wish to know. As 1 walked out for the 
flist time to Tintajeux, 1 had you constantly before my mind's eye. 
Miss Bartrand. 1 saw you, with the vision of the spirit, every inch 
an heiress." 

** Every Inch an heiress 1" repeated Marjorie, abashed. 

** With rigid manners, hair drawn back, Ohinesa fashion, and 
overwhelming dignity. Whenever people are of more than com- 
mon volume— I fancy that is the euphemistic term, is it not?-^ 
dignity!" 

*' And you found me— a scarecrow." Qhe measured, mentally, 
and with self-abasement, the leanness of her untledged figure. 
** What did you think when a lank country child, in a cotton 
gown, and without either dignity or manner, appeared betoreyou?" 

** I felt it leas my duty to accept facts as they came. 1 sum- 
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moncd up courage, aod mastered my disappointment with tolerable 
ease." said Geoffrey Arbuthot. 

His face supplied a postscript to the admission which caused Har- 
jcrie's heait to beat faster. ** We must not stop here all dayl** she 
cried, springing promptly to her feet. ** Although, if one had 
something to eat, it might be pleasant to do so. Tondtr, to the 
left. Is C'^ursenlles spire. We saw it— no, you were hemmed in by 
sunshades— 1 saw it from the steamer. If we take this footpath 
through the cornfields, we might visit Courseulles and make a 
small turn round the country before going back to our company 
and our dinner at Langrune.*' 

But Geoffrey did not move, 

*' 1 will have my bond,'* he uttered with tragic emphasis. ** 1 
will never stir from this spot until ycu tell me what your wish waa 
when 3^ou courtesied to the moon. '* 

*' i would latber not say. You have the right to insist, of course 
—it was a bargain. But, please let me oft. Why should 1 repeat 
such puerility here, in the wise and sober light of day?" 

" 1 will have my bond," repeated Geoffrey Arbuthnot tenaciously, 
" 1 have made my confession in full. JXow, do you make yours.. 
What was your wish?'* 

A tlood of shame by this time suffused MarjoTle's cheeks. But 
Geoffrey was stubborn. He exacted his pound of flesh to the ut- 
termost. 

•* 1 courtesied. as thechildren do, thrice — and each time, while you 
weie talking solemnly to grandpapa, 1 said, quite in a whisper—"' 

" I)on*t mind punctuation. Miss Bartrand. It will be the sooner 
over." 

" * 1 like my coach— may mj coach like me!' " cried Marjorle„ 
nearly in tears, but giving to the refrain the true sing-song of the 
nursery. ** Kemember, sir, when 1 was so inane 1 had only knowa 
ycu two hours, and— and 1 believed you to be the other Mr. Ar- 
buthnot." 

Geoffrey slipped down to bis feet. As Marjorie was standing oa 
the bank, it thus happened that their faces were on a level, and 
very near each other. Geoffrey observed, mere closely than he had 
done before, the texture of her skin— delicate in spite of sunburn, 
as perfect health and Guernsey air could render it. He looked into 
the depths of her gray eyes, even in their quietest expression 
touched with fire. He admitted the character', so superior to all 
mere prettiness, of her serious large mouth. 

The wish has come true," he whispered, in a tone never to b3 
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forgotten by Maijorio Bartrand, ** although 1 have the misfoitune 
of being mysell, not Gaston. Let me help you." 

He held out his hands, but Marjorie, with her agile younfif 
strength, had cleared the ditch almost before his assistance was 
proifered. They paused a moment or two irresolute, they discussed 
^ little as to latitude and longitude, and then away the two started, 
in the direction of CcurseuUes, across the corn-fields. 

A third figure, dove-winged, golden-quivered, walked with them, 
although they might not discern his presence. 



CHAPTER XKVI. 

OUT AND THRUST, 

Never was a man surer of tumbling into little unlooked-foi 
sociabilities than Gaston Arbuthnot. Had he been shipwrecked on 
a Sonih Sea island I believe Gaston would have chanced upon an 
acquaintance there, some ^anighed shade from London club or Paris 
<jat6 would have seized him by the button-hole before the day was 
-outl 

He was button-holed in Langrune-sur-Mer. 'When the pilgrim- 
age returned from La Delivrande, Linda and her Kobbie were found 
«eated with Mrs. ?erschoyle on a trio of hired chairs before the 
iiotel, taking their pleasure rather mournfully, Cassandrik Tighe, 
lier scarlet Dluak conspicuous from afar, was dredging— happy Cas- 
aandra— among such rocks as the tide still left uncovered. 

Gaston Arbuihnci was invisible. 

*'A real case of forcible abduction," cried Linda Thome, address- 
ing herself to Dinah. ** You are not a foolishly nervous wife, 1 
am sure, Mis. Arbuthnot? You could philosophically listen to a 
«tory of how two pretty French girls carried away an English ar- 
tist against his will?" 

Dinah assented with one of her rare smiles. The knowledge 
that Gaston was finding amusement otherwise than in the half- 
clever talk, the too ready, too flattering sympathy of Linda her- 
43elf , cast retrospective biightuess upon the afternoon that his ab- 
sence had clouded. 

From jealousy of a eelfish oi little kind Dinak's iicart had never 
bled. Earlier in thek married lite, when Gaston still affected 
dancing, and as a matter of couise went to balls without his wife, 
it was her usual next mornings plcasuie to scan his programmes. 



184 A GIRTON GIRL. 

enjoy his sketches of his partners, his repetitions ot their small-talk: 
—all ivithout a shade of hurt feeling. Once oi twice she hfnted 
that she would tain accompany him as a looker-on. ** Nobody 
looks on long in this wicked world," was Gaston's answer. ** Yoa 
do not dance, you do not play whist. Tou have a brain under youi 
yellow locks and you are too young to talk scandal. Ball-room 
atmosphere is unwholesome. 1 would not hear of such a saciitice."' 
And as it was not Dmah's habit to pose as maityr, she obeyed, trust- 
ing in him always. 

Beautiful, pure of soul, herself, she simply hOQOied the beauty,, 
believed in the purity of soul of other women. Gaston was popu- 
lar, spoiled; an artist with an artisrs — mere than this, with an 
American's temperament. A degree of youthful immaturit^r 
seemed ever to lurk amidst his astute knowledge of life and ot 
men. He had but a half-share, as be would tell her, of the fibers 
derived from long lines of bored ancestors. He sought diversion for 
diversion's sake. She had made no quarrel with the inexorable facta 
of hei husband's existence or of her own. If only she had been hia 
equal, intellectually! It she could have supplied him with the 
mental companionship he needed, or interested him in his childless 
fireside I ^h, could she thus have risen to his level, Gaston's heait 
had been in her keeping still. Hence came the morbid unrest of 
her present life; hence the dread, increasing daily, hourly, strive 
with it as she might, of Linda'R influence. 

'* 1 am afraid one gets used to most things, Mrs. Thome. I have 
seen Gaston run away with so often, that I am not much moved by 
the thought of these pretty French gills," 

Linda Thorne rose. She rested her hand confidentially within 
Dinah's arm, much to Dinah's chagrin, and proposed that they 
should walk together along the sands to lock for Mr. Artuthnot. 

*• Yes, 1 must positively tell ycu the whole story. Your husband 
had finished his sketch of the lovely fisher-girl. The young person 
was not at all lovely, in fact. But she was striking. She had dis- 
tinct genre. Artists care for genre, you know, oiuch moie than 
for beauty." 

Dinah resolved to question Gaston as to the truth of this. She 
resolved to cultivate distinct genre in herself fcr the remainder ol 
her days. 

*• Striking— that word sums up all. The big cobalt-blue eyes,, 
that say about as much, in reality, as a china tea -saucer, and are 
supposed by imaginative men to say overything — blonde hair worn 
in a pigtail, palpably not original, Ic her heels; complexion care- 
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fully toned to a shade one point short of freckles; bare arms, 
akimbo— excellently shaped arms, of course; a native prawn basket, 
anrl a fishing-aress from Worth's. 1 got to know the type so 
well," said Linda, " in my governess days, during one sumroer, 
especially, when the Benjamin sent me to Houlgate with her chil- 
dren." 

Dinah, who, as we have seen, had no genius for supplying the 
hooks and eyes of conversation, remained chillingly silent. 

" Your husband had finished his sketch of her— an admirably 
idealized one. I have it here." And Dinah, for the trst time, 
perceived that Mrs. Thorne held possession of Gaston's sketch-book. 
^* Let us look at it together!" impulsively, " or are you— no doubt 
you are— blase about sketches? Well, well, it may be natural. 
Married to an artist, if one has no real, strong, natural talent for 
tilt-" 

*' 1 have no real, strong, natural talent for anything," inter- 
rupted poor Dinah, petulantly. 

*' Oh— naughtyl You must not say such things. 1 will not 
allow you to be modest. Mr. Atbuthnot tells me your needle-work 
is "—Linda locked about her as though an encomium were hard to 
find—** most elaboiate! In these days needle- work ranks among 
^he fine arts. Of course you are wild about this exquisite new 
€litch from Vienna?" 

** 1 have not seen it. The only wocl-work 1 do is old-fashioned 
crcss-stitch.'' 

** Just fancy! And Mr. Arbuthnot, 1 am convinced, spends bis 
lime— half his time— in designing quite lovely patterns for you?" 

Dinah's breast swelled as a vision of the Rosccft wild roses over- 
came her. She made no attempt at a parry. 

"It 1 had married an artist 1 would never have gone to the 
-shops fur patterns. Or rather, if 1 had married an artist, 1 would 
never have embroidered at all. 1 should have thrown myself into 
his ambitions, his work— have spent my life so utterly at his side." 

Dinah stooped to pick up a little pink shell from the strand, by 
this action freeing herself from Linda Thome. She put the shell 
inside her glove, thinking she would keep it as a memento of Lan- 
grune and of this summer day that had passed so nearly without a 
cloud. So nearly — but the summer day was not over yet! 

** All this time 1 am not accounting to you for your husband's 
disappearance, am 1? My dear creature, it was really the drollest 
thing! Robbie had not as yet floated up with the tide, and Mrs. 
Teischoyle and I, your husband with us, had made our slippery 
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way across the rocks to mainland Well, just as Cast—, 1 mean^ 
as Mr. Arbuthnot was putting a last touch to his sketch, up ran » 
little Frenchman, full dress, a rose and white daughter in eacb 
hand, and an enormously slout wife, with a bouquet, following^ 
Be threw his arms round your husband's neck, and but ipi Mr. 
Arbuthnot's presence of mind would certainly have kissed him/' 

*• kissed!" 

•* Of course. Have you never lived among French people? It 
was some old artist companion of Gast— , of your husband's bache- 
lor life. You can imagine the recollections of former joyous days 
spent in Paris as students together, the inquiries for mutual 
friends, now dead or married, the history each had to give of hi» 
marriage and present happiness T' 

" I can not. 1 am not imaginative." 

It must be confe&sed that a linge of displeasure was audible m 
rinah's voice. Every syllable of Mrs. Thome's unpremeditated 
chatter had wounded her like a stiletto prjck. 

'* Ah— and 1 am imaginative to my finger tips. We seem the 
very antithesis of each other, in character, as we are in looks." 
Linda had really a very graceful way of admitting her own plainness, 
when occasion offered. ** 1 can assure you 1 filled up a dozen little 
blanks in our Btiuedicts' exchange of confidences. I traced cut a 
full and rounded whole most satisfactorily. I'eople may slur over 
half a dozen years in as many words. If nature has endowed you 
with imagination, you read between the lines. The barest outline 
suggests the finished picture." 

Something in her tone would seem to imply that Gaston Arbuth- 
net's married life had been a spoiled life, or so it seemed tc Di- 
nah's irritated heart. Dinah felt that the half dozen words must 
have yielded latent hints of her own intellectual shortcomings, 
hints which Linda Thome's talent for filling up blanks had de- 
veloped into certainty. 

*• The next part of the ceremony was the introduction to Madame 
de Oamors and the children— two small Parisian coquettes, about 
the age of my Rahnee, who fell in love with Mr. Arbuthnot on the 
spot." 

•• Little children fall in love with Gaston, always," said Dinah, 
hastily. 

•• The family party was taking its departure, it seemed, under 
the broiling sun, to a children's ball at Luc Casino. At a word 
from papa the small imps seized a hand each of Gas—, ot Mr. Ar- 
buthnot, and dragged him away Twleiis volens. All children are 
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tyrants," generalized Linda, with a dismal yawn, occasioneil proba- 
T^ly by the recollection ol her virtuously spent afternoon, *' but 
these terrible French children are the worst of all. Perhaps it is 
in imitation of the Americans. 1 consider the way American in- 
fants are brought forward in public places is a disgrace to the cent- 
tiry/' 

*' You think children without exception should be kept in their 
nurseries?" 

Dinah called to mind a group of four that passed her window on 
their road to the rose-show. She remembered a small figure danc- 
ing with exultation on rainbow -hued tlounces. 

•' My dear soul! Fancy putting such a question to me, a moth- 
er! Of course 1 make no exception of my own daughter. She is 
a good, quiet little monkey," added Linda; *' although Mr. Ar- 
buthnot is positively spoiling ner, fast— 1 hope 1 Impose her on 
no one. Children, as a rule, 1 look upon from the governess point 
of view. Ilou know how my bread was earned when 1 was 
joungV" 

*' Mr. Arbuthnot has told me that he first met you in Paiis." 

" Yes, in the domestic service ct Madam MoXse Benjamin. 1 got 
twenty pounds a year and my washincj. 1 had to* sleep under ihe 
loof. to play dance music, to remodel madame's dresses, to teach 
English to the three girl Benjamins, and a boy — ah, that boy!" said 
Linda, between her teeth. *' It you think me like Becky Sharpe— 
confess now, you do think me like Becky Sharpe?*' 

** 1 do not, indeed." Dinah's manner grew colder and colder. 
** 1 never heard of Becky Sharpe before." 

" Well, if you had,' said Linda, in high good humor, and stor- 
ing up all the little scene against future dramatization—** if you 
bad heard of Becky Sharpe, and had thought me like her, where 
would be the wonder? I was brought up just as Becky was, to 
iive by my wits. My mamma— 1 connect her hazily with sofa 
-cushions, much while embroidery, an Italian greyhound, doctors, 
and the smell of ether— my mamma died when I was four years 
old. She lies in Brussels cemetery/* ran on Linda, drawing a 
haaty outline of a tombstone on the sand, *' with Lady Constanlia 
€myihe, and more than one side allusion to the peerage graven above 
her head. At the time she died we had not very definite daily 
bread. Still, my grandfather was an earl, and poor papa found 
one of his few consolations in making much of our nobility." 

Frankness, it would seem, was Linda Thome's strong point, but 
Dinah was unmoved by it. The earldom dazzled Gaston Arbuth- 
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not's lowly-born wife no more tlian Linda's personal confidences 
propitiated her. Dinah had a child's instinct for friends and for 
enemies. She liked, she disliked, unerringly, and was too trans- 
parently honest to mask hei feelings. 

Blooping down, she picked up another shell from the sea's 
smooth edge. She sought once more to widen the space between 
herself and her companion."' Linda Thome's quick brain observed 
the movement, divined the intention. 

** Excellent, slupid, well-meaning, ill-acting young woman. And 
1 have not a reprehensible sentiment at all toward her!" Thoughts 
like Ibis shot through Linda's mind, Linda, who really had it not 
in her to know sterner passion than a drawing-room malignity. 
" With her youth, her goodness, her complAcion, her upper lip, to 
be jealous of poor, plain, cynical, elderly me! She needs a pretty 
sharp lesson. Children who cij for the moon deserve to get some- 
thing worth crying for.'* Then, sweetly, •* You seem interested in 
shells, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot," she observed aloud. ** You study 
coDchology as a science, perhaps, Under the Platonic auspices of 
that severe-looking cousin of yours, Geoftrey Arbuthnot of John's." 

" 1 study nothing, unfortunately for myself. 1 am quite igno- 
rant," said Dinah, lifting her face and meeting her tormentor's eyes 
full. *• 1 am picking up a shell or t»vo," she added, ** to keep as 
a remembrance of my day in Langrune." 

*' 1 should say you would remember Langrune without any tangi- 
ble memento," remarked Linda. ** Rather ungrateful, you know,, 
if you did not." 

••How, ungrateful?" 

** Well, because the picnic was given unconditionally in honor ot 
you--" 

** 1 do not understand you," interrupted Dinah, with ill-judged 
warmth, " The party was planned before any one in Guernsey 
knew of my existence. 1 was asked accidentally — because 1 could 
be of use. Four or five girls had promised these young officers to 
come, and they wanted a married woman as a chaperon. This ' 
was what Lord Rex Basire said when he invited me on Monday." 

*• And you believed him? You accepted out ot pure kindness to 
faire tappisseriel Mrs. Arbuthnot, you aie loo amiable." 

By this time Dinah Arbuthnot's face blazed from brow to chin^ 
Her conscience, oversensitive in th6 lightest matter, smote her sore. 
Was not a selfish longing for widened experience— nay, was not a 
certain distrust of Gaston, a contemptible sense of triumph ever 
Linda— at the bottom of her acquiescence? 
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" What unusually correct taste Dame Nature ^displays in her col- 
oring this evening!" Mrsv Thome gazed with decent vacuity at ihe 
sky, and awray from Dinah's face. *' Soft primrose, fading into 
pearly green, with just those few 'vivid touches of deep crimson. It 
suggests thoughts for a ball dress. And still, beautiful though the 
effect is, 1 would rather not see that sort of shimmer on the water. 
If we come in for fog-banks somewhere about the Kace of Alder- 
ney, it will matter little whether the picnic oiignated for the chap- 
perong, or the chaperons for the picnic! How atrociously hungry 
this sort of thing makes one! Surely dinner-time must be draw- 
ing nigh. 
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CHAPTER XXVll. 

GROWING OLD GRACEFULLY. 

** In two words, you have amused yourself, my dear." Under 
cover of the friendly twilight, Gaston Arbuthnot pressed his wife's 
hand as it rested, a little shyly, on his arm. " A good sign for the 
future. You must enter into the world more, Dinah. You must 
cultivate this faculty for being amused: 1 desire nothing better.*' 

Though fog-banks and disaster might lie in ambush about the 
Race of Alderney, nothing could be tranquiller than the fair sum- 
mer evening here, on the coast of France. 

After an excellent dmner, vraie cuisine INormande, served in the 
quaint, red-tiled salle of the H6tel Chateaubriand, the collected 
yachting party were now progressing along the pleasant sweep of 
road that leads to Luc. Luc alone, amoiig this group of villages^ 
has a jetty, and oft Luc the " Princess '' lay moored. Daylight's 
last flicker was dying from the sky. Already deep fissures of 
shade intersected the white sand dunes bordering the shore. The 
sea lay motionless, a vague iridescence far away, northward, the 
only foreboding of coming change. Cassandra lighe, a bold spot 
of color in the gloaming, had exchanged her dredging net for some 
amphibious structure of green gauze and whalebone. She flitted 
hither and thither amcng the bushes that skirted the path, moth- 
hunting. The younger members of the expedition, in groups of 
two, loitered slowly along their way, for it was an hour when girl- 
ish faces look their fairest, wheu men's voices are apt to soften, in- 
voluntarily! 

Dinah Arbuthnot, after a good deal of strategy, had contrived 
not merely to get possession of her husband, but to hold him. 
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Strongly guarded, gmd at a safe distance from the refit. Linda 
Thome, herself (and Linda had, at will, a longer or a shorter sight 
than other people), could searce dc more than guess at the outlines 
of the two figures. The little lover-like tact that this sober couple, 
ttiis Darby and Joan of four years' standing, walked arm in arm, 
could be known only to themselves. 

*• Yes, Gaston, 1 was amused at sea, for you were there. And 1 
was amused differently by Miss Bartrand. I wish you had been 
with us at La Delivrande. It was the first time 1 ever went inside 
a Popish church,*' said Dinak, gravely. ** And yet. Popish though 
it was, 1 could scarce help saying my prayers as we gathered be- 
foie the altar. The tears came in my eyes as 1 remeujbered — 1 
mean as I looked at the heap of offerings, and thought of the sad 
faeaits that had brought their troubles there." 

** Was the smell very detestable, a smell one could sketch? Had 
you beggars? Had the beggars wounds? Of course, votive 
churches and such things have to be done, in one's youth. I am 
too old," said Mr. Arbuthnot; "my digestion is too touchy for 
me to run the risk of physical horrms of my own free will." 
*' 1 thought an artist should seek out every kind of experience." 
Gaston had sc often insisted upon the duty of pursuing inspira- 
tion among all sorts and conditions of men— still more ot women — 
that the remark from Dinah's lips had a savoi of mischief. 

** Eveiy sort of agreeable experience, my dear child. The dis- 
gusting is for the great masters. Mine is pocRct art, a branch that 
the critics discreetly label as decadent, although lucrative. Be- 
sides," said Gaston, ** 1 have cold my soul to the dealers. And 
the dealers have sold theirs, if they have any, to a puerility-loving 
public. An honest manufacturer of paper weights and clock siands 
needs nothing but prettiness— 1 won't say beauty — the prettiness of 
a Parisian, masquerading as a fisher- girll" 

** Or of Parisian children dancing at an afternoon ball. Mis. 
Thome told me about your meeting with some old student ac- 
, quaintance, and how his daughters led you away captive." 

" Small tyrants! I had to dance four dances with each o£ them, 
and then be told 1 was * un Monsieur trds paresaeux * for my re- 
ward. And so Mis. Thome and you are becoming better friends," 
observed Gaston Arbuthnot, looking haid through the veil of twi- 
light at his wife's reluctant face. '* She is a dear gocd soul, is she 
not? So bright, so spontaneous! Beally, 1 think that is Mis. 
Thome's downing charm— her spontaniety." 
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** 1 am no friend of hers." Dinah's voke had become cold. '* 1 
did not like Mis. Tiioine at first. 1 dislike her now." 

'* Impossible, Dinah— impossible. A woman with your face 
should dislike no created thing." 

" I dislike her because her words stin^ even when they sounci 
softest, because she will never look at me straight. I dislike her/'' 
said Dinah, feeling her cheeks burn with shame and indignation, 
** because she calls you * Gaston ' when she speaks of you." 

At this terrible climax Mr. Arbuthnot laugbed, so heartily that 
the quiet undulating sand hills echoed again, ^f'ar ahead Mis. 
Linda might perhaps have caught the ring of his voice, have mar- 
veled what subject people who bad been married four mortal years 
could find to laugh about. 

'* Tliis is a black accusation. Happily, whatever her sins in my 
absence, Mrs. Thorne does not call me * Gaston ' to my face." 

Dinah was silent. Gaston's assurances had never carried the 
same weight with her since Saturday's rose-show, the occaaiDD 
when she learned cf midnight adjournments to Dr. Thome's house,, 
and of the singing of French songs after a certain mess dinner. 
Her own conscience was rigid. To suppress a truth was, accord- 
ing to Dinah's code, precisely the same as to utter an untruth, bhe 
allowed no margin for her husband's oft-hand histories— as a 
woman of larger mind would possibly have done. She could not 
see that carelesBueiJ&, a quick imagination and an intense love of 
peace, were factors suciently strong to account for any little incon- 
sistencies that might now and again creep into Gaston Arbuthnot *» 
domestic confidences. 

'* Of that 1 can not judge. 1 suppose 1 ought not to care what 
Mrs. Thorne does or says in my aDsence.' 

'• Of course you ought not. The speecli is worthy of your 
thorough common sense, Dinah.*' 

** But Mis. Thorne calls you * Gaston ' to me, and 1 think it a 
very wretched, unkind thing to do. 1 think it mean." 

" You ought not to think of it at all. ArtiFt people are called 
by the first name that comes to hand." 

** Mrs. Thorne Is not an artist." 

" She remembers me, in the old days when I knew Camors, as a 
budding one." 

•* And she corrects herself Tilth overcare. Having once said 
' Gaston ' it would be better not to go bock to ' Mr. Arbuthnot.' '^ 

•• Ah, there, my dear girl, you are too stiong. If Linda Thorne 
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excuses, she accuses herself, although I must confess 1 don't see 
the heinousness of her crime. Tou are becoming a casuist, Dinah." 

'* Am 1? It seems to me that 1 am remaining what 1 always 
was." 

*' They wallicd on, after this, mutually taciturn. The interest 
«eemed to have gone from their talk. At last, just as they neared 
the first lights of Luc village, Dinah *s fingers closed with significant 
tightness on her husband's arm. 

*' 1 have an important word to say to you, Grastcn. Ail through 
oui waik I have been wishing to bring it out, but I had not the 
<;ourage." 

" Some one else calls me by my Christian name, perhaps? Or 
are we only to discuss more enormities of Linda Thome's?" 

There was a threat of impatience in Gaston Arbuthnot's voice, 
^'his little running accompaniment of domesticity gave a quite new 
character, he decided, to picnics, viewed as a means of social 
pleasure. 

** I was not thinking of Linda Thome. I wanted to ask, Gaston, 
forgive me — if you would keep nearer to me till we get back to 
Guernsey?" 

** Nearer/ Will not everybody be near everybody else on board 
the steamer? Don't, I beg, ask me to do anything absurd," he 
a^ded, with emphasis. " You have no idea how ready one's best 
. iriends are to laugh at one under given circumstances." 

•* But if you were just to stop at my side on board— 1 mean, so 
that no one else could come near me." 

'* 1 ^ill do nothing of the kind. You have no perception of the 
lidiculous, Dinah. It is a want in your nature. A woman with 
the slightest sense of humor would never wish her husband to be 
-riemonstrative before gn audience." 
"^ *' Demonstrative?" 

" Jealous might be nearer the mark. A variety cf reasons could 
^e given as to the miserable wretch's motives in such a position. 
Jealous— of little Rex Basire, probably!" 

Gaston Arbuthnot laughed. This time his lafighter had no very 
bearty sound. 

•'You must learn to be self-reliant," he went on presently. 
'** Your first lesson in worldliness was to be taken to-day, remem- 
ber. Well, you must go through with It! I was not especially^ 
anxious for you to join the party." 

** You were not. 1 came to please myself only." 
And you have pleased yourself and me. Youn are the most 
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charming woman present; and let me tell you these handsome 
Gu3rnsey girls are tormidable rivals. I am proud ot you. The 
opening page of the lesson is a success. Don't spoil it, Dinah, by 
picking a childish quarrel with me now.** 

"1 am pioud of you!'* The unexpected praise sent a thrill 
through Dinah's heart. 

Her petition to Gaston to keep near her was madu in a very 
different spirit to that ot childish quarreling. On the road back 
from La Delivrande to I^sngrune it had come to pass that the walk- 
ing party, following a natural law, broke up into couples, and that 
Dinah, unprotected by Marjorie or by Geff, found herself alone 
with Lord Rex Basire. Being, lor his age, a very thorough man of 
the world, Lord Rex uttered no word at which Mrs. Arbuthnot, or 
any sensible woman, could take umbrage. But his manner, his 
Krnes, his looks, were eloquent with a feeling which, to her straight- 
forward, rustic perception of things, constituted an ofiense. 

In the matter of admiration, Dinah, as I have said, was neither 
prude nor Puritan, tihe knew the greatness of her gift. It was an 
every-day experience to see heads turn wherever she walked upon 
the earth, and, being a quite natural and single-heaited daughter 
of the common Mother, such acknowledgment of her beauty had 
never yet been repugnant to her. But tne admiration covertly ex- 
pressed by Rex Basire as they sauntered slowly through checkered 
light and shadow back to Langrune, was of another nature. In- 
stinct warned Dinah that, if she were an unmarried girl, -she might 
well read on this foolish young man's face and in his manner signs 
of love. 

And the warning, to Gaston Arbuthnot's wife, was, in itself, a 
humiliation. 

She was unacquainted with the weapons by means of which 
diffeiently nurtured women parry equivocal attention. Save from 
Linda Thome's lips to-night she had never heard the terra ** Pla- 
tonic.** Geoffrey was her only friend. Of men like Lord Rex 
Basire she knew nothing. To gaze and hint and sigh after this 
tormenting fashion might, she thought, be a received habit among 
young ofQcerB of his rank. And the torment would soon be over— it 
Gaston would only keep near her on board the ** Princess!" Once 
safely back in Guernsey, and Dinah felt she could take absolute 
care of herself for the future. There should be no more lingering 
afternoon visits, no more instruction In wool-work for Lord Rex 
Basire. Of the lesson learned to-day, one paragraph, at leest, it 
was clear, should be reduced to practice before another twenty-four 
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bouTs weal by. If Gaslon would only keep near her in Ibe inter- 
But Ht Ga&loD'B piaise she forgot everylbtng. In Ibe sweetness 
of ILal uolooked-loi avowal, " lam proud oj you," nil dread of 
lliii f uUiTe, M uDpleasanl recollections ot the past, iveie BwepI clean 
away out of Dinali's brain. She would not risk the nioiient's hap- 
piness by aiinlLer nord. Her band trembled as tbough iLey bad 
gone back tii Ibe old lomanlic daya at Leaeer Clieritoo, aa il rested 
on Gaston's ana. 

" Proud of ael Ab, my love," sbe whlapeied, " 1 hope that you 
anfl I will ni.'Tef have n woise quarrel Iban thia wblle we live," 

Aud when lbs pair ol married tweetbearls omoiged into the glare 
of Jwmps mitslde Luc Casino, Dinah's face was radiant, Lord Res, 
dcvoleUly nlleniWe al the moment lo pretly Rosie Verscboyie, saw, 
anil felt myslified. Decidedly, the Metbodt«tic heart, like Ibe 
Methodistic conscience, was a tiook wherein Rex Jiasire might not 

IJndn Tlioine npprcacbed at once; a tall figure, dinpbanous, 
graceEul, in Ibe lamplight. An Indian sbawl was on Linda's arm, 
one of those eiquisiie dutl-faued cacbemires capable of investing 
the piaiutst woman tvitli ephemeral poetry. Her band held a 
bunch of wild fiowets. a long trail of bindweed was twined, by 
flngeis not unvsrsed in millinery, round her hat. 

" 1 hope you approve my ball altiref" She asked this wilh a 
lilUe coutiesy, tier eyes addressing Uastou tatber than Claston's wife. 
" Our hosts tell ub that wo have ail Iree entrance to the Casino, the 
idBull, 1 Eusfcct, of some liberal bribe to Ihe Administration. 
Heully, llie way our subalterns have preconcerted. every detail ot 
their picnic baa quite a Monte Crlsto flavor. Yoii are engaged lo 
mt, reiiiembtr, Mr. Arbutbnot, for your first waiiz." 

" There will be neither first nor last, Mrs. Thome. 1 eshausled 
(he very small dancing power Ihat is in me on H ortenae and Eulalie 
this afternoon. 1 have not waltzed with a partner, over seven, for 
years," iiddcd Qaston, "My step dales from the days of Louis 
Philippe." 

Nevcillu'lcBS he moved away fiom Dinab; he loUowed whitber- 
Boever Mrs. 1 home might choose to lead. 

8he chose tbs Luc dunes— that bread belt ot wind ■blown sand, 
held together by coarse glasses or sea Ihlstlea, wblcb stielcbea thd 
entire length of Ihc straggling village, and forms a welcome con- 
liast to tiie burnl-up liirf Icnace, with burnt up geraniums, mil - 
dewe'l urns, and peeling stucco j^oddesses of loftier water log -places. 
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This evening Luc was merry maliiDg. There were fire-works, 
theie was a procession of torches, one of those ever- recurring pro- 
i^essions by which the hearts of Parisian children, big and little, 
are gladdened at the seaside. Tiny figures marched, two and two, 
with Chinese lamps along the village causeway. A band of small 
boys evoked martial melody from drum and fife. Catherine-wheels 
rolaied, rockets scuiried up into space. By and by an artfully con- 
structed bonfire of colza stalks fiared up in the center of the place. 
Hand linked in hand the children danced around it. 

" Nous irons aux bois, 
Les lauiiers sent coup4s/* 

Their shrill voices rang across the dunes. Gaston Aibuthnot 
<:ould descry his friends, Hor tense and Eulalie, wildly circling 
around the red flames with the rest. As he did so, he thought in* 
voluntarily of his sketch-book, forgotten from the moment when 
the children laid violent hands Upon him, hours ago, until this in- 
stant. 

** Oh, 1 khow! Your sketch-book is gone," cried Linda, as he 
telt in pocket after pocket. '* This is the I^emesis that falls on 
creatures of impulse, Mr. Arbuthnct." 

*' But it is no joking matter. Every memorandum 1 have made 
during the last month — gone!" 

For once Gaston's voice was tragic, fle knew full well the mar- 
ket value of those rough notes of his. 

*• Every memcrandum— from your first bit of Sarnian still lite, an 
old market-woman dozing, knitting pins in hand, at her stall, down 
to our fisher-girl of the Boulevards. Taking into account the 
studies cf Kahnee and of myself, <here must be literally scores of 
valuable jottings in that book." 

** You are laughing at me? Nc, 1 divine! You have taken care 
of my book, Mrs. Thorne, like the dear good—" 

Fortunately, Gaston A-rbuthnpt broke o^. Would Mrs. Thorne, 
tvould any woman, still conscious of youth and charm, forgive the 
man «7ho, in exuberance of gratitude, should say to her, " like the 
dear good creature 1 know you to be?" 

** 1 have taken care of your sketches," she ans Peered, drawing 
the book foith from benenth her cachemire. *' I have done more. 
You ask sometimes why 1 always carry a housewife in my pocket. 
You shall see the part my housewife has played to-day. While I 
aat quietly with Robbie and Mrs. Verschoyle (the young people. 
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mry righUy, enjoying themselves elsewhere) 1 sewed all your rag- 
ged leaves together for you— thus." 

Linda Thome was a notably clever worker. Perhaps the length 
of her stitches, the breadth ot hei hems, were always in ac- 
cordance with the orthodox feminine standard. She could eftect 
things with her needle— such as fine-drawing a rent in cloth, or 
improvising an anchorage for a buttonless collar— which might be 
the despair of many a mistress ot the craft. She did her stitching 
with biains. 

At an out-of-the-way Indian station, so the legend ran, Mrs. 
Linda, under stiess of some unlooked-for gayety, cnce manufact- 
ured an evening waistcoat foi her Bobbie, and a pair of neat white 
satin boots for herself at a sitting. 

*• Tnis is capital 1" cried Arbuthnot joyfully, recovering posses- 
sion ot his sketches. *' Each page hinged on with a splendid con- 
trivance of red silk to the dislocated remains ct back. I have 
often wanted Dinah to devise some sort of surgery tor my veteran 
sketch-books. She must take a lesson by this." 

" Oh, no, no! Mrs. Arbuthnot is a far better needlewoman than 
1 am. When 1 sew anything tolerably," said Linda, ** it is by ac- 
cident. 1 must have a motive for what 1 do. If 1 lived with— 1 
mean, now, if dear Bobbie were an artist, it would be my passion 
to help him in all ihe mechanical part of his work. If 1 were 
staying with you— and Mrs. Arbuthnot— you would discover that 
1 can, really, in my way be useful. Michael Angelo, himself, must 
have had a poor obscure some one to grind his paints for him." 

The pathetic image ot Bobbie as an artist made Gaston laugh 
inwardly. He was not struck by the humor ot hearing liis own 
name coupled wilh Michael Angeio's. Nay, it might be well, he 
thought, if Dinah felt this passion of unselfish helpfulness; well, 
if Dinah occasionally gave him the kind of praise he got from 
Linda T borne. For Dinah never flattered. Her words of encour- 
agement, unlettered country girl though she was, were full of 
soundest criticism. There was no honey in them. True love has 
its intuitions. Dinah knew that to feed this man un constantly 
sugared words was to poison him. She would gladly have scbu in 
Gaston a noble discontent, gladly have listened to less frank 
avowals that he had found his level, and got on pretty well, there I 
Dinah, in short, was not a delightful acquaintance, but a steadfast^ 
loyal wife. And her praise, in common with that of ether stead- 
fast wives, was apt to take the wholesome bitterness, the slightly 
sub-acid flavor of a tonic. 
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'* Michael Angelo. My dear Mrs. Thoioe, how much, how very 
much you overestimate mel It you spoke of me as imitating, trom 
alar, the little afiected prettinefises of a Gieuze, the compiiment 
would te too high." 

*• 1 fixed my standard for you» years ago, Mr. Arbuthnot. In 
the days when you used to thank me— me, a governess— for play- 
ing dance- music at Madame Benjamin's, 1 had my convictions as 
to the place you would one day occupy in Art. " ^ 

At other times— on the morning, for instance, Mhen we first saw 
the Arbuthnot trio in the garden of Miller's Hotel— Linda remem- 
bered her aspirations as lo the place her friend would, one day, 
hold in the House of Commons. But Gaston, if he noted the dis 
crepancy, passed it generously over. Hard for a man to believe a 
charming woman insincere, simply because Ehe a little overesti- 
mates his own genius! 

** Those light-hearted salad days! When 1 was with De Camors 
this afternoon—'* 

•• The effusive little Frenchman who so nearly kissed you?" 

" As long as I forgot the children, and the twelve stone of 
mamma, and the fact that De Camors himself is growing bald, I 
could have believed he and 1 were six -and- thirty again. Six-and- 
thirty used to be the sum of our joint ages." 

•* Do not talk of age. It is a subject about which a man may 
jest, while a woman just breaks her heart." 

And Linda extended toward Mm her thin adroit hands, clasped 
in a pose that she had studied, not unsuccessfully, as one of pained 
entreaty. 

•* AVomen are younger, relatively, than men," answered Gaston, 
with the sincerity of his sex, *' When 1 was two-and-tJeenty, 
Dinah's age, 1 knew more of the world than 1 know now. W hereas 
my wife—" 

**Ah! your wife," interrupted Linda Thome, the mask for a l 
moment dropping, her voice hardening. '* 1 was thinking of liv- 
ing, palpitating, flesh-and -blood ^omeu— inhabitants of a world 
where nothing is faultless save overfaullless perfection. 1— I mean," 
she went on, rapidly recovering her self-control, * that at thirty 
(and I am past thirty, alas! who looks at me under broad daylight 
but must see U?)— at thirty a man is scarcely in the noonday sun— 
a woman already feels the breath of evening. Her one chill hope 
is— to grow old gracefully. Mrs. Arbuthnot is a girl still." 

** And you— were a child when 1 first knew you in Paris," ob- 
served Gaston, cleverly quitting the dansrerous territory across 
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whose borders he has been betrayed. " How natura seems, Mrs. 
Thome, that we should be walking together, yoa and 1, in the old 
country, with the old language round us again! Do you hear 
what the children are singing down on the sands yonder?'' 

Linda set herself to listen, her expressive hands clasped, her face 
bowed, 

" Nous irons aux bois, 
Lies lauriers sont coupes "— 

siiouted the shrill young Galilean voices in the distance. 

Mr. Arbuthnot repeated the nurseiy rhyme, as Murgei wove it 
into his delightful '* Letter to a Cousin. 
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" Nous n'irons plus aux bois. Les lauriers sont coup6s. 
Nous n'irons plus aux bois, oh, ma cousine AngdleT^ 

The lady at his side bowed her face lower, and believed, in all 
integrity, that she was about to be oveitaken by tears. Mrs. Linda, 
to do her justice, was not of a lachrymose temperament. At tne 
zenith of their boy and girl flirtation, years ago, she had never shed 
tear for Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot; until he appeared with his beauti- 
ful wife, had, indeed, clean forgotten her youthful weakness and 
his existence. But she possessed considerable imagination, a gloss 
of surface sentiment, bhe was also an Insatiate novel reader, and 
bad fallen into the habit of perennial strong emotion, leading no- 
where. She could realize how a woman who had loved ought to 
feel, as she recalled past happiness with the lover of the past— both 
married, and one, alas! fast nearing an age when the most pathetic 
drama turns, without help from the burlesque writers, into parody. 

Linda Thome believed herself to be on the brink of tears. Gaston 
Arbufhnot believed so, loo, and his heart could not but soften over 
the poor thing's impressibility. So widely different in tffect are 
tears shed in bitter earnest by one's wife, and teais shed in pretty 
make-believe by the wife of another man. 

'* Do you hear, Mr. Arbuthnot— the dancers have changed their 
tune?" She asked this as the children, eddying like spirit-flgures 
in an cpera scene round the fire, broke into a new measure, 
*• Marie, soak thy bread in wine/'* universal refrain of all French 
children from the Pyrenees to the Channel. ** ' Marie, soak thy 
bread r How that foolish rhyme brings back Ihe Benjamins' 
salon, and my place behind the piano, and y(iu,*Mr. Arbuthnct, 
handing round refreshments with the small slave driver, ^Mo'fsel 
* Marie, soak thy bread.' Alasl" Mrs. Thome's utterances grew 
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mystic. *' We women have to soak our bread In sour enough 
wine, have we not?" 

" The Benjamin refreshments— sugar- water, orgeat," mused 
Gaston Arbuthnot, keeping safely to the practical. ** Yes, those 
were charming evenings, especially when Papa Moi'se did not 
sing. 1 remember, as though 'twere yesterday, how my poor 
mother used to suspect Madame Benjamin of putting bad almonds 
in the orgeat. " 



CHAPTEK XX71I1. 

FOR AULD LANG SYNE. 

Meantime, whilst this mature pair of sentimentalists recalled the 
past under the stailight, the youuger people, sound of heart and 
limb, were making the most of the present inside the walls of 
Luc Casino, Fine weather for their voyage, an excellent French 
dinner, and now a ball, with distractingly pretty girls for partners 
what further enjoyment could hearts as light as the heaits of the 
subaltern hosts desire? 

Lord Rex, only, olayed spectator. While Rosie Verschoyle 
danced w^altz, polka, American, to outward seeming in gayer spirits 
than her wont, Lord Rex remained fixed in his attendance on 
Mrs.. Arbuthnot, beside one of the open ball-room doors. Dinah 
was curiously stanch of purpose, about trifles as about serious 
things. She clung to ** first principles." It was a first principle 
with her never to enter a casino, English or French, and Rex 
Basire vainly expended his best special pleading in seeking to 
change her. 

Mrs. Arbuthnot objected, perhaps, to waltz with a one-armed 
man? AVould she give him a polka, then? Would she "rush " 
an American quadrille? It made it ever so much more diverting if 
one did not know the figures of an American. Well, if she would 
not dance at all, would she take his arm and walk round the rooms? 
" Simply to put them in their place, Mrs. Arbuthnot. 1 have my 
British vanity. 1 want these bragging Frenchmen, accustomed to 
nothing handsomer than lay-figures out of the pattern books, to 
see you/' 

Aflin vain. Dinah wished neither to dance nor to dazBle. 
Only, if Lord Rex pleased— thus, after a space, she admonished 
him— it would be wise for his loidship to join the rest of his 
party. Miss Verschoyle was standing out; there could not be a 
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likeliei time than the present for him to secare Miss Yerscboyle's 
hand. 

Uis lordship, however, did not please. And so, when Gaston 
and Linda Thome returned later on tiom theii walls, the first fact 
patent to both on entering the ball-ioom was Dinah's absence. 
With a quick look around, Linda discerned Rosie Veischoyle stand- 
ing at hei mother's side, partneiless. 

*' Rosie Veischoyle a wall-flower? Oh, this is too bad ? What 
can Lord Rex be thinking of?*' exclaimed Linda, ingenuously. 
** Mr. Arbuthnot, 1 insist upon your asking pool little Rosie tc 
dance at once." 

'* 1 thought you and I were to take pity on each other, Mrs. 
Thorne, tor auld lang syne?" 

•' Think of Rosie, not me. It is positively wicked for old mar- 
ried women to monopolize the dancing men while girls stand out.'* 

'* Are you sure Miss Veischoyle would care to have a man with 
deposited affections for her partner? a veteran whose waltz step 
dates from the reign of Louis Philippe?" 

" Try her. In my young days girls would sooner dance with 
anybody than remain partneiless." 

* Ihat * anybody * gives me confidence. It is good to know the 
exact compartment in which one is pigeon-holed." 

Gaston crossed the room. He made his bow before Rosie, who 
moved forward graciously. Now that Mr. Aibuthnot had asked 
her, said the s^irl, in her thin staccato, she would have the enjoy- 
ment of one really good waltz. Something in Gaston's looks 
made her certain that he was a splendid dancer. Louis Philippe? 
Mr. Arbuthnot's step dated from the days of Louis Philippe? 
** Why, that," cried Rosie, ** was before we were all born I" She 
confessed to never remembering about those ** horrid French 
Revolution people," but had a notion Louis Phlippe came next to 
the king who got his head cut ofi. Or was he Egaiite, the man 
who insisted upon dying in his boots?" 

" Louis Philippe came next to the king who got his head cut 
ofi," said Gaston, as his arm clasped her well-rounded waist. *' 1 
had no idea. Miss Verschoyle, that you were such a profound his- 
torian." 

Linda Thorne took the chair left vacant beside Rosie's mother. 

•• Ygur dear child is locking her best, Mrs. Yerschoyleifc. 1 
think our Guernsey roses do us national credit. We ought to pro- 
duce an effect upon the foreign mind." 

*'The young people aie loo much flushed, every one ot them- 
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A day like this may lay th<i seeds of life-long malady. 1 know, 
as a fact, Mrs. Thome, that Rosie is dancing in wet shoes.'* 

** Better dance than sit still in them," remarked Linda, cheer> 
fully. '* You never catch cold while you are amused." 

'* Could we not have been amused at a quarter the cost? 1 
have been trying in my own mind to reckon up the expenses of 
the expedition. Putting eveiything at the lowest, 1 bring it to 
something fabulous— -fabulous 1 If these young subalterns, scms, 
no doubt, of needy men, had only given us a tea-drinking on 
L*Ancresse Common 1 When Colonel Verschoyle was in com- 
mand—" ^ 

The time wben her colonel commanded a regiment in Guernsey 
was Mrs. Verschoyie's one uncheckered recollection, the standard 
by which all subsequent mortal events must be judged! 

" When poor ColcneJ' Verschoyle was in command, that it was 
the officers used to do. Give us a tea-drinking at L'Ancresse and a 
dance for the young people afterward; No show. Very little ex- 
pense. Everybody pleased. Then, ol course, if you got your shoes 
wet you could change them." 

The advantages of L'Ancresse over Langrune as a spot whereat to 
change your shoes seemed to touch Mrs. Verschoyle nearly. Her 
eyes filled. 

'' The money that has gone on all this," she mourned: " not to 
speak of the doctors' bills we may have to pay hereafter ! When 
firiBt the plan was chalked out I foresaw how everything would 
end. i entreated Kosie to reason with Lord Bex. Unfortunately 1 
can never get my children to listen to me." 

** You should have gained over Mrs. Aibutbnot," said Linda, 
with a spice of malice. *' As the picnic was got up for her, no 
doubt she could have amended the programme." 

Mrs. Verschoyle looked more like a little bewildered white mouse 
than usual, as this newly propounded idea made its way slowly to 
her intellisence. 

" It is a mcst unprecedented thing! To get up a party of pleas- 
ure for a married lady without daughters! Mrs. Arbuthnot, 1 be- 
lieve has no daughters? at all events not of an age to be introduced. 
W ell, she is a y&j sweet-looking young woman," said the meek, 
motherly soul, through whose lips no breath of scandal ever 
passed. '* Mrs. Arbuthoot has just that fair, placid, large look 
that used to be so much admired in my Flo. But the complexion 
is too transparent tor health. Did 1 tell you Flo's husband was 
ordered to Malta? His regiment is on this season's relief, and 
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Flo (alks ot coming over to me v^th tbe children— four babies, and 
a native nurse. 1 supi>ose 1 shall be able to take them allm?'' 

'* !]SIasily. You have only to give up your own room and sleep 
in the conservatory. When Bahnee is married and offers to come 
home, with four babies and a native nuise, sleeping in the con- 
servatory," observed Linda, ** is just the Isind ot sacrifice 1 shall be 
prepared to make." 

** You would have the old jungle ague back upon you in twenty- 
four hours if you did. Neltlier you nor Doctor Thorne are people 
who should take liberties with yourselves. Indeed, I think you 
have both been looking sadly this spring. Rosie, my dear, come 
here." For the waltz had ended. Gaston Arbuthnot was walking 
past, English fashion, his partner on his arm. " Come and sit down 
by me out of the draught. I do hope this is the last dance vee shall 
stay for, Mr. Arbuthnot?" 

** No, Indeed, mamma. We are to slay for the next. It is an- 
other waltz, and 1 am engaged for it to Lord Rex," Rosie glanced, 
a little ruefully, toward the door where Dinah and Lord Rex still 
stood. '* Thank you so much, Mr. Arbuthnot, for our beautiful 
waltz. 1 hope," said Rosie Verscboyle, ** all my partners, as long 
as 1 live, will have taken dancing lessons in the reign of Louis 
Philippe." 

When the opening bars of the waltz sounded. Lord Rex, with no 
very great alacrity, came across the room to claim Rosie's hand. 
Gaston Arbuthnot bent over Linda. 

'* * For auld lang syne.* Is this to be our dance, Mrs. Thorne?" 

Linda Thorne was not a pretty, not by natural gift a graceful, 
woman. She was a perfect dancer. Poor Dinah, from her hiding- 
place, had found a genuine pleasure in watching Gaston waltz with 
dimpled, smilmg, Rosie Yerschcyle. For Dinah, like all whole- 
some-minded mortals, had unmixed sympathy with the spirits and 
enjoyment ot light-hearted girlhood. She looked with very differ- 
ent perceptions at Linda Thorae, looked at hei with something of 
the feeling a true but unpopular artist might know on watching the 
lacile successes ot meretricious talent. I'his tinseled, pleasure-lov- 
ing Linda, with her clinging draperies, her Indian perfumes— this 
wife whoso heart was not with her husband, this mother who con- 
tentedly could leave her child to servants— was: so far below the 
ideal toward which, since her marriage, Dinah Arbuthnot had 
faithfully striven. 

Below an ideal standard. And yet, in such vital points as talk- 
ing amusing talk, in dancing, dressing, dinner- giving, in the all- 
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important matter of pleasing men difficult to please like Gaston 
Arbulhnot, how immeasurably was Linda her superiorl Dinah's 
heart contracted. She was just going to shift away into deeper 
shadow, when a hand touched her arm with friendly purpose. 
Turning. Phe saw Maijoric Bartrand— Cassandra Tighe, laden with 
nets and specimen boxes, in the rear. 

Marjorie'e face glo»ved damhsk. ** A pity you were not with us, 
Mrs. Arbuthnot. We have been having a glorious time, moth-hunt- 
ing in the Luc lanes, Miss Tighe and 1, and— and — every now and 
then Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot condescended to join when the chase 
got warm. What are you all about here?" Marjorie ascended a 
step, she took a smiling glance round the ball-room. ** Well, this 
is as good as a sermon, Miss Tighe, come and be edified. Is U not 
fine to see middle-aged couples waltzing for the public good?'* 

With a little scornful gesture of the head Marjoiie indicated Gas- 
ton and his partner. 

** Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot may be doing his steps from personal 
motives, perhaps because he has the ' artistic temperament,' what^ 
ever," said Marjorie, ** that elastic term may mean. Nothing but 
severe principles, the determination to point a moral, could make 
Linda Thorne go tlirough violent exercise on a night like this." 

** Linda Thome is considered the best waltzer in Guernsey," said 
Cassandra. ** four tongue is oversharp. You speak before you 
think, Marjorie Bartrand." 

** 1 feel before 1 do either," whispered the girl, her hand stealing 
back, with half-shy kindness, to Dinah's arm. 

**lf Mrs. Arbuthnot had been with us," said Cassandra, ** she 
would have witnessed a sight worth laughing at. Marjorie scofts 
at middle-aged partners. What would you think, Mrs. Arbuth- 
not. of a white-haired woman flying across hedges and ditches— 
breathless with excitement, over the capture of a butterfly? Scarce 
a dozen specimens of Pontia Daplidice have been seen in Northern 
Europe during the last twenty years," went on old Cassandra, 
flushed still with victory. ** And of these six only were netted, 
like mine, on the wing. Why, it would be worth staying a week 
here— a week, a month, on the outside chance of sighting a second 
Pontia Da/plidice,'* 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

MIBSENG. 

All this time the " Princess/' lying well outside the Luc rocks, 
was getting up her steam. Before the waltz had ended a red light, 
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hung f roDi the vessel's bcws, gave the sigoal for these on shore to 
hurrj their departure. There was a flutter of airy dresses as the 
English party emerged irom thd ball- room into darkness, a ripple 
of talk as they filed, Indian fashion, hand steadying hand, down 
the narrow path that led from the casino tc the little fishing slip or 
jetty. 

And then unexpectedly came the first misadventure that had 
aiisen to mar this day oi calm and sunshine. When the party had 
pra barked in two ot the unwieldy flat-bottomed boats of the coun- 
try, it occurred to Lord Rex, as commander-in-chief, that their 
number should be counted. And soon the cry arose that one was 
wanting 1 Seventeen human souls left Guernsey that morning — 
on this point all were confident. Sixteen human souls only were 
toithcoming now. And no efforts of memory, individual or collect- 
ive, could hit upon the defaulter's name. 

Mrs. Verschoyle explained in a hQllow voice that it was a most 
uncomfortable omen. She would be sorry to depress the younger 
people's spirits, but, for her part, she would sooner set sail in the 
teeth of a hurricane than have had this thing occur. " Let the 
counting be more systematic," said the poor lady, jumping to her 
feet, and for once in her life launching into independent action. 
* ' Let me repeat each name slowly, beginning with the youngest ot 
the gentlemen, and let each person answer as he is called. Mr. 
Smith? Brown? Jones? Lord Rex? The two Mr. Arbuthnots? 
Doctor Thome?" 

After Dr. Tnorne's name there was a moment's silence. Then 
Linda, tragic of accent, ejaculated, "Robbie! Of course I" And 
then, 1 regret to say, most cf the younger people began to laugh. 
*' But it may be a matter of life and death,'* cried Mrs. Theme. 
•' If you please, Lord Rex, 1 will go on shore at once. The * Prin- 
cess ' may start, probably will start, without me. My duty is to 
look tor Robbie. Oh, 1 am most uneasy I It is all my selfishness. 
Robbie ought ne^er to have been brought on such an expedition. 
I am certain something has happened to him! I shall never for- 
give myself while 1 live." 

These amiable anxieties were tho exact sentiments suited to the 
occasion. Mrs. Thome expressed them with agitated dignity, and, 
of course, no one laughed again. Consolations, even, were forth- 
coming. Dr. Thome had been seen, in the flesh, outside Luc Ca- 
sino; or, if not the doctor, some old gentleman exactly like him, 
with a puggaree, sand-shoes, a white umbrella, and smoking an 
enormous cigar, just like the cigar poor deai Dr. Thome always 
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used to smoKe. U was the prettiest, leastwise of the De Carteret sis- 
ters, who offered this bit of evidence. The gentleman was observed 
to iook in for awhile at the dancing, and then to walk away in the 
diiedon, Ada de Carteret believed, of the sea. 

*' The seal And who can tell that the sea has not surrounded 
him I In out of-the-way French places the tide always swells up 
with a circuit/' Tears were in Linda's voice as she proclaimed this 
maritime fact. "I am most uneasy.'' Hhe adjusted her Indian 
shawl with grace round her shoulders, then skipped lightly to land. 
** Robbie ought never lo have been brought— il was all my selfish- 
ness— 1 am torn in pieces by remorse." 

The youDg ladies, with the exception of one fiint soul, cried, 
** No, no," in chorus. Mrs. Thome positively must not say these 
dreadful things, when every one knew she had such a elmracter lur 
unselfishness I Mrs. Yerschoyle felt for her smelling-salts, then 
settled herself gloomily down, prepared for the worst. Mrs. Yer- 
schoyle felt within her the courage of a prophet whose own dark 
sayings are on the eve of fulfillment. 

Qaston Arbuthnot, in his quiet, unmoved manner, rose. Step- 
ping on shore, Gaston volunteered to go in search of the missing 
doctor. 

These were just the scenes wherein Linda so infinitely diverted 
him— Frenchman as he was in three fourths of his nature— little 
scenes^ in which, on the boards of domestic life, she played such 
admirable farce without knowing it! 

** 1 shall walk straight back to Langrune, Mrs. Thome. Kot- 
withstanaing your solemn tone, in spite of Miss de Caterers evi- 
dence, I believe the doctcr has never missed any of us, and' at this 
moment is smoking his cigar, possibly sipping his * Httie glass,' at 
the H5tel Ch&teaubriand." 

** Unless you are here in a quarter of an hour, sharp, we shall 
leave you behind/' called out Lord Rex, when Gaston had pro- 
ceeded some paces on his errand. " The ' Princess ' is chattered 
until to-morrow only. Whatever the rest of us do the skioper will 
take care not to lose his tide." 

Linda Thome, by this time, in her agitation and her Indian 
shawl, was at Gaston's side. So the exordium might be taken as 
addressed to them both. 

*' All right," answered Mr. Aibuthnot, leisurely. *' Langrune is 
not the end of the earth. If by the time we secure the doctor the 
steamer has weighed anchor^ we must all get back to Guernsey, via 
Cherbouig. That would fit in very well. The * Lady of the Isles ' 
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crosses fiom Cherbourg to morrow," went on Qaslon, raising his 
voice as he locked back over his shoulder toward the boat«. ** We 
should just have time to visit the dockyard before starling." 

And then the two hgures sped onward, side by side. They were 
watched with keen speculative interest by occupants of the boats. 
Ko one, save simple Mrs. Verschoyle, felt disturbed as to the doc 
tor's ultimate fate. Was an old gentleman who had taken admir- 
able care of himself for forty years in India, a likely subject lo be 
spirited away on the sands, beween Luc and Langiune? But the 
situation had a dramatic piquancy that stirred even the unimagina- 
liive niinds of the Miss de Carterets and their attendant subalterns. 
For there was Dinah! Impossible to forget that Mrs. Gaston Ar- 
bulhnoi, that lowly-boin young woman with the beautiful eyes, 
and set, sad mouth, was also watching the two figures as they dis- 
appeared in the darkness. 

* A quarter of an hour. By Jove 1 ten minutes of that quarter 
must be iiearly gone." 

And taking out his watch, Lord Rex struck a vesuvian in order 
to learn the time. It was exactly eight minutes to nine, and at 
nine, sharp, the ** Princess " was to weigh her anchor. The mo- 
ment for action had come. Now, what was the wisest thing to do? 
One point seemed certan— it was useless for both boats to wait 
longer. Let the smaller boat, at the head of tne jetty, start for the 
steamer at once, let the captain be told what had happencd,*and 
asked to put ofl his departure as long as practicable. If Gaston 
Arbuthnot and the Thorncs arrived in time, the second boat would 
bring them ofl. If not— why, common sense could really dictate 
DO better plan than Gaston *« own. Langrune was not the end of 
the world. A railway to Cherbourg existed. The ** Lady of the 
Isles ** would no doubt bring the lost sheep comfortably back to 
their respective folds to-morrow. 

Dinah, as it happened, was, with Ada de Carteret and the elder 
ladies, in the boat at the head of the jetty. And soon before Dinah's 
eyes, as before the eyef» of one who dreams, the reflections of the 
casino lamps, the children's Chiriese lanterns, were dancing with 
fairy-like brightness across Ihe moving water. She realized that 
her day of pleasure was over, that every one — yes, she could catch 
the voices of Marjorie and of Geff, holding merry talk in the other 
boat — every one took the adventure jestingly, and that her heart 
felt like lead, that her hands were ice-cold, that each breath she 
drew was a conscious and painful efiFoit. Well— if she had enough 
bodily strength to act her part out, she thought, say no word to 
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betray her plebeian emotions, and so bring down ridicule on her 
huBband or herself, sbe must be content! Once on board the 
steamer she could bide herself in the cabin, away from sight, and 
there wait, until the comedy (or tragedy) had reached its next act. 
This one wretched comtort remained to her. She would be able to 
screen herself, for awhile at least, from observation— to be alone! 

But a new and still more di\rerting iricident was about to be 
woven into the text of the play. 

•' If 1 were not in such a nervous state," cried Mrs. Versohoyle, 
when the boat was within three or four lengths of the '* Princess," 
** if 1 were not so morally shaken that 1 distrust my own senses, i 
should say our good doctor was on board. There came a flash of 
light just now beside the wheel, the lighting, perhaps, of a fusee, 
and for a second it seemed to me that I saw Doctor Thome's figure 
distinctly. A pity some reliable person was not looking!" 

And Mrs, Versohoyle, to her own surprise, had seen correctly. 
The doctor it proved to be— the doctor smoking one of the ship's 
best cheroots, and enjoying the summer night with unruled inno- 
cence. He advanced gallantly to asist the ladies In their embarka- 
ticn, and heard with gusto the story of his own supposed fate. 
Surrounded by the tide? Tut, tut! Linda might have known, 
had she exercised her reason, whither he had betaken himself. 
*• Only you ladies never do reason," said the doctor, addressing 
Mrs. Versohoyle. ** it was growing damp on shore— and let me 
give you a bit of advice, my dear madam; whenever you feel that 
clinging kind of chill, after gun -fire, get on board ship, if you have 
the chance. Get an honest plank, instead of the abominable mias- 
mal emanations of Mother Earth, under your feet. Yes, yes," 
went on the doctor, comfortably, '* 1 hailed one of the * Princess's ' 
boats, and came on board, two hours ago, have drunk my cup of 
coffee, and beaten Ozanne at his own game, cribbage." 

'* And your wife's anxiety?" 

*• My dear Mrs. Versohoyle, 1 am penitent! Only my wife, you 
see, might have reasoned. It would have deprived you all, no 
doubt, of a harmless excitement; bat Linda, I think, might have 
reasoned. Any way, it is better to be drowned by one's friends' 
imaginations than run the risk, in earnest, of a pair of damp shoes." 

To this Mrs. Versohoyle gave a qualified assent. The mention 
of damp shoes afiected her. Still, she was not a little shocked at 
Doctor Thome's levity—** At his advanced age," thought poor 
Mrs. Verschoyle, perturbediy, " and after the awful narrowness of 
his escape!" 
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"Tlieteai' Is, doctor, thnt Hn. TLornc wlflbelett behind," cried 
Ada ae Carteret, nitb meaning. " At llie flrBt. word of daoger 
Linda started oS along tlie LaDgiune road to look loi jou. " 
" Lioda ouBtit to have reasoned — " 

" And Iiord Hex declaiea ibfa captain must weigti anchor at aii^c 
sbaipl It la lilce a scene in a novel — the last ^ceno but one, wltii 
everytblng in a dellcloui tangle Btill. ?fhy, doctor, you are tbe 
heiool ihedayl" 

"1 teel cnorroouslf flattered," said the old dodor. "II ig a 
very long time since a charming young lady baa said anyltalng ao 
pretly lo me.'* 

" But your wife, Dootcr Tbornel" expottulated CaBasndra Tighe, 
wbo with lier nets and cases had be«n tbe last lo leave the boat. 
■ "Do you realize lljat if Ozanne saves this tide— If we return to 
Guernsey lonlghl— Mrs. Tbnine will lemalo inPranCET" 

" 1 can not believe it. OE^cne would not suiely be bo ungallaot. 
(Allow me. Miss Tighe, lo help yau with a few of your packages,) 
No, no. Tbe akippei would not be so ungallant. And then my 
dear Linda \s the most famous traveler. Surely 1 have told you 
what wondeiful presence of mind abe showed once In tbe !Nllglil 
Hills? Lost, actually lost, tor four entire dayst If, by mischance, 
Linda should be left aloue, she will make her way bojne lo-moirow, 
via Cherbourg, and enjoy Ihe advenlure." 
" And Mrs. Thome is not alone," cried Ada de Carteret, clai>- 
. ping her hands, and no doubt feeling that tbe poalUon grew moie 
and more del iclou sly tangled. " Ht. Arbuthnot ts with her — not 
!ftiar}orie Baidand's coach, but (he other one; the atngiog. Ulrtlng, 
good-looking Mr. Arbulbool," added this vivacious young lady, 
profoundly forgetful that Ihe good-looking Mr. Arbuthnot's wife 
Blood wilhin three yards of her elbow. 

"Then my tears are set at rest," observed Ihe doctor, genially. 

" It my friend Arbulbnot Is there my fears are set tboroughly at 

rest. Meanwhile, 1 may as well speak to Ihe skipper. Ihe tiiie, 

~ of course, must be 8avcd. Btill, it would be only Tight lo let 

Ozanne know bow affairs stand." 

And Dinah had listened to 11 all— youthful jest, aged philosophy, 
all! And Standing among tbe others, with a queer sensation that 
she had suddenly oldened by a dozen years, £ome pallid ghost of a 
smile rose to her lips. Here was a grand opportunity, verily, of 
learning a lesaon at Srst hand, a chance In a thousand for leadjust- 
iDjj one's standard, tor observing tbe nicer lillle shades of feeling 
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and usage which prevail in Ibe world to which one would fain 
belone. 

A smile, 1 saf, rose tc Dinah's lips. Which of us does not re- 
menaber how, in sharp mental stress, he has found himself looking 
on at the trivial accessories of his pain, as a stranger might, de- 
risively I In the i)ccr girl's heart was death. 

She knew that for Gaston to have set at naught her pleadings, for 
Gaston to have quitted her thus, might render to-night a bitter 
crisis in the lives of both 



CHAPTER XXX. 

LINDA WARMS TO HER PART, 

BoT Dinah was not unobserved, not uncared for. 

If Cassandra Tighe's taste foi piquant situation once in a hun- 
dred times led her astray, the ninety- nine good offices performed 
by the kindly old maid in the inteival were sufficient, surely, to 
utone for the single blunder. 

Cassandia's heart went out toward Dinah at the first moment 
when the fair sad face passed before her in the garden of Miller's 
Hotel. She had listened with regret to stories of Gaston's fickle- 
ness— even while her talents as a narrator assisied in giving such 
stories wider currency — had felt remorse, sharp and hard, for her 
own unwitting share in the *' Arbuthnot drama." At this hour of 
which 1 write, Dinah standing mate, wan, beside her, Cassandra's 
breast kindled with renewed compassion toward the simple unbe- 
friended country girl, a compassion none the less genuine in that it 
went somewhat wide of Dinah's actual and present trouble. 

•• You look thoroughly done up, my dear Mrs. Arbuthnot. 1 
am afraid to-day's gadding about has been too much for^ou. Let 
us see," said Cassandra, in a whisper, ** if we can not find some 
quiet corner, you and I, where we may settle down and rest." 

Dinah tutned on her a look of blank, unanswering pain. She 
wanted neither sympathy noi support, wanted only to creep below, 
out of sight, to avoid ail temptation to disobedience, all possibility 
of bringing down ridicule— on Gaston! 

'* 1 feel chilled— nothing, that is, to speak cf. You are very 
good, Miss Tighe, but 1 had rather go down to the saloon alone, 
please. X am used to being alone, and -and 1 have a cloak which 
1 must look for." 

A note of suppressed passion was in her voice. It betrayed 
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emotion curiously at variance with the commonplace words, the 
staid reserved manner. And, in a moment, Cassandra Tighe's 
valorDus spirit bad armed itself tor action. 

" Dr. T borne, will you stop that Luc boat, if you please? Never 
mind my nets, they can go anywhere. Attendez, matelols! At- 
tendez-moi," cried Cassandra in her own peculiar French, and sig- 
naling with her handkerchief to the boat, already a tew lengths 
distant from the steamer. '' It t^culd scarcely do, doctor, to let 
matters shape themselves with such very slight rough-hewing! 
Some one must go ashore without delay. Think of Linda's anxiety 
it tbe * Princess ' should leave before she had been assured of your 
safety 1" 

" 1 thihk of many things," said Dr. Thorne, with humor, " the 
dampness of the night pre-eminently. Of course, I must go. Still, 
Linda might have exercised her reason, such reason as Providence 
bestows on the sex. Linda is not a child. What possible good 
could come from this kind of wild-goose chase?" 

And the old doctor moved an inch or two, exceedingly crufity of 
mien, in the diiection of the companion ladder. 

But this was not the plan of Cassandra Tighe's campaign. 

** You will just stay comfortably where you are; you will keep 
a dry plank under your feet, Doctor Thorne, and give me carte 
blanche to look after your wife. If the * Princess ' ataits without 
us, Linda and 1 must find cur way back to Guernsey. 1 have a 
purse in my pocket, Linda has a brain in her head. We both know 
how to travel. To you, Mrs. Arbuthnot. 1 confide my treasure.*' 
Turning round she gave Dinah a little chip box, clasping the girl's 
cold hands for an instant as she did so. ** Take care of Pontia 
DapUdice, my dear, and take care of yourself. Look tor your cloak 
by all means. Doctor Theme, do you persuade Ozanne to give us 
€veiy possible moment's law. I have a presentiment that all will 
come right, that your good wife's overanxiety will not lead her 
into mischief." ' 

The unwieldy Luc boat was by this time swaying to and fro at 
the bottom of the ladder. A Luc fisherman stood, with bare 
brawny arms extended, for Cassandra's reception. A tew seconds 
later Cassandra and boat, alike, had become a dark spot on the 
water, luminous now with the quics-moving facets of the rising 
tide. Dinah was alone, indeed I 

She stood, for a time, mechanically watching the row of lights 
on shore, mechanically listening to the steam as it puffed, with 
energy unmistakable, from the funnels of the ** Princess." Then, 
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unceitain of tread, heavy of limb as oi heart, she groped her way 
Delcw, resolved, silently, to eaduie whatever fate the coming halt- 
hour may have in store for her. 

The cabin lamps were as yet unlighted. Dinah entered the 
ladies' saloon, at hazaid. She sunk down on the couch nearest the 
door. Then, burying her face between her hands, she strove, with 
might, to collect her thoughts, to stifle the resentment against Gas- 
ton which, conscience, sternly just, already condemned as paltry — 
ungenerous. 

It was ot her own perverse will that she accepted Rex Basire's 
invitation. Uow often had Gaston warned her that, with her 
temper, her opinions, she would fSnd '* society " a dangerous ex- 
periment; a game in which she would be likely to stake gold 
asainst other players' counters 1 She had come here to>day to please 
herself. She bad no right of conttol ovei her husband's actions. 
Gaston lived according to the light of his own conscience, not hers. 
He was courteous by temperament, fond of little unforeseen devia- 
tions from any laid-down programme, prompt, always, in putting 
his time, his energy, himself, at the service of his friends. 

" Lang rune is not the end cf the earth.'' She lecalled his 
cheery, amused tone, as he was vanishing with Linda across the 
dunes. " If the * Princess ' should start without us, we must get 
back by Cherbourg to-morrow. It will lit in very well." She 
remembered Doctor Thorne — his self-possession, his confidence in 
Gaston. " If my friend Arbuthnot is there, one's fe&rs are set at 
rest." She could imagine Linda's witty reproduction of the whole 
too delicious accident when th3y should get back to Guernsey. Oh, 
let her gain mastery over herself— mastery! Let to-day's lesson be 
a deeper one than can be gained by nice observance of tone, or 
look, or manner. Let her have learned to conquer small jealousies, 
to be wary cf quick judgments, to construe the actions, the in- 
tentions of others, nobly. 

Dinah resolved in the spirit to be strong. Meanwhile, she real- 
ized, with growing certitude, that she was weak, exceedingly, in 
the fiesh. Uer breath came with greater effort, her hands grew 
coMer and more clammy. Rising with difficulty, she set herself to 
search for her cloak among a pyramid of wraps that lay, disordered, 
en a neighboring couch, dimly discernible by aid of a newly lighted 
lamp from the main cabin. Dinah Arbuthnot's cloak lay (can Fate 
not be ironical even in the disposition of a heap of sliawls?) imme- 
diately above a soft, long Indian scarf belonging to Mis. Thorne. 
As she lifted it, the subtle Eastern perfume, associated always with 
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Liada's presence, seemed to Dinah, in a second, to fill the cabin, k. 
teeUng of sickness, a sudded access of keen personal repulsion, 
took hold of her— all-powerful hold; fcr, this time, it was instinct, 
not reason, that moved her anger. Hhe -flung down her cloak, with 
a childish sense ot disgust at having handled it. She sunk back, 
passively upon the sofa. 

A t^"^ minutes later came in the steward to light the center lamp. 

Seeing one of the guests alone, and deathly white, he took the 
common sense, or steward's view of the situation. Feeling queer, 
already? Let him get the lady a brandy-and-soda, a glass of wine, 
then 7 Settle the system before they got into rough water— though, 
for the matter of that, they would have a splendid passage. !dea 
like a millpond, tide favorable. Kothing but running into one of 
these here Channel fogs to be feared. 

'*1 will take some soda- water, if you please.'' Odd and far- 
away Dinah's voice sounded to herself. ** 1 am a good sailor in 
general. 1 would rather have a rough sea than a smooth one. But 
this evening I am a little tired. I ieel thirsty." 

She drank the soda-water with a gense of refreshment. *' The 
wietchedest preparation, without the B.., that could t>e made for a 
voyage," thought the steward, as he stood, salver in hand, waiting ~ 
for her glass. Then, when the man had again left her alone, she 
crept back into her place, held her hands tight to her throat to re- 
lieve the cruel sensation that well-nigh choked her, and waited. 

Waited— how long she knew not— perhaps, a short ten minutes 
only. In recalling the whole scene, later— the swell of the risjng 
water, the murmur of voices In the adjacent cal)in, the clinging, 
overpowering Indian perfume— In summing up, 1 say, each ex- 
ternal detail of that miserable evening, it would afterward seem to 
Dinah Arbuthnot that no year of her life ever took so much hard 
living through as those mortal minutes. 

At length they came to an end. Doubt was to be set at rest, or 
turned into yet sharper certainty. For she could tell, first by the 
muflled thud of roiirlocks, then by the plash of oar blades in the 
water, that the second boat was arriving. She could distinguish 
Geottrey's vcice. Lord Hex Basire's, old Doctor Thome's— very 
load this last, and didactic, but yielding Dinah's heart no consola- 
tion. Would not Doctor Thome talk loud and didactically whether 
his Linda had returned from her quest of him or not? 

After a time the voices began to disperae. There came the meas- - 
ured yoy-a-hoy of the sailors, the shuffio of teet, the fall of cable 
on deck. Then Dinah heard the steward saying to one of the boys 
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that they had weighed anchor. And not a moroflnt too soon. With 
the air bo thick, and the glass nohow, the skippei ought to have 
starteA, on this bndly buoyed coast, a couple ot houis ago. A 
French pilot might be all \evy well, but to his, the steward's mind, 
English daylight was better. 

Dinah knelt upon a sofa, inclined her face to the cool air ot an 
open porthole, and watched the receding French coast. There lay 
the villages of Luc and Langrune, a line of lights flickering, misty 
and irregular, above the shimmer of the sea. Far away in the 
distance rose one larger light, the signal lantern in the tower of La 
Delivrande. Dinah watched, automatically. She noted scarcely 
more than a play-goer, carried atvay by excitement, notes the 
scene>painting at the most thrilliDg situation of a drama. To her, 
as to a child, the whole world was concentrated under the passion 
that governed herself. Had Gaston come back? She longed to 
know this with a longing which one must call to mind her narrow 
past life, her more than girlish simplicity, rightly to understand. 
And still she did not attempt to leave the cabin. Her strength, 
moral and physical* seemed paralyzed. How should she make her 
way, alone, up on deck, search In the darkness for Gaston, ask 
questions, parry, with a jest, such airy explanation of her hus- 
band's disappearance as might, on all sides, be offered hei? 

A voice, close at her elbow, made her start guiltily. . 

*' Ko one in the ladies' saloon? Well, then, Mrs. Gaston Arbuth- 
not must have tumbled overboard. Her husband and 1 have vainly 
searched the 'Princess' for her." Oh, kindly Cassandra! Was 
no small bit of embroidery tacked on, just at this juncture, over 
the bare truth? ** So much for trusting valuable entomological 
specimens out of one's own hands 1'* 

*' Miss Tighe, 1 am here. 1 have teen trying to get a little warm. 
Tour moth is safe," stammered Dinah. 

^)he scarcely knew in what fashion the words left her dry and 
trembling lips. 

** Moth? A counlry-bied girl like you not to know that a speckled 
white, although, ty luck, we caught him out of hours, is a butler- 
fly! Well, 1 have brought back our other pair of butterflies, sate 
and sound." Before saying this Cassandra had put on her specta- 
cles and carried her box beneath the door -way lamp* She made a 
great show of examining its contents, critically, thus allowing 
Dinah to recover her self-possession, unnoticed. ** From certain 
murmurings I overheard among the sailors I believe we, all three, 
narrowly escaped being abandoned to our fate." 



214 A GIRTON GIRL. 

" Mrs. Thome had beuun to think that her husband was oa 
beard?" * 

Dinah's constrained lone was one of doubt rather than inquiry. 

'* My dear, nobody ever knowa what Mrs. Thome thinliB. Linda 
is a charming woncan. the pleasantest companion, when 8he chooses, 
in the world. But, as the doctor sa^s, Lifida might reai^on. These 
electric transitions, from gay to grave, »nd back to gay again, are 
embarrassing in a world v\here the rest of us walk by rule. Linda 
Thorne is all impulse." 

••Ah I" 

** At the first word of the doctor's disappearance, to run oft, hel- 
ter-sljelter, like a school-girl — yes, Linda Thorne," cried Cassandra, 
peering round at some person or persons across her ehoulder, " I 
am talking of you. Come down and hear all the wicked things I 
have to say. At the first word of the doctor's disappearance to run 
oft ]\ke a school girl, taking somebody else's husband with hert It 
was atrocious! Who is that behind you, Linda? Mr. Gaston Ar- 
buthnot. Tell Mr. Gaston Arbuihnot, from me. that everything 
worth looking after on board the * Princess ' is founcl." 

As Cassandra Tighe scored her point, not without a little air of 
triumph, Linda tripped gayly down into the cabin. 

'* VVc are to have the very finest weather, Miss Tighe, and all 
the world means to remain on deck. Only, of course, one wants 
shawls. "What! Mrs. Arbuthnot?" 

Pausing in her search among the heap of wraps, it would seem 
that Linda recognized Dinah's presence with amiable surprise. But 
Dinah was ccldly silent. 

•* Surely you, of all people, are not going to become a cabin pas- 
senger? My dear creature, I have just escaped the quaintest little 
adventure in the woildl But tor Miss Tiglie's advent. 1 should 
have eloped, yes, run clean, straight away, with your husband. 
We were planning ii all out, from a commercial standpoint, as we 
flew, irantically, along the sand-hills after Robbie. Were we not, 
Misslighe?" 

*, 1 leave these matters to your own conscience," was the dry an- 
swer. Possibly. Cassandra recollected that the butterflies were 
not flying very frantically at the moment when she captured them 
on the starlit dunes. ** If you had run away with Mrs. Arbuth- 
not's husband, 1 should have taken gccd care to run with you. 1 
warned the doctor of my intentions before 1 left the * Princess.' " 

•*ll was quite too unselfish, Miss Tighe. and, pecuniarily, most 
k propos. 1 possessed five sous in copper (Guernsey currency); ftir. 
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ArlutliDOt was worth something under twenty francs. Vfe should 
have had to leave our watches at the Mont de Piete — for me, alas! 
no novel experience— the moment we reached Cheibourg, Things 
have turned out, under Providence, for the best. Only, 1 think, 
think,'' admited Linda, with arch frankness, ** the doctor rather 
regrets having to letire into insipinitiance. If 1 had not come back, 
Kobbie would have remained the hero of the situation." 

Mrs. Thome lan through all this in hei accustomed little tired, 
inconsequential way of talking, winding up, finally, with a long 
and earnest yawn. She then danced up lo a strip of mirror at the 
best lighted end of the cabin and settled heiself to the contempla- 
tion of her own image with mtereat. She dabbed her cheeKs first 
with rice powdei, then with eau-de-cologne, then with powder 
again, pioducing these cosmetics without a show of disguise trom 
a. tiny gilt case that hung'at her nraist belt. She arranged the folds 
of her cashmere scarf above her sleek head in a certain Gitana - 
mode, which, like all good art, gave an idea of unpremeditation, 
and became her mightily; she pinned a knot of feathery grass, a 
memento doubtless of the starlit dunes, in her breast. 

Easy to predict that Lfnda Thcrne would not be seasick to- 
night! She was warming to the situation, intended to work up \^ex 
part - everything in human life was a part to Linda Thorne— with - 
spirit. 

" Come up on deck, Mrs. Arbuthnot, will you not? Surely, with 
your splendid sea-going qualities, you are not going to stop down 
in this Black Hole of Calcutta?" 

"Mrs. Arbuthnot will come up when 1 do," cried Cassandra, 
who, with an added pair of spectacles en her nose, was pmning out 
insects under a lamp. ** Go your ways, Linda Thome, wise ones 
if you can, and leave Mrs. Arbnthnot and me to follow curs." 

*• I would not be wise if 1 might," said Linda, giving an express- 
ive backwaid glance across her shoulder. ***lf 1 were wise— 1 
should fee myself as other people see me." 

And having uttered this, the acutest speech thai ever left her lips, ' 
away floated Mrs. Thorne, with her powdered cheeks, her cash- 
meres, and her Indian fragrance, from the cabin. 

Dinah could hear the languid accents, the little stage laugh 
(learned from the stalls), lor a good many seconds later. She could ^ 
distinguish the voices, too, of Gaston, and of Kosie Verschoyle. 
How heart-whole they all seemed. How frequent was th^ir laugh- . 
ter! What a light time the past hours had been to every one of the 
party but herself! Gaston's philosophy, thought Dinah, taking an 
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unconscious downward step, might be the true one after all, then. 
Live while vse live! What had she profited by a strain of feeling 
too tall for the occasion, by the tiptoe attitude, by throwing away 
gold where a more reasonable member of society would have 
quietly staked counters? 

•* Any admittance here?" exclaimed a masculine voice, as an 
impatient hand pushed back the cabin door. ** Why, Mrs. Arbuth- 
not, 1 have been searching for you everywhere. 1 want you to come 
up on deck at once, please, and see a comet. Not a comet really, 
you know," Lord Rex went on, looking hard at Dinah's white 
face. •' Some kind of Japanese fire balloon sent up by the French 
people However, it does just as well as one." 

*• Yes, my dear Mrs. Arbutlmot, go."ciied old Cassandra, glanc- 
ing up, over her double spectacles, fromJaer pinning. *' It will take 
me an hour's work to bring all my specimens straight. And your 
color shows you want oxygen. You are right, Loid Rex. Take 
Mrs. Arbuthnot on deck to see this comet which is not a concet. I 
shall follow by and by." 

And Dinah Arbuthnot obeyed. She did more. Dinah allowed 
the tips of her cold fingers to rest within Rex Basire's hand as he 
pioneered her up the cabiD stairs into the Eemi-daikn3ss of the 
night. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

WIFE AND HUSBAND. 

The outlook continued promising overhead. The tide was at the 
right ebb for making Barfleur Point. At an earlier hour than had 
Ijeen hoped tor, the friendly Casket lights showed, at intervals, 
above the starboard bow of the ** Princess." The skipper, cheer- 
ful of voice, promised his passengers that in forty minutes more — 
tide and weather remaining favorable-^the vessel would be lying 
well to leeward of Alderney. 

All this time Dinah had found no opportunity for exchanging a 
conciliatory word with her husband. She felt that Gaston did not 
so much avoid as ignore her. He always contrived to be deep in 
talk with some other person when his wife sought to draw near 
him. He did not address her, did net recognize her presence. At 
length, abruptly, just as Dinah was nerving herself to make some 
desperate first advance, Mr. Arbuthnot crossed the deck. He came 
up to the spot where she and Rex Basire stood together. With the 
pleaaantest air imaginable he put his hand under Dinah's arm. 
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" Suppose yon take a turn with me, wife?" Mr. Arbutbnot made 
the proposal in his pleasant est tone, Rex Basire listening, ** Do 
you see that revolving beacon? No. my dear, no! Neither aloft 
on the funnel, nor in my face, but away, far as you can look to the 
right. That beacon marks the Casket Rocks. And there straight 
ahead, but without any lights showing, as yet, we are to believe is 
Alderney. Let us make our way to the forecastle. We shall have 
a better view.'* 

The tore part of the deck was deserted, save by two or three knots 
of sailors, talking low together in patois French as they watched 
the horizon. Gaston and Dinah were practically alone. She felt 
the heart within her throb uneasily. An icy politeness lay beneath 
the surface geniality of Gaston Arbuthnot's manner. Dinah was 
prompt to recognize it. 

V What a long day this has been, Gaston. I shall want no wider 
experience in respect of yachting picnics." 

** Tou are chans^eable, Dinah. As we walked from Langrune to 
Luc, it was agreed between us that the day should be considered a 



success." 



'* A great deal has happened since then," exclaimed Dinah, under 
hei breath. 

** Nothing very notable, surely. It I recollect right, 1 did my 
duty to the extent of two waltzes in the Luc ball-room, and you, 
my dear child, had a long, a most amusing and intellectual conver- 
sation, I can not doubt, with Lord Rex Basire, in one of the door- 
ways." 

'* Lord Rex Basire is never amusing when he talks to me." 
'• Then 1 congratulate you on your proficiency in seeming 
amused. It ranks high as a difflcult social art, even among vete- 
rans." 

'* Gaston I" she exclaimed, a new and pcigns^nt doubt making it- 
self felt. 
** Dinah." 

" 1 don't know what to think of your tone. Why have you 
never said a word, never looked at me during all these hours? Are 
you offended?" 

"On the contrary," retorted Gaston. They were now out of 
sight, out of earshot of everybody. As he spoke, Arbuthnot with- 
drew his hand from his wife's arm. ** 1 am thoroughly your 
debtor. It was the sense of my indebtedness that made me bring 
you here. I wished to thank you without an audience, quietly." 
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" To thank me,*' stammer ed Dinah, in a sort of breathless way. 
•* For— tor— '* she broke off, reddening violently. 

Gaston watched her. "For your solicitude, your kindly tact! 
That idea cf dispatching the old lady in the scarlet cloak to chape- 
ron me was boldly original, a fine intuition ot wifely vigilance—'* 

" Gaston 1 1 never—*' 

" Yet scarcely the sort of vigilance that passes current in a com- 
monplace and scoffing world. If you had the smallest spark ' 
of humor, Dinah — that missing sense! that one little flaw in your 
character I— you would see things as the commonplace scoffing 
world sees them." 

*• Should 1?" 

*' You wculd divine tbat, under no possible circumstances— 
really it would be well to remember this for the rest of our mortal 
lives- -under no circumstances can 1 require an old lady, with or 
without a scarlet cloak, as my chaperon/' 

A different woman to Dinah might hore have turned the tables 
on Gaston Arbuthnot, have stoutly, truthfully disavowed responsi- 
bility as to Cassandra Tighe's movements. Dinah was too trans- 
parently honest to defend herself as to the letter, knowing that she 
had been an accessory in the spirit. 

*• When the time was so short— ten minutes more, Gaston, and 
the * Princess * would have started without you— 1 felt that my 
heart must stop. Miss Tighe, any one, could have seen on my face 
whaX 1 suffered." 

'• 1 have no doubt that * any ono ' could, and did see it." said 
Gaston Arbuthnot, with grave displeasure. "It would not occur 
to you to make an effort at decent self-control, whatever ridicule 
you might be bringing upon others. Does it never strike you, 
Dinah," he went on, unjustly, ** that other women have human 
sensibilities as well as yourself^— Linda Thorne, for instance? She 
rushed off, poor thing, in the greatest agitation at the Qrst whisper 
of the doctor's disappearance, fearing nothing from Mis. Grundy, 
fearing all things for her husband. Was it generous, charitable, do 
you think, to let your disapproli^tion be written so that he who ran 
might read upon your face?" 

"1 think," said Dinah, faithfully, "that Mrs. Thorne felt no 
agitation whatsoever." 

Gaston also thought so. It was a point he would not commit 
himself to argue out. 

*' There are feelings one must take for granted. Mrs. Thorne 
did the rigbt thing in refusing to start without her husband. I 
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acted as 1 judged best in determining. to remain by her. That ought 
to have been enough foi you." 

*• Yes. It ought to have been enough." 

Dinah gazed before her at the purplish streak taintly dividing the 
sea-line trom the sky. It grew blurred and tremulous. Her eyes 
had filled with tears. 

*' You had plenty of people to bear you company— Geoffrey, Miss 
Bartrand. It is unbecoming in you, Dinah, to act like a wayward 
gill. However matters had turned out about Doctor and Mrs. 
Thorne, what hardship would there have been in your leturnmg to 
Guernsey with Geoffrey and without me?" 

" None, none! 1 was wrong from fiist to last. All this is my 
lesson, remember. One can not get a lesson by heart without a lit- 
tle trouble." 

"One might learn it without making everybody else absurd." 
persisted Gaston. *' You asked me why 1 had never addressed a 
word to you, never looked in your direction, since we put out to 
sea. 1 will tell you whjf, my dear. 1 considered you dangerous. 
1 was afraid." 

Dinah lifted up her face. She fixed her truthful and transparent 
gaze full on Gaston Arbuthnot. 

''I don't understand you, Gaston. You know I never can un- 
derstand when you speak with a double meaning." 

'* Well, there was a certain electric look about you, a look pro- 
phetic of lightning or thunder-showers, for neither of which 1 am 
In the mood. You ought to have chosen a husband of more heroic 
mold, Dinah. There is the truth. A mao, like the hero of a 
laciy's novel," observed Mr. Arbuthnot, wittily, ** always equal to 
a strained attitude. A man fond of the big primeval human pas- 
sions—love, hatred, jealousy. But you have married me, and 1 
fim afraid you must take me as 1 am. You must also, as often as 
you can— remember this, Dinah — as often as you can. endeavor not 
tc lender me ridiculous." 

1/Vhen Mr. and Mrs. Arbuthnot re-emerged out of the dark- 
ness, Gaston's hand was resting on his wife's shoulder, Dinah's 
face had recoveied its calm. It would have taken a keen observer 
of countenance to guess that a breeze so stiff as the one we know of 
had just stirred the surface of these two persons' lives. "VS'as Linda 
Thorne such an observer? 

Linda was standing alono in the gangway, her attitude one of 
deliberation, when Gaston and his wife came aft. Bhe kept her 
position, speaking to no one, until Lord Rex, ccmpanionless, like 
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herself, had managed lo find his way to Dinah's tlbow. Then 
Linda Thome made a move. She crcssed to the vessel's side, nest- 
ing her hand on the bulwarks, she gazed heavenward. Such good 
lines as her throat and shoulders possessed were Well outlined 
against t)ie pallid tackgrcund of sky. 

Gaston Arbuthnot followed her before long. 

•* We are fortunate, after all our misadventures, are we not? 
The mate tells me that we have sighted Alderuey. It seems likely 
that we shall get back to Peterspoit without fo&." 

** And what, may 1 ask, do you mean by our misadventure?" 

There was a ring oi sharpness in Linda Thome's tone. 

*' Ah— what! The moment,'* said Gaston, ** when gleams of a 
scarlet cloak first flashed upon one along the sand-dunes seems, to 
my own consciousness, about the most serious of them." 

** You are singularly insincere, Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot 1" 

•' 1 can not agree with you, Mrs. Thome. My wors; enemies, 
on the contrary, have the grace to credit me with a sort of brutal 
frankness." 

" And, supposing no scarlet 0oak had appeared? Tou would 
willingly have been left, a second Robinson Crusoe, on the desert 
shores of Luc?" 

** The cases are not parallel. Robinson Crusoe had only the so- 
ciety of his man Friday." 

'*And there were no beaux yeux to weep for him! So many 
years," observed Linda, ** stand between me and the literature 
of my childhood that 1 am uncertain about details. But 1 don't 
think one ever heard cf a Mis. Crusoe?" 

Gaston knew that he was being laughed at. He kept his temper 
charmingly, 

'* And there is, very decidedly, a Mis. Arbuthnot. When i think 
of Dinah, 1 can not call Miss Tighe's advent a misadventure. Poor 
Dinah has a child's quick capacity for unhappinees. Her imagina- 
tion would have conjured up a dozen possible horrors by sea and 
land, if I had not returned to her." 

" That is all so very, very pretty, is it not?" Linda stooped, as if 
watching the rush of the sea; Gaston Arbuthnot could not catch 
the expression of her face. *' We professional old travelers are 
toughened and sun -baked out of all rose-water nervousness. Robbie 
has told you— whom does he not tell? the story of my being lost, 
actually lost, in the Nilgiiis? If 1 were to be mislaid for a fortnight, 
1 really don't believe the doctor would suffer a moment's uneasi- 



ness." 
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'* And yet you were so cruelly upset by his dieappearance. The 
supedcilty," appstrophized Gaston, *' of the unselfish sex over 
ours." 

'* I was not only upset by his disappearance/' said Linda, still 
taking an interest in the waves, *' I am disturbed about him, in my 
conscience, still. It Doctor Thome takes the slightest chili to- 
night, we shall be having the old jungle lever fcack upon him." 

Gaston sympathized as to this contingency, not, as yet, perceiv- 
ing the drift of Linda's alarms. 

** At Robbie's age one can not be too prudent. To run into one 
of these cold Channel fogs might end in something quite too 
serious. And, although the stars make a pretense at shining," 
Linda raised her head with tentative playfulness, " the enemy is at 
hand. 1 feel fog in the aii." 

*'The air is clearer than it has been all day. In another thiee 
or four hours the sun will have risen. We shall be in Guernsey—" 

'*ln another twenty minutes we shall be outside Aldeinev har- 
bor. I was talking matters over, some minutes aeo, with Ozanne." 
Linda inspected the white han'd, resting on the bulwark, with 
attention. '* And he has most good-naturedly consented to let me 
and Robbie land. By signaling promptly for a boat we shall not 
detain you * Princess ' people five minutes. There is the dearest little 
pimitive hotel in Alderney. close to Maxwell Grimsby's diggings. 
You remember my telling you about it?" 

Gaston remembered Mrs. Thome's telling him about the dearest 
little primitive hotel. 

'* The doctor will have a good night's lesito recruit his strength, 
and to- morrow afternoon, if the day is warm, we shall make our 
way back to our home and infant by the Cheibourg steamer." 

Now Maxwell Grimsby, a gunner by profession, a painter by 
love, was one of Gaston Arbuthnot'^ best artist friends — best, too, 
in the higher acceptation of the elastic word. Grimsby was no 
manufacturer of prettiness, no amateur idler. Did ni>t a series ft 
beach studies bearing the well-known initials '*M. G." testify to 
the world how diligently this very summer's enforced imprison- 
ment in Alderney was put to use? During (he past fortnight Gas- 
ton had constantly vacillated in his intention of looking up his 
1 1 lend, torever declaring how much better work a man might do 
on the grand old rock, yonder, than disturbed by the hundred 
distractions of pleasant, idle, sociable little Sarnia— never starting, 
forever wishing he were gone I Here was occasi<»n to his hand, a 
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chance ot looklDg up Grimsby without even the preliminary 
trouble of packing one's portmanteau! 

** Of courfe you could not come with us," asserted Linda, in her 
little undertone ot mockeiy. " Mis. Arbuthnot is such a child. 
She would conjure up a dozen possible honors it you were to be 
absent from her so long.'* 

'* 1 am net sure that deserting the * Princess * would be a courte- 
ous action to our hosts/' said Gaston Arbuthnot, hesitating 
under the first touch of temptaticn. 

** You are made ot poorer stuff than your cousin," thought 
Linda, glancing, for a second, at his handsome face. ** To gain a 
victory over Monsieur Geoffrey would be to gain a victory in- 
deed." Then aloud : ** If we were to carry away any ot the younger 
people. 1 should feel it treason to desert the * Princess,* " she ob- 
served. *' 1 would not go, indeed, if Robbie and 1 were wanted as 
chaperons. Considering the existence of Mrs. Yerschoyle and Miss 
Tighe— in talking of chaperons, Mr, Arbuthnot, you and 1 must 
never forget Miss Tighe— 1 think Doctor and Mrs. Thorne may 
very well be spared. Fcr you it is different." 

"In what way?" asked Gaston,. wincing inwardly under her 
tsarcasms. 

** Oh, different, altogether. Too much depends upon your 
presence. Pray do not think of such a revolutionary proceeding 
as taking flight. You would never be allowed— 1 mean, 1 am 
sure you would not find it advantageous to run away. What mes- 
sages do you send to Mr. Grimsby?" 

"None." 

** That Is severe. You do not believe in my delivering them In- 
tact?" 

*• I mean to deliver them myself." 

Linda Thorne laogned incredulously. ** 1 wish 1 could make 
an enormous wager at this thrilling juncture," she remarked with 
persistence. ''Come, Mr. Arbuthnot. Will you bet me a single 
pair of gloves that you will be— -that you wiM quit the * Princess ' 
when we do?" 

*• It would be betting on a certainty," said Gaston. •* My mind 
is made up. 1 am really glad of the chance of seeing old Max." 

** You have told me something of the kind already. You refused 
a wager 1 offered you last Mcndav tjf ternoon, because it would have 
been 'betting en a certainty.* And yet, as the event proved, I 
should have won.'* 

" The event will prove that you do not win now. 
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There was moie than a threat of impatience in Gaston Arbutb- 
not*s voice. 

•* And 3'ou dc accept my bet, then? You do stake a pair of gloves 
that you are—that you will land at Alderney with Robbie and my- 
self?" 

*' If you are bent upon giving me a pair of gloves, Mrs. Thome 
— iron-gray, seven and a half— X shall accept them with pleasure.** 

** Done! The baigain is concluded. My number, as you know, 
is six and a quarter, Jouvin's best. I wear eight buttons. And 
now," added Linda, preparing to move away. ** 1 must tind our 
hosts, and make excuses. Had I not better ofier them on your be- 
half, too?" 

** You are too kind to me, Mrs. Thorne. I think I have just 
courage enough to pull through the emergency, unassisted," 

Lord Rex was still lingering in Dinah's neighborhood when Linda 
tripped airily across to the gangway, Gaston Arbuthnot following 
hei. 

** Doctor Thorne and I have to thank you, all, lor quite one of 
the most perfect excursions in the world. 1 shall put a mark 
against the subalterns' picnic," said Linda, diplomatically. ** It 
has been one of the true red-letter days of my life." 

*' Don/t talk of the picnic as over, Mrs. Thorne. The subalterns 
look forward, to some hours more of your society, even without 
the promised fog. ' ' 

*• Ah, that terrible fog 1 1 must confess, the word makes me nerv- 
ous, for the doctor's sake. A log, you know, means damp— that 
constant bugbear to us old East Indians." 

*' But the voyage Is halt over. Here we are, almost, in Alderney 
harbor." 

** And here, 1 am afraid, my husband and I ought to bid you all 
good-night. Captain Ozanne has offered to signal tor a boat. We 
should not delay the * Princess * five minutes. Really and truly. 
Lord Rex, 1 think the wisest course will be for Doctor Thorne to 
land." 

** Doctor Thorne to land? Another mysterious disappeaiancel 
And shall you, Mrs. Thorne, immediately follow suit, as you did 
at Luc?" 

** Of course I shall! The whole Luc comedy will be lepeated. " 
And here Linda's voice grew intentionally clear and resonant. 
*• The Luc comedy, with the original cast and decorations, for 
everybody's amusement." 

It was a wantonly cruel speech— Dinah Arbuthnot stood within 
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hearing! Yet Linda Thome's ccnscience was void of offense. She 
belonged by t^perainent to the irresponsible class of mortals who 
can never resist the temptation of histrionic effect. For what, save 
histrionic effect, had she cajoled the skipper, the old doctor, Gas- 
ton, into this freak of midnight disembarkaticn ? And when once 
a woman's tongue and actions are ruled by the eternal desire for 
smart dramatic point, it must be clear that other women's suffer- 
ings will pay the price of her success. 

Dinah's heart froze. She divined, without going through any 
distinct process of reason, what announcmenl she was likely to hear 
next. 

'* If the Luc scene Is to be repeated, 1 conclude you, too, are 
going to desert us?" 

Lord Rex Basire addressed himself to Gaston Arbuthnot. 

*' Well, it has been borne in upon one during the last fortnight 
that it was a duty to look up eld Grimsby," began Gaston. •* And 
this-" 

•• And this is duty made easy. Go, my dear fellow, if you 
have had enough of us,'' cried Lord Rex, lightly. ** But go on one 
condition— that you do not take Mrs. Arbuthnot. Mrs. Arbuthnot 
U our cbaperon-in-chief. We can not spare her," 

" Mrs. Arbuthnot has Miss Baitrand unfler her charge—have you 
not, Dinah? 1 am afraid you could scarcely — " 

*' I should, under no circumstances, think of landing at Alder- 
ney," said Dinah, in a voice uncomfortable strange to Gaston's 
ear. *' 1 am not afraid of fog. 1 do not wish to see Mr. Maxwell 
Grimeby. Why should 1 leave the * Princess '?" 

" Where your presence is the life of the whole party," pleaded 
Lord Rex. ** You must not let your husband persuade you into 
thro wring us over, Mrs. Arbuthnot." 

Quietly, firmly, came Dinah's answer: 

" You need not be afraid. There is no risk of my being per- 
suaded. Lord Rex. 1 am great deal too wise," she added, ** to go 
away from people who care to have me. " 

And no further word of explanation or of farewell was exchanged 
between Dinah and her husband. Into the irrevocable mistakes of 
life is it not singular how men and women constantly drift after 
this blind, automatic fashion? 

Only at the last moment, when the " Princess " had slackened 
speed, when the boat that had been signaled for was fast approach- 
ing from Alder ney harbor— only at this last moment, I say, Gaston 
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addrefised a remark to QeQ which Dinah felt might be taken by 
her, it she chose. 

"X shall be back to-morrow, unless anything very unforeseen 
happens. It it does, I can telegraph for my portmanteau, and—" 

Geottrey whispered a word oi two in his cousio's ear, *' Of 
course, of course, 1 have every intention of coming back, 1 mere- 
ly said • it.* You will have a magnificent passage," added Gaston, 
shaking hands heartily with Lord Hex. "Duty takes me to old 
Max. Inclination would have kept me with my hosts on board the 
• I'rincesa.' " 

Despite the neat turning of this speech, away Mr. Arbuthnot and 
the Thornes went — Linda, with her cachemires, her bouquets of 
wild flowers, her fears for Bobbie, her waftea kisses to her friends, 
creating little theatrical sensations to the last. The boat was visible 
for a few seconds only, so swiftly did the *' Princess" again get 
under way. There was a profuse waving of handkerchiefs. 
*• Good-night, every one 1" rang cheerily across the water in Gaston 
Arbuthnot '8 voice. And then Dinah awakened to the knowledge 
that she was forsaken, this time by no accident, but of cold- 
blooded, determined forethought — forsaken, with all the World to 
see,- with Lord Rex Baeire persistently talking, as though nothing 
of moment had happened, ^ her elbow. 



CHAPTlilR XXXU. 

ROSE-WATER SOCIALISM. 

Dinah did not turn from him. Nay, although her brain was in 
a whirl, although her voice was net under command, although her 
heart was bursting, Dinah's lips smiled. She was monosyllabic. 
Lord Kcx felt, but monosyllabic with a difierence. And eager to 
improve the scantiest, most meager encouragement, he began in- 
stantly to ransack such memory and imagination as were his tor 
pfirtinent subject-matter. 

* Frothy small-talk, personal compliments, local gossip, were little 
relished, as he had proved, by Dinah Arbuthnot. She did not read 
newspaper trials, had never opened a society journal, knew nothing 
about actors or actresses, or novels, or prime ministers, or popular 
divines. Ton could not get her even to talk about herself. But 
then, that face of hers! If one might, quietly, stand gazing at her 
surpassing fairness as one does at a canvas or a marble, Lord Rex 
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Basire, on this sQmmer night, would have asked nothing moie. His 
duties as a host, however, the sense ihat others might construe his 
silence into deficiency of wit, forced upon him articulate speech. 

** Awful hole, Alderney. tor an idle man I ]Sow I was stationed 
there tor three months and got through an awful lot of work. Ko 
good letting circumstances beat you. I colored a meerschaum first- 
rate— wbrkd at it, morning, noon, and night. 1 taught two of my 
terriers to march on hind le&:s, while X whistled the * Marseillaise.' 
Favorite tune of mine, the * Maiseillaise/ " 

*' Ho your lordship has told me.'* 

Dinah thought of their first conversation at the rose-show. 

** 1 loathe classic music— loathe everything, in art and literature, 
but what I can understand. Ever seen Maxwell Grimsby's Alder- 
ney sketches, by the bye? Dab cf greenish-gray for the sea. Dab 
of bluish-gray for the clouds— Storms, Sunsets, Whirlwinds, things 
you may as well frame upside down as straight, if you choose.' 

Ko, Dinah had never seen them. 

** Maxwell Grimsby's an old friend, isn't he, of Aibuthnot's? 
That accounts for your husband throwing over all us people on 
boari the * Princess.' " 

To this there was no answer. The balls had, certainly, not 
broken well as regarded Alderney. Clearing his throat twice, after 
a more redoubtable pause than heretofore. Lord Rex at length 
sought a wild and sudden refuge in English politics. He had never 
in his life talked politics to a pretty woman, reserving his views, 
which were of the rose-water socialistic school, for after-dinner elo- 
quence among his brother subs. So desperately new an experience 
as Dinah required desperate measures! To talk well above this 
young person's head, thought Lord Hex, who held no mean opinion 
of his own intellect, might awe her into appreciation. And the 
subject he chcse for his experiment was that of class ineqality. 

The emptiness of all titles, the folly of all social pre-eminence, 
were themes on which Lord Rex waxed hot, exceedingly. Perhaps 
he ^as sincere. Rose- water socialism, I must admit, did not sit 
without a certain grace on this sunburnt little dandy, a grace to 
which his slinged arm, shot through in the forlorn defense of En- 
glish Empire, gave the added zest of piquancy. 

Dinah unthawed at once. She broke into talk. In the matter 
of class differences, Gaston Arbuthnot's wife held fixed opinions, 
and could express them incisively. But her ideas were not Lord 
Hex Basire's ideas. Lord Rex had got a vast deal of rabid rhetoric 
by heart, very picturesque rhetoric in its way, and coming from the 
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lips of a duke's sod. Dinah had sharp, clear kDO'w ledge, gained at 
first hand, through the vicissitudes of 'her own marriage, lo Ldrd 
Bex sccial inequality was a party question— kind ot thing, don't 
you know, that, vehemently taken up, may Bcmetimes land a man, 
with a following, in the House 1 To Dinah it was the hidden 
enemy, the impalpable barrier that stood between her and her h'Vis- 
band*s heart. Lord Hex had learned pages of showy axioms to dem- 
onstrate that social inequality should never sxist. Dinah's life 
was one long, irrefragable, stubbcrn proof that it existed. 

** Your remarks have a terribly Conservative flavor, Mrs^'^r- 
buthnot." When they had talked for some considerable time he 
told her this. " Impossible you can be a Conservative in reality V 

"Gaston calls me an old-fashioned Whig. I don't know the 
meaning of the word. 1 only pretend to understand these things 
in the humblest way, from my own stand (:oint." 

'-" But you are in favor of the nationalization of the land? You 
would do away with the laws of primogeniture? You don't think 
a few thousand loiterers, slave-drivers, should hold big estates— 
for their pheasants— because each elder son, let him be fool, knave, 
or coward, is heir tc them?" 

*' Without such laws where would our English families be, my 
lord, our barons, and eat Is, and great dukes, like your father?*' 

" Oh, where they came from," said Lord Hex, disposing of the 
question, jauntily. "Labor was the original purchase-money 
paid for all things. You believe that much, at least, Mrs. Ar- 
buthnot?" 

*' If the succession law was swept away we might lose more than 
we can aftord along with it." Dinah had heard ultra- revolutionary 
notions freely aired at times among Gaston's friends, and, in her 
one-sided way, had striven, ovei; her cross-stitch, to think them 
out. *' I, for one, should not like to see any church or chapel in 
England turned into a lecture place for these new unbelievers." 

" Unbelievers! Oh, that is quite a difierent stoiy. We began 
by talking about the folly of class differences.'' 

Dinah was silent awhile. Then: "It would be impossible for 
you and me to think alike en all this," she told her companion, 
with a grave smile, *' You have seen so much of the world, Lord 
Rex, perhaps have heard the debates in the Houses of Parliament?" 

Lord Rex confessed that this intellectual advantage had befallen 
him. 

** ^nd I have just wc^tched the lives, the mappers of a few mor§ 
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or lean troabled men and 'women. ClasB dlSeieoces, as jou call 
(hem, may be tolly. They ai^lhe hardest facte 1 know, [he—" 

Dinah Raved beiGelf, just In lime, from adding, " thecTueiesl." 

"Beauty is the universal levelei,'* obBeived Lord Res, with 
presence of mind. "A perfectly beautitul woman would gTa'~e 
the steps of any tbicne in Europe.'' . 

" Leave thrones alone. Lord Res Basiiel It the beautiful 
woman wanted to make olliers happy, she Mould have most chance 
to do so in her own class of life." 

" And suppose tba beautiful woman wanted to be bappy herself, 
Mrs. Arbuthnot?" 

" RappincBS comeB naturally If you see it on the faces of ibe peo- 
ple round you." 

Tbcir politics had not taken Ibe turn Lord Rex deaiied. He 
harked back, a Utile abruptly, upon his first premises. 

" Yes. I am loi absolute equality, Qardeser Adam and his wiie, 
and that style of thing. I would make the shopkecping capitalist, 
just as mucb as tbe bloated aiUtociat. turn over a fresb knl. li i 
ever many," ssld Loid Bex Baslie— " don't feel at all like marry- 
ing at present, but If 1 ever do— i hope to gut toi my wife some 
simple litlle village barbaiian who has never been to a ball, never 
heard an opera, n«ver seen a race-course In her lifel" 

" A village barbarian— of what station!" asked Dinah Ai- 
bulhaot. 

" Matter ol blank fndtfierence. 1 should many the sirl, not her 
Btation." 

" And afterward? Would the barbarian be accepted by your 
family? Or would you accept hersT Or would you, bolh, give up 
Bocleiyt" 

"That would suit me besti Oire up society, United lo the 
woman one adoied," said Lord Res with fervor, " what could one 
want with artificial pleasures, with the eternal bore of dinners and 
dances?" 

Dinah gave a chill laugh. She remembered the days when Gas- 
ton Arbuthnot was wont to use (he like phrases, as a preface (so, 
in her present jealous misery, she ihou^hi) to relurninic to the woiM 
and its pleasures, unhampered by a wife. 

" When j'ou marry, my 16id," she observed, distantly, "you 
will, if you act wisely, choose some duke's or carl's daughlci lor 
yaui wife. Give up Ibal noliou of Ibe village barbarian. As time 
wore 00, and- and the trulh of things grew clear, the duke'a 
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daughter would, at least, understand you. Theie could be no dis- 
cover ies for her to make." 

Lord Kex turned aod faced Dinah Arbuthnot, good-humoredly 
Ignoring the coldness of her bearing toward himself. 

*' Your opinions are desperately mixed, Mrs. Arbuthnot. You 
may be C(»n8ervali7e in theory— you would be a stanch Republican 
in practicel I am afraid, now, that a man with the misfortune— 1 
mean, you know," stammered Lord Rex, lowering his voice, ** that 
you could never bring ycurself to care, eirer so little, for a man 
with any wretched sort of handle to his name." 

•* 1 beg your pardon, my lord?** 

** A man belonging to the most useless class of all— the class that 
so many of us who are in it would sladly see done away with! 
Huch a man would never find favor in your sight?" 

" "Would have found, do you mean, when 1 was a girl of seven- 
teen?" Dinah asked in tones of ice. ** I can give no answer \o 
tliat. Girls* hearts are moved by such trifles— a tiUe, even, might 
turn the balance. But I and my sisters lived in a little Devonshire 
village. We saw nothing whatever of high folks, and—*' 

•*1 am not talking of Devonshire villages!'* exclaimed Lord 
Rex, interrupting hei hastily, but dropping his voice still lower. 
*• I am not talking of the time when you were seventeen— 1 mean 



now.** 



Dinah recoiled from him on the instant. Idle compliments had 
moved her, at length), to an extent Lord Rex dreamed not of. Hor 
she could not forget that this was 8ll part of her lesson, tliat her 
companion was making speeches such as better-born women, care- 
less mothers, wives of the type of Linda Ihorne, might just listen 
lifi^htly to, parry, and forget. With the thought came a thought 
of Gaston. A flood of sname tingled in her cheeks. 

•* You ask me questions beyond my understanding. Lord Rex.'* 
So after a strong effort of will she brought herself to speak. " My 
choice was made, happily, loiig ago. How could any man but 
Gaston find favor in my sight?" 

Kow Lord Rex Basire, his tender years notwithstanding, had 
seen plenty of good feminine acting, of the kind which dispenses 
with footlights and the critics, the acting required in the large 
shifting comedy of human life. Although his own delicacy was not 
extreme, or his perception sensitive, some unspoiled fiber in his 
heart vibrated, responsive to the honesty ot Dinah*s voice. This 
woman acted not, could never act! Her fealty to her light, neg- 
lectful hiisband was part of herself. Duty and happiness for 
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Dinah y^exG simply exchangeable terms. She could taste ot the 
one only in the fulfillment of the other. 

** That was very charmingly expressed, Mrs. Arbuthnot. 1 hope, 
when 1 marry, my wife will say the same pretty things of me, if 1 
deserve them, which 1 shall not! Characters like mine don't re- 
form." 

•* There will be more chance of reformation if you marry than 
it you don*t — especially if you choose the duke's daughter," added 
Dinah, stiflay, ** not the barbarian." 

"And without any marrying at all! If some woman, as good 
as she is fair, would hold out her hand to me in friendship, would 
let roe thin Is that I held a place rather lower than a favorite dcg ci 
horse would hold in her regard! If— if— ah, Mrs. Arbuthnotl if 
you—** 

But Lord Rex speedily discovered that he was apostrophizing the 
waves and the stars. At the moment when his eloquence waxed 
warmest, Dinah Arbuthnot, village barbaiian that she was, had 
walked away, without one syllable of excuse, from his lordship's 
side. 

He watched the outlines ot her figure as long as they were dis- 
cernible through the gloom; then, drawing forth his vesuvians and 
tobacco pouch, prepared to smoke a lonely pipe of wisdom on the 
bridge. Lord Rex was in a fever of perplexity. Until the last five 
days he had never cared for living mortal but himself. His brief 
tealties to the prettiest face di the hour, Rosie Yerschoyle's among 
the number, had been so many offerings at the shrine of small per- 
sonal vanity. All this was over. His surrender to Dinah's nobler 
beauty, his recognition of Dinah's pure and upright nature, had 
roused him thoroughly out of self, made him look searchingly at 
the aims, the pleasures of life, and acknowledge that there were 
human affections, human fielities, high above the range of his own 
light and worldly experience. Did happiness thrive in that loftier, 
chill atmosphere? Was Gaston Arbuthnot to be congratulated, 
wholly, on his lot? 

One thing was certain —so Rex Basire decided, as he tetook him- 
self gloomily to the biidge. However this drama of domestic lite 
might end, it would be monstrous, impossible, that he, Rex Basive, 
should be petemptorily dismissed therefrom, dismissed as one oc- 
casionally sees the frustrated stage villain, long before the final 
falling of the curtain! 

** And even if it is so," mused Lord Rex half aloud, and draw- 
ing upon reminiscences of X^ap. in his ill-humor, '' it no choice Ilea 
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before one but to * accept misery,' miseiy let it be! The man wlio 
goes blue does no( invariably find himselt in tne worst position at 
the end of the game." 

But the lad's philosophy was lip-deep only. Lord Rex Basire 
had never felt less cynically indiflerent to lo^s and gain than in this 
hour. 



CHAPTER XXXllL 

CLOSE TO, PORT. 

The short June night drew to Ha close, and still the weather con- 
tinued fair. 1 he sky was full of stars, a solitary lambent planet 
quivered in the east. By the time the moon had sunk, with pale 
metallic glow, above the motionless Channel, a welcome point of 
fire was visible over the starboard bow of the vessel— the beacon of 
Castle Cornel light-house. 

A little flutter ran through the groups of expectant people keep- 
ing watch together upon the deck of the *' Princess." It was wxill 
to have got back safely, without fog. And still, whispered the 
younger ones regretfully, the most delightful picnic in the^ world 
had come to an end, all too soon! Even Mrs. Verschoyle, emerg- 
ing with salis-boltle, with chattering teelh, from the cabin, con- 
ceded that, for a yachting expedition, and although L'Ancresse 
Common would have been a thousand times more reasonable, their 
misadventures had been few. How comforting, murmured the 
poor lady, with a shudder, it it were not for the cold— this curi- 
ously increasing cold — to keep one's eyes on the fmiliar harbor 
light, to realize that in another hour and a half at latest, they would 
be all warm and asleep in their beds! 

But the cold increased still, and, for a midsummer night, was un- 
doubtedly no common cold. It found its way through plaids and 
waterproofs, it got down throats, it caused fingers to become 
numbed. The mate was seen to button up his pilot jacket as he 
made his way with precipitate haste to the men on watch, the skip- 
per moved from one loot to the other as he stood consulting his 
compass* Both skipper and mnte glanced anxiously ahead, toward 
the west, where no horizon showed. 

* One would scarcely have expected the stars to set so suddenly,** 
observed Mrs. Verschoyle. In this lady's youth it is probable that 
school-giils did not, as now, learn the exact sciences. '* But depend 
upon it, the captain knows his way. The sailors are taking pre- 
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cautions, 1 heard the steward say so flow n-*!3t airs, by using tbe lead. 
And 1 remarked that they were seeing most attentively to the small 
boats. Besides, 1 have heard mors than one gun fired. No sound 
so reassuring at sea as the leport of a gun! A. skilled old mariner 
like Ozanne wojald not be dependent on anything so chancy as the 
stars." 

*' But, mamma, the harbor light-house has set, too,'' cried Hosie 
Yerschoyle, who stood shivering at hei mother's side. ** Every- 
thing is'^settlng. 1 don't see our own funnel. 1 don't see the 
flower in your bonnet as clearly as 1 did two minutes ago." 

" 1 wish you would talk soberly, child. Tou know how much 
I dislike this kind of iil-time*d chaff. Who ever heard of a light- 
house setting?" o\)served Mis. Verschoyle, with melancholy com- 
mon sense, " and why does the * Princess ' go so slow? The skip- 
per, no doubt, has his reasons, still he might lemember we are not 
all as fond of the sea as he is. 1 was never less nervous in my lite, 
and— sailer 1 sailor!" Mrs. Verschoyle flung herself before a 
figure, wrapped up in tarpaulin, crowned by a sou'-wester which 
loomed with gigantic proportions through the thick air. '* Would 
you say, if you please, why the steamer gees so slow? And are we 
in danger— off our track or anything? And why does one seem all 
at once to lose sight of Castle Cornet light-hcuse?" 

The sailor was a weather-beaten old Guernsey man, possessing 
about twelve woids of Anglo- Baxon in his vocabulary. Mrs. Ver- 
schoyle, however, in her agonized desire for tiuth, stretched her 
arms forth in the direction of the vanished red light. She also ar- 
ticulated the words Castle Cornet with toleiable distinctness. Her 
meaning had made itself clear. 

The aQSwer, proceeding from the depths of a gruff, tobaccoey 
throat, was incisive: 

"Brouillard!" 

And brouillard it proved, clammy, ice-cold, yellow, after the man 
ner of all mid- Channel fogs. At first every one affected to take this 
reverse. of fortune as a jest, the little bit of mock danger that was 
needed to point a moral to the preceding day's enjoyment. So 
providential, said the ladies, in a pious but quavering chorus, that 
the '* Princess " lay close on shore befoie the fog grew thick. The 
skipper's duty, clearly, was to make straight tor St. Peter's harbor 
and land them. Only, why lose time? Why steam so slowly? 
What object could Captain Ozanne have in exposing them to this 
mortal cold a moment longer than was needful? 

Mrs. Verschoyle, after a few minutes' suspense, voted for indepeu- 
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dent action. She 'had, indeed, broached a project of creeping up to 
the men at the wheel and fmploiing them to ** turn taster," when 
there canic a general stir among the crew, followed by a latthng 
sound which most of the party had sufficient sea-going experience 
to recognize. The ** Princess " was about to cast her anchor. 

Just at this juncture appeared Lord Rex, fresh from hurried con- 
sultations with Ozanue and the boatswain. A suspicious uncon- 
cern «vas on Lord Rex Basire's face, a note of forced cheerfulness 
in his tone. 

** Lucky we have got so near homo, is it not, Mrs. Verschoyle? 
Wc are about two miles from shore, they say — Ozanne of course, 
knows every yard of water— -Jusl within or without the Orunes, 
whatever tne Grunes may mean. We shall only have to ride half 
an hour or so at anchor — awfully jolly sensation, 1 can tell you, with 
a south-west swell. And then, as the mist rises, we shall steam 
clean into Peteisport.'* 

But this show of jauntiness misled no one. The De Caterets, 
Cassandra Tighe, Marjorie Bartiand, all understood their position 
better than did Lord Rex. And it was a position of the utmost 
gravity. The ** Princess " was lying in dense fog, surrounded by 
shoals, across the very highway of the Channel night steamers. For 
an old and wary seaman like Ozanne to have been forced to anchor 
at such a strait did but render the iact of his helplessness more 
pointed. 

** What does it all mean? Are we not close tc port, madam?" 

The ladies wflie pressing together in groups. Dinah whispered 
the question across Cassandra Tlghe's shoulder. 

** Close to port— of one kind or another," answered Cassandra, 
vaguely unorthodox to the last. *' As long as nothing runs into us 
we may do well enough. And dawn is at hand. At sunrise the 
fog may lift. Your husband ought to be here with you," she 
added, misinterpreting a certain vibration cf Dinah's voice. 

'* 1 thank God that he is not ! Alone, there Is nothing to be 
frightened about. 1 thank God that Gaston is safe— warmly 
housed, away in Aiderney!" 

And, in truth, a reason1es$i, half- pleasurable excitement, the re- 
action after so much dull pain, had arisen in Dinah's heart. 

That a dark "perhaps" lay straight and immediately before 
them, became at each moment more plain. The continued firing 
of guns gave token tbat other vessels were in tne same plight as 
the '* Princess "—once, indeed, a steamer drifted so close tlmt they 
c:>uld see the faint reflection of her signal lamps, could hear the 
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beating of bergoDg. The dreary sound of the fog-horn, the muffled, 
tramp of the men on watch, the lights burning aloft in the ship's 
'iggingt the partially lowered touts, the solemn faces of the skipper 
and the crew, all combined into one unspoken word — Danger. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

DEAD ROSE PETALS. 

Dinah Arbttthnot thought over the few quarrels, the many 
misunderstandings ol her married life, grown liltle, all, before the 
hour's largeness. Bhe thought how, in Ave or six minutes more — 
a collision, In weather lilte this, would be over briefly— in five or 
six minutes more she and Gaston might be parted, with never an- 
other kiss from his lips to hers. He would cherish the thought of 
her to his last breath, if she were lost to-night. She recognized the 
true metal in the man, was sure enough of that. Possibly, the re- 
membrance of her, calm and untroubled in her grave, might prove 
a stronger influence over him for good, a keener stimulus to his 
genius, than her restless, Jealous life had ever been I 

On sact terms, she asked herself, was death a thing to be met 
with craven fear? 

Most of the party, obeying simple botlily wretchedness, crept, one 
after another, below— poor frightened, frozen Mrs. Verschoyle at 
length confessing that she would sooner be di owned comfortably 
in the cabin than stand up longer against the sickening roll of the 
anchored vessel on deck. Marjorie Bartrand, Dinah, and Miss 
Tighe lingered. Lord Rex and Geofirey Arbuthnot (forced into com- 
radeship for once) keeping up their spirits with cheerful talk, with 
stories well remembered or well invented, until a pale foiccast ut 
daylight tegan slowly, uncertainly, to filter through the fog. Then 
came a new untoward e^ent to crown this night of misfortune. A 
lad on the forecastle had stumbled in the darkness over a coil cf 
chain, and a cry quickly arose that the surgecn's hand was wanted. 
The poor fellow lay in agony, vtith a twisted or broken ankle. Was 
there not some doctor on board among the gentlemen who could 
help him? 

Away sped Geoffrey 'Arbuthnot on the instant, bestowing no con- 
solatory word — Marjorie's lieart honored him for the omission— on 
the ladies thus abandoned to their terrois and their fate. 

" And now," said old Cassandra Tighe, hollow and far-away hei 
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Voice sounded through the blanket of fog, *' 1 think we women 
iolk will do well to betake ouiselves elsewhere. Mr. GeofTrey Ar- 
buthnot has set us an exsmple cf duty. You have been a pattera 
host/' she added, addressing Lord Res, " and it is right you 
should be set free. We must take our (ihauce with the others in 
the cabin. You hear me, Marjorie Bartrand?" 

Marjorie heard, but was stoutly recalcitrant. It was her duty, 
she said, to die bard, and according to Act of Parliament. She 
would in nowise give up her chance of the boats, should a collision 
befall the *' Princess;" could swim like a sea-gull if the worst came 
to the worst. Lcrd Rex, of course, must be considered off duty. 
For herself, if Mrs. Aibuthnot would stay with her under one of 
the covered jeats, stie asked nothing better than to stop on deck and 
watch for sunrise. Cold? How would it be possible to take cold 
at midsummer-- swathed, too, in all these wraps, and with the ex* 
citement of a first class adver^ure to maintain the circulation of 
one's blood. 

And Indeed, there burned a flame in Marjor!e*s breast that kept 
her whole being warm, a flame, pure and delicate, the like cf which 
kindles in these poor hearts of curs once only, perhaps, between our 
cradle and oui shrcud. 

•' We are dismissed, Miss Tighe," said Lord Rex. gallantly offer- 
ing his un wounded arm, as Cassandra tottered to her feet. ** ClJng 
to me like grim death. Don't mind appearances. If Mrs. Arbuth* 
not and Miss Bartrand have the courage to freeze, we must leave 
them to become icicles. 1 want to see what can be done for our 
poor tenified ladies down below." 

Lord Rex must have seen to the terrifled ladies expeditiously. 
Five minutes later he was at his post again, no lug, no great-coat 
about his shoulders. Wilh feminine appreciation of detail, Dinah 
was prompt to mark this sign of sell-forgettulness—simply hover- 
ing near, read^ she reluctantly acknowledged, to buy her life with 
his own should the moment of peril really ccme. 

And Gaston Arbuthnot, all this time, was taking his rest, quietly 
irresponsible, away in Alderneyl Dinah, being a just woman, did 
not credit her neglectful husand with the density of the fog. »tili« 
in danger, as in safety, the master passion possessed her heart. Her 
thoughts, at one moment tender, at Jhe next reproachful, were of 
Gaston always. And her lips kept silence. Marjorie Bartrand also 
was aisfnclined for talk. In Marjorie's mind thrilled a remem- 
biance so sweet, so new, that she was glad passively to rest under 
it, as we resTundei the influence of a good and wjiolesome dieum 
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—a ceDiemb ranee ot the half coDlesaion made to her in the Laa- 
giune Lane, whose flower amclla anil swaying yellow corn linjttreil 
in her senees still. Anil Ibis, happiness beiaK & tar tlkeliei naicQiic 
than pain, it came lo pass ere long Ibai while Dinah Arbuthnot 
watched wilh ever- increasing vi^ ilance, ine young girl's eyes gitiv 
heavy. The sound of the tog-hoin at each Inleival roused bet up 
\ leas efiecluaily, her head drcpped upon her compaDlon's altouldei: 
I " Youc wish has cane true, allbougb 1 have the mistoitune to be 
myself, not Gaston." The cold and darkness vanisLieit, bleeaed 
sunshine began lo ebine aiound hei, the fng-hoin changed to the 
note of the crickU among the ripening corn-fields. Maijorib Bar' 
trend slept, 

Br this lime Dinah judged the sun must be cloee upon lieing. IL 
seemed to hei that the different objecls on bonrd were growing a 
very little clearer. Moving with difficulty from hri position, she 
rolled up a pillow out of one ot the plaids, and slipped it under 
Alarjorie'e sleeping bead, ybn enveloped the girl's whole Aguie tn 
the Ihlckeet ot their lugs, then began to pace, as sharply sa her 
slQeaed limbs would allow, up and down a sborl poitloD ot Ibe 
deck. 

" We are not lo say ' ta-la ' to the wicked world Ihis time, Mrs. 
Arbuthnot." Tlie wise remark was Lord Eeii Baalre's. Jle had 
been ateent during the last quartet of en hour, and now teappeai'ed 
bearing a salver on which stood a cup ot smokini; coffee. <Look1ng 
back In after-hours on the ^hittiug scenes ot this nlgbt, Dinah often 
felt, remorsefullv, that lier most Iragraat and escellcol coHee was 
prepared by Lord Rex's own hand.) " 1 overheard the steward 
talking wilh the mate jual now, and Ihey prophesy a change of 
n ind. If this comes true, the fug will lift in bait an bom. See, I 
Lave brought you some coffee." 

Dinah glanced toward Marjotie. 

" Ob, Hiss Uaitrund is tasl asleep, dreaming of ^ilposea and Gir- 
ton! 1 watched hei aodding before I went below. It would be 
crulty to wake her." 

" 1 muat say tb£ coffee smells temptiug," Dinah admitted. Tben, 
HWayed by quick impulse; "Lord Rex, you are veiy unselflshi" 
she exclaimed. " Tou have thought of uothing butotbei people, 
and their troubles, ail this night." 

" On tlie coDtraiy, 1 have thought ot myselt, 1 have bad a cap- 
ital time, Mrs, Arbuthnot— for 1 have beea near you." 

Dinah never looked more nobly handsome than at Ibis moment 
A cold night, passed without Bleep, a greenish -yeUcw tog, must 
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be fatal adversaries, at 3 a.m., 16 all mere prettiness. Dinah's 
beauty could stand alone without coloring, without animation. 
The lines ot her head and thrcai, the full calm eyelids, the lips, 
the chin, could be no more shorn of their lair proportions than 
would those of the Venus Clytie— should the Venus Clytie chance 
to be exposed to the mercy of a Channel tog. 

•* Vou have been near a very stupid person, my lord. 1 have 
had too much heaviness on my beart to talk," confessed Dinah. 
** 1 have scarce exchanged a dozen words even with Miss Baitrand^ 

*' Mrs. Aibuthnot, have you forgiven me? do, please, drink your 
coffee betoie it is ccld—don't make me feel that I am in your way 
—boring you as usual; have you forgiven a borribly foolish speech 
1 made, just before you disappeared in the darkness, you know?" 

" Which foolish speech?'' asked Dinah Arbuthnot, laconically, 
but innocent of sarcasm. 

•* Ah, <vhicb? 1 am glad you are good-naturedly in^Bsact. And 
still," went on Lord Hex with characterislic straightforwardness, 
*' foolish or not, 1 meant every word 1 said. If the woman 1 loved 
was free, would look at me, I should be a changed man, Would 
make my start in the world to-morrow." 

'*. Make your start?" repeated Dinah, oft her guard. 

** Yes. Look after sheep in ^ew Zealand, plant canes, or what- 
ever they do plant, in South America, and feel that with her, and 
for her, I was leading a man's life." 

And for a moment Dinah Arbuthnot's pity verged on softness. 

Listening to the genuine emotion in Kex Basire's tone, glancing 
at the lad, in his thin drenched jacket, as he stood, holding the sal- 
ver ready for her coffee cup, his devotion— by reason, peihaps, of 
an unacknowledged contrast— touched her. Fnr a moment, only. 
Then she stood, self-accused, filled with a sickening detestation of 
her own weakness. That she was more than indifferent, person- 
ally, to Rex Basirc, tbat he would have been distasteful to her in 
the days when she was fancy-free, the girlish days before she first 
saw Gaston, extenuated nothing to Dinah's sensitive conscience. 
She had tacitly condoned the folly of Hex Basire's talkl Latent in 
f her heart there must be the same vanity, the same small openness 

to ilattery, which she had, without stint, ccndemned in women like 
Linda Thorne. Was this self-knowledge a necessaiy sequel to the 
abundantly bitter lessens which the last iwenty-four hours had 
taught her? 

" Do you forgive me, Mrs, Artuthnot? Speak one word, only. 
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raed on the window-seat. Dinah took the flower fn bei hand 
meohfinlcallj. Its deflDable, delicate aroma, Oaston'a favoilts 
Bcenl, unlocked a thouBand pofguaDt aMoclations Id the poor gtri's 
braJD. Theli days ot courtship, theii fltBt married happioess, oaf, 
her OWD perfect unawer»ing loyally, aeemed all to have become aa 
falsebood to her. She had learned her lesaon overwell, had eaten 
ot the tree ot knowledge, would walk In Eden, at her lover's side, 
no otoie. 

It was a moment ot suah blank surrender, such total Peoae ot 
loss, as comes but once in a life-lime. 

Forlunalel?, Ibe woild'i average of hope remelna constant, poor 
conBoiatioD thouf;h an acquaintance with the law maj be to the 
hopeless. At Ihis moment rapid steps approached along the pate- 
ment. There was the sound ot hearty youthful laugbler. Look- 
tog fiirth, the rose crushed with passion between her hands, Dinah 
beheld a young girl nud a man pass the window. It was Marjorie 
and Gefl, starting away, with buoyant pace, in the direction ot 
TiQlajeux. A prophecy ot all the joint to-morrows of their lives 
ahone l)rlght1y on the tacca ot both. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

A TttAITEEaB. 

Bm tbtir speech betrayed tbera not. Boseate Btage ot the pas- 
sion when unacknowledged lovers are conscious each ot the otner's 
secret, yet talk upon commonplace subjects, look celibacy, stoutly 
in the face, still. If that honi only lasted i If the clover would 
not lose Its first honeyed sweetness. It the gold would stop on the 
wheat-fields, If the thrushes would sing love- ditties till September, 
instead ot becomlDg respectable heads of tamlllea In Junel 

" Vou put foilh to sea as a martyr, so I will not ask If you have 
enjoyea yourself, Mr. Arbulbnol, 1 have. Wfihout giving up a 
prejudloe against military iolk In _eenernl," said Marjorie Barlrand, 
" 1 pronounce Ihe BitbaUerna' picnic to liafe been a success." 

" Success— looked at lioia whose tociis. Miss BartrandT Poor 
Jack, with bis twisted ankle, soircely appreciated the cleverness 
with which we managed to kill a day and nlglit of our ezisteoce, 
depend upon ft." 

" Her did Mrs, Verschoyle. ' It we had only been drinking tea,' 
so 1 heard her make moan through the tog — ' drinking tea as we 
used on L'Ancresse Common, when ihuculonel waslncommaQdl'" 
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*' Miss Tighe, at least, enjoyed herself. Other coDquests may 
hav^ been made," observed Geoffrey, a Ifttle inappositely. ** Miss 
Tighe captured a new butterfly! A human being with a hobby 
possesses a joy that all the sorrows and passions of our common 
nature can not rob him of." 

But neither Mrs. Verschoyle nor Cassandra served to open out 
wider interests. The conversation flagged sensibly, and Marjorie's 
pace quiclsened. For the first time since she began to reaa with 
Gefi;, Marjorie felt that she was at a loss for subjects in talking to 
her tutor. 

'* 1 am afraid your cousin, Mrs. Gaston Arjbuthnot, did not take 
much pleasure out of the day." # 

She made the remark after some deliberation, and wilhout look- 
ing round at Qeoflrey's face. 

** It was a mistake for Dinah to go,'* Geoffrey answered, keeping 
his gaze very straight befoie him. *' Dinah's life is a dull one. 
The kind of Bohemian wandering existence which suits (iaston as 
an artist robs his wife of the household tasks in which she could 
take honest heart. If 1 were not so mortally afraid of you. Miss 
Bartrand— " 

** 1 should use a French phrase." 

" Please do! 1 delight in your command of modern languages." 

** 1 should call Dinah desoeuvree." Geff, you may be sure, pro- 
nounced the word atrociously. " But she will never find compen- 
sation by frequenting Gaston's world. At this moment poor Dinah, 
1 know, feels heavier in spirit than if she had stayed quietly at 
home with her book and her cross-stitch." 

** Bhu is beautiful beyond praise. In these regions one gets tired 
of mere pink and white prettiness. It is a thing of the climate. 
Every girl in the Channel Islands has her day of good looks. Mrs. 
Arbuthnot's is a face of which you could never grow tired." 

*' 1 believe 1 am no judge of beauty. Gaston tells me frequently 
to admire people who to my taste are horrible monsters—* type 
Kubens,' I think he calls them. It requires an education to admire 
the * ty|»e Rubens.' One does not like a face, or one does like it — 
too much, perhaps, for one's own peace." 

Geff spoke in a tone that brought the blood into Marjorie's 
cheeks. The girl had blushed with other feelings could she have 
guessed— sue, who would accept second love from no man— that at 
this moment his thoughts had wandered to a remote Cambridge- 
shire village, and to the peace of mind he lost there I 
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*' Mrs. A.rbuthDot seems to me so thrown away— you must let 
me speak, although I know it is a subject on which you can bear no 
cent radlction-- so cruelly thrown away upon a man like your cousin 
Gaston." 

** No other woman would suit ray cousin Gaston half as well.'* 

*' That is the true man's way ot putting things. ' Suit Gaston.' 
Would not a less Frenchified, less universally popular husband, 
suit Dinah better?" 

** 1 atn quite sure Dinah, who should be a competent judge, 
would ans«^er 'No.' Miss Bartrand," broke oft Geoffrey, with 
notable directness and point, *'I wonder why you and 1 are dis- 
cussing other people's happiness ju^ at an hour when we ought to 
be thinking about our own?" 

The remark was made with Geff's usual seriousness. But Mar- 
jorie, reading between the lines, discerned some obvious joke there- 
in. She laughed until the high-banked road along which they 
walked re-echoed to her fresh voice. Then starting at a brisk run, 
she took flight along a foot-track whicti, diveigin'g from the chaus- 
see, led through a couple ot breast-high cornfields, across a corner 
of the common land, to Tinlajeux. 

Untaught daughter o! nature though she was, Marjorie knew 
that every moment brought the supreme one nearer in which Geoff- 
rey Arbuthnot must speak to her of love. Although the conclusion 
was foregone, although her whole girlish fancy was won, she 
strove, with such might as she possessed, to stave that moment off. 
For she knew that she was a traitress to hei cause, an apostate from 
the man despising creed in which, recollecting the sins of Major 
Tredennis, she had gloried. 

Fast as her limbs would bear her the ^irl sped on, Geff Arbuth- 
not, with swinging, slow run, nicely adjusted to her pace, follow- 
ing half a dozen yards behind. ** Renegadel" every bush along 
the familiar path cried aloud to her. ** Renegade," whispered the 
stream trickling down between rushy bani^s, through beds of thick 
forget-me-nots, to the shore. The corn-fields were soon passed. 
They reached the breezy bit of moor above the Hiiets. The ravine 
where the water -lanes met lay in purple shadow ; all around was 
warm and joyous sunshine. A scent of fern and wild thyme filled 
the air. Far away the tide curled round the dark base of the Gros 
Nez range. The chou^ths and daws were flying acroHS the face of 
the cliffs. The gulls poised and swooped, flashes of intense white 
against the background ot green sea. 
For very want of breath Marjorie presently stopped short. Geff 
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Was at her side ^in a couple ot seconds. The young man caught 
her in his arms. 

*• Mr. Arbuthnot— sir!'* 

*' 1 thought it my duty to steady you.** He liberated hei, par- 
tially, and with reluctance. ** Your pace. Miss Bartraad, is kill- 
ing. Do the Guernsey Sixties ever play haie and hounds? You 
would make a really respectable hare, 1 can tell you.** 

"* I hope net.'* A/Vith a little air ot ill-maintained stiffness Mar- 
jorie contrived to put a few more inches between Geoffrey and Ler- 
self. " ^ho would wish to be anything xeaily respectable, until 
one gets to the age of the seigneur, at least?'* 

** We shall both of us be too stiff for hare and hounds by that 
time.** 

Perhaps this was the first hour of his life when Geoff ley Arbuth* 
not talked nonsense with a child's sense of enjoyment, a child's im- 
munity from care. Hard facts, hard work, had made up the sum of 
his existence, hitherto. Bis stanch est friends complained that he 
was just a little too grimly lord ot himself. In his undergiaduate 
days the men of his year, despite theiriecognition of his muscular 
and sterling qualities, bad a suspicion that there luiked a skeleton 
in some hidden closet of Arbuthnot of John*s, a memory, or a 
dread which rendered the easy philosophy of youth impossible to 
him. 

Dinah, who knew him welU Gaston, who knew him better, 
never saw the look on Geff Arbuthnot's strong face which lit it in 
the red freshness ot this Uuernsey morning. 

"How shamefully we lose the best hours of the dayl'* Mar- 
joric.'s hand rested, as she spoke, on a wicket-gate, overgrown ty 
sweetbrier, which led into the manoii gardens. " Did you ever 
smell cherry- pip so sweet before?" Heliotrope was a passion with old 
Andros Bartrand. Rows of the odorous purple bloom, profusely 
flourishing in this generous climate, garnished the borders, even, 
ot his kitchen garden. '* I, for one, mean to mend my ways. I 
shall get up with the sun from this day forth.*' 

'* Alter my hours, then. We could read together, out of doors, 
at sunrise, just as well as in the schoolroom at eleven.** 

*' Do you think we should do much serious work, Mr. Arbuth- 
not?** 

Marjorie asked the question with assurance, then colored up to 
the roots of her hair. 

'* ^ot unless breakfast were part of the programme,'* said Geof- 
Irey, with discernment. " At this moment,*' he added, ** I am re* 
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minded of my scbool-boy days in the City. 1 recall, forcibly, the 
starvation pangs that used to unman us on dreary winter mornings 
over the pages of our Latin Grammar and Greek Delectus/' 

It was not a sentimental speech. Even when treading the prim- 
rose path, nineteenth-century young people are rarely indifierent, 
like the heroic lovers ot an older school, to their meals. And these 
young people had really eaten nothing since yesterday's dinner in 
Langrune. Confessing that she too was famished, Marjorie pro- 
posed an instant sack of the TiDtajeux dairy and larder. There 
waa a broken pane in one of the dairy casements through which, 
luck befriending them, a bolt might be drawn. From the dairy it 
would be only a step to the larder, and then, having secured th^it 
booty, they could go forth and eat their breakfast together in Ar- 
cadia. 

** It is a bigger adventure, 1 can tell you, Mr. Arbuthnot, than 
any which befell us on board the * Princess.' Grandpapa and Syl- 
vestre keep loaded carbines, and are quite careless as to time and 
place in the matter of firing theix weapons off." 

*' I am not fond of carbines— -still, hunger overcomes my natural 
cowardice," said Geoffrey. '*! would brave Sylvestre— 1 would 
brave the seigneur himself for a bowl of milk." 

The dairy, almost hidden from view by thickly planted alders, 
lay at the northern end of the manoir, immediately under a win- 
dow of the old seigneur's study. 

** You hold your life in your hand," whispered Marjorie, as they 
stepped noiselessly along. '* Grandpapa is always astir by this hour. 
If he were to look through his window, you see, he might fire first 
and recognize you afterward." 

*• Although you are my accomplice?" 

'* He would be in the right, any way, according to old Korman 
law. What is a seigneur worth if he may not use flic-arms at dis- 
cretion? We should lodge the accident officially, au greffe, plead 
self-defense, if the case ever came to be beard, and pay an amende 
of a tew hundred francs to the island poor '* 

She gave a little shrug of her shoulders which expressed that the 
subject Was disposed of satisfactorilj. 

The broken pane, shrouded in green leaves, was conveniently 
near the casement bolt: Sufficient space existed for Marjorie's slim 
band to pass throuj;h the opening. There came a click as she 
slipped tne bolt back in its setting, a slight groaning sound as Geof- 
frey Arbuthnot lifted the sash guardedly. Then the heiress of 
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Tintajeux made good a somewhat unclijKDlfied entrance into her 
own house, her tutor keeping watch tor possible intruders outside. 

Oh! the ice>cool sweetness of this Guernsey dairy, the air enter- 
ing m tree currents through gratings in ehher wall, the big pans 
filled with golden cream, the butter of yesterday's churning stand- 
ing, in tempting pats, upon the fair white shelves! Marjorie 
plunged a jug boldly into a pan of milk only set last night. It 
seemed— as she remembered Suzette, the fiery- temptered dairy-maid 
— like a first plunge into crime. Conscience, however, as occurs 
in weightier matters than pillaging cream, hardened lapidly. To 
glide on tiptoe, from the dairy to the larder, to cut some solid 
trenches from a new-baked raisin loaf intended for the seigneur's 
lunch-tftl^ie, was a minute's work. 

Then Miss Bartrand handed out her spoils to Geofl:rey Arbulh- 
not. She cleared the window at a jump. The sash was stealthily 
cloesd, the boughs were pulled back into place, and away the pair 
walked, across cedar-shadowed lawn, through the cool and dewy 
maze, to Arcadia. 



CHAPTER XXXVl. 

THE LAST OF ARCADIA. 

Keyer could the spot have justified its name more thoroughly 
than at this hour. 

The syringa bloom had fallen during the past week. Ko odor, 
save the delicate, intangible freshness of sea and moor, met the 
sense. There was not a wrinkle on the far Atlantic, not a cloud in 
the arch of sky. They chose a plot of grass for their breakfast- ta- 
ble so small of dimensions, it was not possible to sit far apart. 
They had their platter of cake, their jug of milk in common. Sure- 
ly no shepherd or shepherdess in real Arcadia was ever lighter of 
spirits than were these two! 

** 1 have learned the taste of nectar," said Gefl, when the wedges 
of cake had vanished, when the milk- jug stood empty. '* lu re- 
payment of your hospitaliy. Miss Bartrand, I am going to bring a 
sharp accusation against you.'' 

'' Which is?'' Marjorie asked, her blue eyes meeting his with 
steadiness. 

** The nectar you give may perhaps be poisoned, an enchanted 
philter taking the taste out of all one's future life." 

" I should call that a cruel, an unjust accusation," cried the girl, 
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her cheeks ahlaze. "Explain youiselfl I don't like a thing of 
this kind said, even in jest.*' 

** 1 was never further from jesting. Poison is a harsh word» cer- 
tainly; still— still,*' broRe oft Geoftrey, with the abrupt courage 
of a shy wooer, ** dc you think a man could ever be as well con- 
tented with the grayness and plainness of English life after an hour 
spent here, in Arcadia, at your side?" 

Her face grew graver and graver. 

** If you mean this for nonsense talk, Mr. Arbuthnot, you oft end 
me. 1 do not care for flattery." 

Marjorie Bartrand rose to her feet. As Geoffrey followed her ex- 
ample, he took out hfs watch, then replaced it in liis pocket without 
noticing thtj hour. Both were a little pale; both had grown sud- 
denly ccnstrained. An unaccustomed mist made the familiar ob- 
jects round her seem blurred in Mar jorie's sight. 

** 1 must go bacK to the house,'* she faltered. " The servants 
will have risen by this time. Of course one ought to feel tired, and 
to want rest." 

She stooped, under pretense of picking up the platter and jug, in 
reality to hide her face from the man who loved her. But her 
fingers were unsteady. An instant more, jug and pl&tter both were 
slipping from her grasp, when Geft, quick of eye and touch, caught 
them, and Marjorie's hand as well. 

She did not say again that nonsense talk offended her. 

'' 1 should like you to understand one thing, Mr. Arbuthnot." It 
was a good while laier on when she told Geoftrey this. Her slight 
hands rested unresistingly in his, the unmistakable print of love 
confessed was on the faces of both. ** Perhaps what 1 am going to 
say will make you alter your opinion of me; it must be said, all 
the same. There shall be no Bluebeard secrets between us to come 
to light hereafter. There was a fortnight's mistake in my life, 
once. I— I—" the word seemed to scorch her lips as they passed 
them, '* have been engaged before." 

'* So the voice of gossip told me, long ago. Miss Bartrand." 

In an instant Marjorie rested her cheek, with a child's rather than 
a woman's gesture, against Geoftrey 'a arm. 

*' You ought not to say,* Miss Bartrand,' now. From this day 
until death comes between us I must be ' Marjorie 'to you." 

"Marjorie," repeated Geft, vfith quick obedience, "what con- 
cetn of mine is It that you were engaged before you knew me? I 
dare say I shall be an ogre of jealousy in the future. 1 can not be 
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Jealous retrospectively. The evil passion will date from this pres- 
ent hour, cnly." 

But ftlarjorie insisted, whatever pain it cost her, on giving him 
the details of her first engagement, yes, even to the ring she ac- 
cepted, to the tears she shed over Jock, the setter puppy. And 
would Geofirey have felt no concern, she asked him, with a flash, 
in conclusion, had things been diHerent? Could he have felt no 
retrospective jealousy if she had happened to caie for Major Tre- 
dennis? 

" 1 like to thinis you did not care tor him. 1 like supremely to 
know you care for me," was Geoffrey's answer. 
. " Because, of course, no human being can, honestly, love twice/' 
observed Marjoiie Bartrand, with convictloo. " It must be all oi 
nothing. I wish you to know, although 1 was weak enough to be 
engaged to Majoi Tredennis and to take his presents, and to listen 
to his French songs, it was nothing, I could not look into your 
face as 1 am looking now, if I^ad cared the vaiae of an old glove 
foi him, or for any man." 

** No human being can, honestly, love twice.'' So this was a 
fixed article in Marjorie Bartrand*s beliel I The reflection made 
Geofiiey pause. Of the belief's fallacy, his own state of feeling 
was pertinent evidence. Four years ago he bad loved Dinah Thurs- 
ton with love as ardent as was ever lavished by man on woman. 
And now this wayward Southern child, with her terrible classics 
and worse Euclid— this child, with the deep, sweet eyes that prom- 
ised so much for the iuture, and the chiseled sun-kissed hands, and 
the mouth, and the hair— had filled his heart to overflowing. 

A certain tacit disingenuousness seemed forced upon him. That 
prettily -told episode of her first engagement, of the major's French 
songs, his presents and his flatteries, was in absolute truth a chal- 
lenge. But Geoffrey's conscience smote him not as he let the chal- 
lenge pass. His passion for Dinah was no " fortnight's mistake." 
It was a part of himself. In losing hei he got a wound that he 
must carry with him to the grave. He could no more have touched 
upon the theme, lightly, than he could have spoken lightly of his 
dead mother Or of the chifdish prayers he used to repeat in the 
shelter of that mother's arms. 

The girl he sought as his wife was exquisitely fresh and to be 
desired. Already, in a brief half hour, every hope of his future 
life seemed to have seme eilken thread of Marjorie woven in • its 
fabric. She was unconnected, with his past. The passion that had 
died, the regret that would never die, were his own. Their history 
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WRS not to b<! (old, Bare undei diie aeceaaflr, of irhlch Ibe preteot 
Tose-colored nmmeot gave qo foiewatnlng. 

■' 1 knew from the fret that you had been encased to Majoi Tre- 
lioDDla, aiiil hum Ibe flist," QeoBiey Aibutbuot diew bei toward 
blm, iBQQerly. " 1 began to fall in love witb you." 

"Not quile from Ibe fiist?'" Haijorio quesllcned, arifully in- 
suring n loi^iUon of tbe boneyed truth. "Hot on Ihat ereoing 
when you put me Chrougb my intellectual paces, when you lold me 
Ihat my cluii'-ioa— save Ibo marki— were strooger than my mathe- 
tuutl::at" 

" Yes, on ttial flrel evenlDg. It was not becauae ot yoiu pretti- 
neaa, only, ol vout grace. Jt wai not, even, because you snubbed 
me so mcrcilu^lf. 1 don't know why It was. It seemed thai a 
new world bad suddenly opened out before me. Aa 1 returiie<l 
n^oug tlii Gros Nez clifla, tbe Tinta^ux loses and heliotropes m 
my baud, 1 lelt like walking right above the mire and commonnesB 
of my ioiuier lite," 

" Aud your thougblal" 

" Were of Tlntajeui. every yard ot Ibe road, lea, 1 am clear 
abc.ut It." aula Ge&. " 1 began to tall ia love from tbe first luoment 
tlifil 1 SAW yoiiT sweet Spanish face." 

Marjaiie shook her bead at (be compliment. Her l<iokB were 
akeptlciLl. 

■' Your munntt, 1 confeaa, did' not betray you, Mr. Arbuthnoi," 
abe teinarkcd dryly. 

" Did you uundescend to notice my mauoerT" Qefl asked. " The 
whole of that evening, remember, except perhaps foi a minute. 
wbtn you lind wounded yourself among Ihe briers, you held me at 

"I Ibuiigbt you a married man, atr. But I liked~I leapected 
you, brneque Itiough yea were, because 1 believed you had bad the 
couiuge ct your opinions, Ibe strength of mind to many Dinah. 
Hew atrauce," she went on, dreamily abandoning beraelf to bia 
caress— " bow atrange ft will be, when we Bte old people, to re- 
nionitier that nur acquaintance began in sucb a comedy ot mla- 
Inkea," 

Because be bad bad ihe atrennlh «t mind lo many Dlnahl The 
-,ielj?^-g iiony of her apeecb smole Geff irtutbnol'B heart. He 

u.in j..mo.'»iJ". " " 'l"»«- »«" "• ""«»""','' ''" 

" Mariorie " lei"'"*" '*'** keeneal edge off his illc, tbe 

ceinolniinelsltthat'y"'' 

dare say 1 shall be an oi'i' 1<»'1"1''J' «'' wisely." went on Mat- 
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jorie's happy voice. ** 1 had built up mine since 1 was eiglit years 
old. Well, when 1 heard of a Mr. Arbuthnol who was able enough 
to have taken high honors, good enough to give up his tame to 
others, brave enough to have married a girl beneath himselt in class 
for the excellent reason that he loved her, when 1 heard these things 
—the personal histories of the Arbuthnot cousins cleverly mixed 
and transposed by poor Cassandra — I felt that my ideal was clothed 
with flesh and blood. What could I do but care a litUe for my 
new tutor?" 

•' Married though the tutor was I" 

*' That is beside the i^uestion. I was thinlsing of his fine quali- 
ties only. 1 held out my hand to him in friendship before we met, 
even, and 1—1 isnow that 1 was never for one instant in love with 
Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot.'' 

Marjorie JbJartrand colored with slightly illogical vexation. 

*• Are you quite sure that you are in love at all?'* asked Geoftrey. 

For 8 few seconds an uncertain smile trembled round hei lips. 
She drew back from him, halt ignorant whether his question had 
been asked in earnest; then, lifting her eyes, Marjorie encountered 
the beseeching entreaty written on Geoffrey's face. There came 
Impulsive, overquick submission. 

" 1 mean to love you with my whole soul some day. Does not 
that content you? Well, then, 1 mean— it you will give me breath- 
ing space— to love you now." 

The midsummer morning was young, the blacKbirds called aloud 
for Joy in the Tintajeux orchards, and Geoftiey Arbuthnot's age 
was twenty-four. Before they paited, ere Marjorie could repulse 
him or surrender, he caught the girl in a swift embrace; he kissed 
hex reverently, passionately, on the lips. 



CHAPTER XXX VII. 

A STONE FOB BREAD. 

The kiss cost him dear. A fledging* girl is not, finally, to be 
captured without a struggle, save by a master hand; and Geoffrey's 
was the hand of a prentice. 

Marjorie's heait leaped with novel tenderness at the contact of 
his lips. She suffered him to hold her in his aims. She watched 
him with shy pride, with a child's delight in the new sense of 
ownership, as he walked away, along the accustomed path, from 
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Tintajeux. Then, later, when she found herself in her oun little 
Irhite-draped realm, when, later still, she had slept and awakened 
and dressed herself for a fiesh day, the current of feeling swerved. 
She shlrered at realizing how al>Bolutely her lite had become en- 
tangled with his. She was assailed by reminiscences, all uncom- 
fortable ones, of Maj('r Tredennis. She was sensible of a longing, 
ihat had almost passion in it, for the liberty she had been betrayed 
into relinquishing. 

'* 1 mean, if you will give me breathing-space, to love you new/' 
Here, surely, was what she needed— time for becoming used to the 
new phenomenon of a lover. 

During the past fortnight, Geolfrey had filled every thought of 
her waking hours; a haunting sense of his nearness had touched 
her dreams. At this point she had fain stood still— six months— a 
year— tacitly engaged, it need be, but on the same traternal footing 
as when they walked together yesterday among the Langrune corn- 
fields. Why hurry Into ccmmonplacc? The Bartrands were not a 
kissing race. Qeft ou^ht to have divined their likes and dislikes, 
thought the poor child petulantly. And yet, pleaded another voice 
in this conscience of seventeen, the kiss was sweet! It seemed 
that she had become, suddenly and distinctly, two persons -one a 
girl weakly contented, as our giandraothers used to be, at the 
prospect of husband and home and fireside; the other, a strong- 
headed, Minerva-like young woman coolly criticising the question 
of love and marriage fxom a vantage ground, and liking it ill. 
Which of the two— she asked herself this, pretty often, through- 
out the sunny tedium of the long day— which was the real, which 
the artificial M&rjorie Bartrand? 

It had been settled between them that Geoftrey should walk out 
to Tintajeux;before the seigneur's supper-hour that evening. When 
the time came, when Geft approached the manoir, treading lightly 
as befits a man whose heart wells over with hcpe, he found the 
friendly school-room window bolted. >(o youthful flitting figure 
was to be seen among the growing shadows of the garden; Arcadia 
y^ as empty. Andros Bartrand, leisurely pacing, a cigar between 
his lips, his terriers at his heels, possessed the lawn. 

Wih a dim sensation of chill GeoBrey rang at the front door, and 
was ushered in by Sylvestre, a whole lover de rideau in the old 
butler's expressive Norman smile, to the drawing-room. Here 
Marjorie, mutinous of spirit, but with a tenderly blushing face, 
awaited him. The western lights filtered through the halt-closed 
Venetians. Above the cedar-shade gleamed as unstained a sweep 
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of Atlantic as on the first evening that Geofirey visited Tintajeux. 
The Petit Trianon baskets ^ere filled ivith glorious Dues de Kohan, 
The Cupids were hurling rose leaves at the guillotine. The minia- 
ture Bartrands, imperturbaole bs becomes moitals who have proved 
the nothingness of love as of life, seemed to glance with rather 
more philosophic amiability than usual fiom their frames. 

Wet], all that GeofLrey saw or thought ot was Maijorie. She 
looked prettier than he had ever seen her look^& she moved for- 
ward to greet him — softer, more womanly. For the giil, while she 
chafed, in imagination, under her new yoke, had spent a good hour 
before her glass eie her lover came, i^he had put on her one white 
dress of regulation length, had clasped an old-fashioned Spanish 
necklace round her throat, had pinned a little bunch of heliotrope 
and sweetbrier, mindful of the morning's dominant odors, in her 
breast. 

A sense of his immense good fortune in havin^i: won her hlled 
Geoffrey Arbuthnot's heart. He took bolh her hands, looking 
down at their slender carving, with the connois43eur6hip of posses- 
sion. He raised them within an inch of his lips. ^ 

•* 1 hope, Mr. Arbuthnot, you will pardon me for receiving you 
here?" Marjorie asked him this with forced composure. " But I 
thought— 1 was not sure whether we were to read to-night or not." 

Geoffrey Arbuthnol involuntarily drew bacx. The glance which 
met him from his new sweetheart's eyes was, he felt, cold. Durine 
an instant's space, mastered by one of those shadowy infidelities of 
which we repent eie they take substance, GcQ: bethougl/t him of 
eyes that never could look cold, in happiness or in trouble—English 
colored eyes from which, perhaps, the fire, the mind of Marjorie's 
sapphire glance, were wanting. 

'' 1 thought," she went on, with almost defiant ease, ** that after 
yesterday's idleness, our reading tonight must \>e a sham, so it 
would be unnecessary to see you in the school-room." 

"lean fi:uess what that means," said Geoffrey, without letting 
loose her hands. '* You have no work ready for me." 

" 1 have done some Virgil, fuller, 1 know, of faults than ever, 
but I thought, for one e7ening, sir, we miglit let Greek and Latm 

" Why not let them go forever— as things that have had their 
use!" cried Gcoffiey Arbuthnot. 

" As things that have had their use? Are you speaking of my 
elassici f Tou, who told me, a fortnight ago/ 1 mi^ht come out la 
the third CiWB of a tripos?" 
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** A foTtnigbt ago is not to-day." 

** Your good opinion has bad time to cool? Pray be frank, Mr. 
Arbuthnot." It was in her mood to quarrel— at least, to reach the 
brink of a quarrel with him, if 'twere only for sweet relenting*s 
sake. ** 1 don't one bit come up to your ideal of a model woman?" 

*• 1 abhor models, irrespective of their sex. Marjorie, why are 
we talking in this strain?" And now her fingers reached his lips. 
" 1 want you to be ll^e nothing, to be nothing, but yourself." 

** And 1, myself, shall never alier. 1 may be too dull-witted to 
pass the entrance examination for Girlon. That will be my mis- 
fortune. 1 shall always be athirst for knowing things, for seeing 
lite— on its seamy side, especially— with my own eyes, for getting 
to tb3 real worst of everything! And I shall always," added Mar- 
jorie, with a look that indubitably had in it the nature of a chal- 
lenge, *• retain my Bartrand temper." 

** 1 have a temper also," answered Geft, drawing lier a little 
closer to him. " Do not omit that item from our prospects of 
f utyre -joy. You are passionate. 1 am untorgetting. Stormy ele- 
ments, these, to be brought into daily, hourly contact under the 
same roof." 

*' And has your ideal of life alwais been one of conflict?" asked 
Marjorie. 

A.t the domestic picture, quietly touched in by Oeoflrey, the lines 
of her lips had softened against her will. 

** 1 have^had no experience save in conflict." answered Gefl: 
Arbuthnot, truthfully, 

" When you were a really young man, four or five years ago, did 
you look fOT ward to the * Taming of a Shrew * aE a likely sequel to 
your term of happy bachelorhood?" 

The queslion was jestingly meant, lightly spoken. But Geof- 
frey's dark cheek reddened. 

" Oh, if 1 have said anything indiscreet, forgive me." Marjorie 
watched him with attention. *' You must grow used, remember, 
to the faults of my fine qualities. One of these is inquisitiveness. 
It would delight me to know, precisely, what you used to think 
and feel when you were twenty years old. 1 suppose you were not 
so preternaturally wise, always, as you are now?" 

** 1 have never been wise at any period of my life," said Geoffrey 
Arbuthnot. 

"But TV ben you were nineteen, say, what did you think, what 
did you hope, what did you look forward to?" 

" VVbat I hoped, wjiat \ looked forward to, was— road|ie8&, " 
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The unguarded answer broke from him instantly. ** If you would 
be kind to me, Marjorie/' he added, " let the past rest. There is 
enough, a great deal moie than enough, to be grateful for in the 
present." 

^^larjorie, on this, drew herself to her full height. Bhe looked at 
him with the instinct of a child who would unriddle a secret by his 
own close reading of another's face. She treed iier hande abruptly 
from his clasp. 

*' Wha. you hoped, what you looked forward to was— madness! 
Bo you mean in legard of Qniversity laurels?'' 

'* We are not talking of University laurels. We are talking," 
said Geil, honestly, '* of the happiness beyond happiness, the com- 
panionship for life of two human souls that suit each other." 

''And your hopes of these things," her lips whitened as she re- 
peated the words, were madness? Singular contradiction! You 
have told me that yours has been a secluded student's life, that, 
until a fortnight ago, you never cared for any society but that of 
men?' 

*• Whatever 1 have told you has been true," said Geft, with firm- 
ness. Then, instantly relenting, ''Do not let us have a quarrel/' 
he pleaded, '* on this first day that we are sweethearts." 

She turned from him, indignant, breathless. 

•* It we quarrel over realities, Mr. Arbuthnot, the pity is we did 
not look realities in the face before becoming sweethearts." 

**Mi88 Bartrand— Marjoriel" 

" Oh, I am thoroughly in earnest. This morning, when first 1 
knew you cared for me a little, 1 waF open with you. 1 told you 
what had to be said about Major Tredennis, and you forgave me. 
Blue-beard secrets, bad always, must be aoubly so between people 
who mean to spend their lives together. I told you of my miser- 
able weakness — " 

Her frank girlish face burned so hotly that Gefi came to her le- 
lief. 

*• You were very open with me, Marjorie, true and straightfor- 
ward, as it is your nature^to be." 

*' 1 did not hide from you, whatever the shame Qf it, that 1 had 
bound myself once before." 

GeoQiey was no special diplomatist. He might, otherwise, with 
mournful veracity, have retorted that he had been a free man*al- 
ways. Bat the statement would have implied a prevarication, and 
it wfis Qot in Geoffrey Arbut hoot's upright soul to prevftri^te, 
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" Tou told me you had been engaged. You also gave an opinion 
as to its being impossible for people, bonestly, to love twice.*' 

•' Most Certainly I did. I never cared more for Major Tredennis 
than 1 do for this flower 1 w^— ask Mrs. Arbuthnotl 1 found 
courage yesterday to talk to her about that wretched time— and 1 d^- 
care tor you," looking straight from her heart at her lover. *' And 
it is utterly impossible tor any woman or any man to love twice." 

•* You think so? 1 ought to have disagreed with you at once," 
struck in Geff, promptly. ** 1 ought to have told you this morning 
what 1 hold to be truth." 

** And this is?" 

** That women and men may love a second time honestly, al- 
though once, only, with success." 

She turned away doubtfully, wilh lowered lids, hesitating a few 
moments. Then: ** Love twice? and why not love three, tcur, 
five times?" she questioned, looking up at him with a glance of 
fire. *• Why hold at all by constancy, or honor, or good faith? 
What mystic limitation is there in the number two?" 

" A woman troubled is Heaven*8 fairest work spoiled." 

Geoftrey believed as devoutly as do most men in the aphorism. 
But Marjorie was not a woman, he remembered, only an impetuous 
girl, with Southern blood in her veins, with the Bartrand pride on 
her lips, with all sweet and modest and maidenly superstitions In 
her heart. 

He felt that he had never loved her more dearly than in this very 
outburst of unreasoning childish wrath against himself. 

** 1 know nothing about three, four, or five times. You per- 
sisted, recollect, in making me talk ot an uninteresting subject, my 
own past life and—" 

*• And am 1 to think— are you putting me to the humniation,now 
too late," she exclaimed, the thought «f his kiss returning to her, 
*' the humiliation of feeling, here, under my grandfather's roof, that 
1 am offered your love at second-hand?" 

A few instants ago Geoffrey's impulse had been to take her in 
his arms, to forgive her in spite ot her injustice! But her tone had 
changed. It was hard, suspicious. It bespoke piide not only of 
race but of money. All the inherited baser possibilities of her nat- 
ure had, under the moment's white anger, gained the ascendency 
in poor Marjorie's breast. 

Gefl: was sensible of them and recoiled. For the first time to-day, 
it occurred to him that the girl he sought to marry was not only a 
^aptr^nd but an heiress, his superior in position fis in p^r8e, 
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** 1 don't like to hear vou aay * humiliation/ Such love at 1 feel 
for yoQ," confessed Geoffiey Aituthnot, nobly and simply. *• could 
humiliato dd woman." 

'* And it it comes at second-hand, if some one else before my 
time has appraised its value, and flung it aside?*' 

** Miss Baitraud, you must explain to me what you mean by Ihat 
question." 

•* X mean," flamed forth Marjorie, het whole angry soul throb- 
bing in her voice, ** that I must be first — first, Mr. Arbuthnot, in 
the heart of the man 1 marry." 

" Would you not be first in mine?" 

" 1 should give him all. I could acci pt nothing short of all in 
return. If, afterward, 1 found that 1 had been deceived— you 
understand me, if I knew that I had been chosen from other mo- 
tives than love— 1 should make his life and my own most miser- 
able!" 

And, indeed, the passion of her voice and face gave to the proph- 
ecy only too much an air of certitude. 

Geoftrey Arbuthnot walked to a neighboring window. Pushing 
back the half -closed shutters he saw before him a wide expanse of 
the manoir gardens; through an arch of cedar bows he caught a 
goodly vista of fields and orchards beyond. And all that he looked 
upon would one day be Marjorie'sl With crushing force came the 
conviction that he had fallen into a desperate error, had walked 
blindfolded, a second time, into a Fool's Paradise. Marjorie Bar- 
trand's youth, the intimacy into which they had been thrown, his 
own absolute want of premeditation, might be excused. The facts 
were theie, looking, as disagreeable facts have a knack of doing, 
with transparent clear iiess in his face. Be had walked into a 
Fool's Paradise. To accept the position, give Marjorie Bartrand 
back her freedom, unconditionally, were the moment's immediate 
and exceeding bitter duties. The willful, hotheaded child ot 
seventeen — conquered at one moment, at the next resisting — le- 
pented her, already, of her bargain. Let that bargain be cancelled. 

• Your life shall never become miserable through fault of mine. 
Miss Bartrand." Turning round, Gefl looked at her gravely. 
** Pardon me whatever foolish words 1 spoke this morning. In a 
week or two forget my existence 1 You are bound to me by no 
promise—-" 

•' And it costs you nothing to give me up? "Sfou can talk of 
forgetting, in this airy fashion?" interrupted Marjorie, with vehe- 
ment recollection of her own surrender. *' Then you never sought 
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me from liking. 1 have had a second expeiience of the same cruel 
story. The acres ol 1 intajeux, few though they he, are matters, it 
seems, better worth caring for than Marjorie Bartrand herself. ** 

From her cradle to her grave it woujd be safe to aver that 
speech so ignoble never issued from Marjorie Bartrand's lips. She 
recognized its meanness before the last v^crd was spoken. Her 
cheeks crimsoned. She could have flung herself at the feet of the 
lover her suspicion ha^ dishonored. 

'* 1 was wrong— forgive me for speaking like this," she began to 
stammer brokenly. 

But Geoffrey Arbuthnot could not condone a paltry accusation, 
even from her. With two strides he reached the girl's chair. He 
stood before her, pale and strongly moved. She hardly recognized 
the expression of his face. 

** And so you think that I, with the full use of my muscles and 
brain, sought to marry you for money's sake, ,the poor little hand- 
ful of money that goes with Tlntajeux Manoir. The slight to my 
intelligence is severe. Had 1 been a fortune-hunter, Miss Bar- 
trand, I should have gone for a larger stake." 

*• Then why did you look at me? Why did you not let me ^o 
my way?" She clasped her hands together, piteously. ** For 
you have never loved me. l^ou confessed as niuch just now?" 

*• Did 1? 1 can oniy remember a confession in which i spoke 
the truths a confession you believed this morning," added Geoffrey, 
with as much steadiness as he could muster. 

*'A11 this is waste of time," she said, with a miserable little 
laugh.. V* We have the habit of plain speaking — you and 1. Let 
us keep it up to the last. Your heart is not your own, Mr. Arbuth- 
not. ^ou have liked some other person better than you like me. 
Jffave liked, did 1 say? You like her, 1 have not a doubt, to this 
dav," 

*' This day when I have asked you, irisely or unwisely, to be my 
wife?" 

*• If ycur conscience were clear you could not trifle with me like 
this. You would say JNo, or Yes." 

And, thus urged, Geoffrey Arbuthnot said ** Yes " — with un- 
mitigated frankness, without a hint either at penitence or remorse. 
Long ago, in his undergraduate days— thus the confession ran— he 
had fallen in love— possibly as men do not fall in love, twice, dui- 
ing their lives! He was rough, plain, a student as Marjorie saw 
liim now, no suitor to win a young girl's fancy. And so— 
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And sc," broke in Marjorie ^ith trembling interest, " she was 
false to you?" 

*' iSbe was neither false nor true/' be answered: '' I bad no place 
at all in ber bearl. My own best friend " —and bere Gett's voice 
sunk, eacb woid of bis avowal seemed wiung from bim witb pain 
— ** became unconsciously, my rival/' 

** Your best fiiend," stammered Marjorie, upon whom a first 
flicker of ligbt was beginning to dawn. 

*• Best iben, and 1 bope forever — just as she whom be married 
will, 1 know, be my ideal of all sweet and womanly qualities till 1 
die. Although 1 lost ber,*' exclaimed Qefl Arbuthnot. ''lowe 
her everything! It is using a commonplace to say that 1 would at 
any hour stait to the other side of (he world, it by so starting 1 
could confer on ber the smallest service. But it is the truth." 

He was a man, ordinarily, of demeanor so reticent, of emotions 
so controlled, that this little outburst struck on Marjorie Bartrand 
with double force.. Alas! there could not be room for another 
instant's doubt. She recalled the morning when she had lectuxed 
her tutor on his frivolity, she remembered bis embarrassment when 
she spoke of Dinah as his wife — his absence ot mind, his pallor. 
The stoxy of bis past life was laid open, a clear page, for her to 
read. The confession ot ber engagement to Major Tredennis had 
met witb an overfull equivalent. 

**At last, then," she murmured, *'I have got to the truth of 
things. It might have been juster it I had not been deceived so 
long." 

** AVill you bear me out to the end?" There was a ring of com- 
mand rather than of pleading in Geofirey's tone. " Four years 
ago it was my fate, lean never say my misfoitune, to come across a 
girl whom it was madness tor me to love. I lost. I suffered. 
But many a man has met with a like overthrow, and got firmly 
to his feet in time. 1 am very firm on my feet," said Geft Ar- 
buthnot. '* I have grown young again in knowing you. If you 
bad chosen to become my wife, 1 could have loved you well. Yes, 
1 do love you— too well I Now, when it seems we are like bidding 
good-bye forever. " 

And Geofirey rested his hands for an instant upon the girl's 
graceful down-bent bead. 

•' And the dream is over— over." She repeated the'w()rd8 husk- 
ily, not so much thinking of Geff, as seeking to bring home to her- 
self the extremity of her own pain. '* We are to be nolbing to eacb 

other from this hour forth, not even friends," 
9 
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Qeofirey Arbuthnot walked a few steps away. The movement 
was piompted by a df'finite and conscious weakness. This saying 
good-bye forever was no easy thing, he found so long as his hand 
Tested upon the silken hair, so long as the slender figure palpitated 
close to him, the heliotrope sent its odor to his brain from jyiar- 
joiie^s breast. 

*' The dream is over, because you discovered it to be a dream. 
Ycu must acknowledge, Miss Bartrand, that you have taken the 
matter wholly out of my keeping." 

** We might see each other as ttiends," she stammered— true to 
a time-worn instinct of hei &ex« ofiering a stone tor bread, friend- 
ship to the man siie loved, and who loved her. *' Surely our work 
need not be dropped because of this? As long as you stay in the 
island, you will come out to read with me at Tintajeux?'* 

" I shall return to Tintajeux, once more, after to-night,'" was 
Geff Arbuthnot's answer. ** I shall return to shake hands with the 
seigneur, and to be paid my money. Qood-bye forever are hard 
words lo speak," he went on. "' But we shall not make the hard- 
ness easier by tiying to shirk them. We have, virtually, said good- 
bye alieady." 

*' And we arc never to be nearer reconciliation than this? You 
are not a man to change?'' 

Ttiere came a furtive play of feeling upon her mouth. Deep in 
her heart lurked a formless hope that Geoffrey was not in earnest, 
that at a smile, a touch of hers, he must yield, if she so willed it. 

'* 1 am a man,** he answered, ** to change upon the day you bid 
me to do so. If, at some future time, you think less vile tnings of 
me—'* 

*• Mr. Arbuthnot!" 

•* Well, or without that. If It should be your whim, in some 
idle hour, to remember my existence — dare 1 say, to send me a 
flower you have worn, a bit of ribbon, a sheet of paper with a single 
relenting word written on it— you will have only to address your 
envelope to St. John's, Cambridge," 

" And now, for the remainder of this summer?" asked Marjoiie, 
drear visions lising before her of a silent school-room, of work la- 
bored through without the poignant desire of Geoffrey's praise. '* Is 
it poHslble that you mean— that you have no other course than to 
leave Guernsey at once?" 

Something in her manner made it seem that she referred their 
quarrel to him for final arbitration. But Gefi Arbuthnot tried his 
utmost to congeal. His present temper indisposed him for compro* 
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mive. He bad been cut to the quick by tbat one^icornful imputa- 
tion, that one base utterance of Marjoile'a lips—*' The acres of Tint- 
ajeux, lew though they he, are matters better worth caring for 
than Marjorie Bartrand herself." 
Ue telt it impossible to forgive her. 

" 1 shall certainly not leave Guernsey without calling on the 
seigneur— to be paid.'* 

'Geoffrey was not superior to a feeling of pleasure in the repeti- 
tion of these words. They were horribly cruel ones. It might 
well be, afterward, that he remembered with remorse how the girl's 
slender figure drooped, how her cheeks burned, how her hands fell 
^ listlessly upon her knee, one in the other's palm. 

•* And then, for the rest of the vacation, what are your plans?" 
she repeated, presently. 
*" "1 have no plans now. The summer has gone out of my yeai 1 

May be 1 shall follow in the footsteps of Gaston and his wife. Di- 
nah, 1 know, would not be sorry to leave this place." 

He spoke without piemeditation. It had, perhaps, not occurred 
to Gefi Arbuthnot's coarser masculine perceptlcn, that his meager 
outline of the past hafl revealed a secret of which Dinah was, her- 

^ self, ignorant. To Marjorie, in her despair, the mention of Dinah's 

name was a last blow, the heavier, perhaps, in that Geoffrey gave it 
with such calmness, was prepared, as a matter of course, to fall 
back on the friendship of the fair and gentle woman to whom, al- 
though she had never loved him, he ** owed everything." 
** Or 1 may cross at once to England. That is likeliest. In Lng- 

'^ ^ land, one can always fall back on work. I have had enough of 

idleness. A boat calls here on Sunday morning that will £uit me 
well enough." 

^ "On Saturday, ihen, grandpapa and I will look for your visit. 

^ uould you not," suggested Marjorie, with magnanlmitv, " ask Mr. 

and Mrs. Gaston Arbuthnot to come with you to Tintajeuj?" 
Geoftrey had a moment's hesitation. There was a note in her 

fresh and youthful voice which he had nevei before distinguished, 

and which, 1 think, wiung his heart. But he would not allow hlm- 
[ self to soften. He would not forgive her until she repented her of 

the thing which she had uttered. 

" Gaston has not returned, Miss Bartran<i. There are heavy fog- 
banks still at sea. The Cherbourg boat was not signaled when I 
left town, and Dinah— well, Dinah, of course, will be miserable un- 
til she sees her husband's face." 
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Oeft took up his hat in readiness tor departure, and Mar jorie rose 
from her chair. 

'* The Cherbourg boat will be back before Saturday, but, in any 
case, grandpapa and I will count upon see ing^(>t^. Good -night. Mi. 
Arbutbnot. This is not your last visit to Tintajeux. 1 do not ac- 
knowledge that we aie saying good-bye forever." 

She kept herself under singalai control. For a second or two 
she yielded her cold hand, bravely, into Geft's keeping. As he left 
the drawing-room she accorded him a lofty mtnuet de la cour 
courtesy, learned, in her babyhood, from her first French governess. 
Then, when he was gone, when the figure she had watched so often 
had rounded the last turning in the rintajeiix avenue, the poor 
child, with leaden steps, made her way to the school-room. Sinking 
in her place beside the ink-stained table, Marjorie Bartrand rested 
her face upon a heap of books, then burst into a very thunder- 
shower of tears. 

Her scene with Geofirey had swept away all sense of the dual per- 
sonality that troubled her before his coming. The strong-minded 
Minerva, criticising lore and marriage with aceibity, had vanished, 
and in her place, was a commonplace little girl sobbing her heart 
out, as Rosie Verschoyle, as Ada de Carteret might have done, for 
the sweetheart her own unruly tongue had estranged. 

It Geofirey would but come back, take her in his arms, kiss and 
forgive her I So, dumbly, cried Marjorie's heart. 

But supper-time came and went. The sun dipped under the 
fading sea-line, the twilight waned, the yellow stars stole forth, 
one by one, from the gray: Geoffrey Arbutbnot returned not. 

She had acted with family pride, perhaps from virtue, conceiva- 
bly from jealousy, without doubt, as became a Bartrand. These 
cold consolations were all that the universe, just at present, seemed 
likely to offer. 



CHAPTER XXXVlll. 

TEMPTATION. 

When the Cherbourg boat reached Guernsey, twenty-toui hours 
behind her time, no Dinah, with radiant expectant face, waited on 
the quay to bid Gaston Arbuthnot good- morning. 

It was the first occasion since their marriage that she had in like 
manner failed. After ever sc short a separation it was Dinah's 
habit to go bravely to the tore on harboi side or platform with a 
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welcome for the husband she loved, ^o Dinah wae to be seen this 
morning. And Gaston Aibathnot's spirit S£^t more lightly on its 
throne by reason of her absence. 

He was honestly glad to return. A day and a night's detention 
on a icck, with a thick sea fcg, and without one*s dressing-case, 
was a test of sentiment and of friendship alil^e, virhich Gaston had 
felt to be beyond his strength. But it was a relief to him that poor 
Dinah, effusive, reproachful— Dinah, half sunshine, half tears — 
should not be on the pier to enact a little scene of domestic interest 
beneath the sharp, uncomprehending eyes of Linda Thorne. 

" Useless to ask you to breakfast with us/* murmured tnat lady 
from beneath her treble gauze mask, as she and Gaston were pass- 
ing across the gangway. " Dear Mrs. Aibuthnct, 1 am sure, will 
be in a fever of anxiety about your return," 

** Scarcely. Every one in Guernsey must have known that fog 
detained us. If you will be at nome this afternoon," Gaston added, 
when their hands met at parting, '* I will give you the latest bulle- 
tin as to Dinah's condition." 

" Oh, I make nc promises," cried Linda, carelessly. ** * He who 
will not when he may * — you know the rest of the proverb. Long 
before five o'clock t9-day some tragic event may have changed us " 
— in after times this prophecy, made in jest, might possibly return 
to Linda Thome's memory—** changed us forever into enemies. 
Kobbie, love, accept my arm. As you are quite determined that 
two shillings' worth of cab would bring us to bankruptcy, we will 
return to our home and infant on foot." 

Doctor and Mrs. Thorne turned, on leaving the quay, into a nar- 
row* street leading toward the Old Town and the Bungalow. Gas- 
ton Arbuthnot, wilh the light hear tedness born of recovered free- 
dom, ran quickly up the hundred-aud- eighty steps that formed the 
shortest cut from the pier road to Miller's Hotel. At the summit 
of these steps a new temptation assailed him in the person of old 
Colonel de Gourmet, the bachelor proprietor of the mnst luxurious 
little house, the be&t cellar, and the best cook in the Channel Ar- 
chipelago. 

•• Why, Arbuthnot! Some one told me you were at the bottom 
of the sea. You and Linda Thorne. Locksley Hall sort of thing I 
SSo goes the story of the moment. You are the very man 1 could 
have wished to meet, sir. Come back to breakfast with me. I 
have two of the finest mullet ever caught in this Channel, andEuts- 
cheel, my black fellow, could dress a mullet with Brillat Savarin 
himself. !Now, I'll hear of no refusal." 
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" 1 have a wife, colonel. The argument, naturally, does not 
carry weight with you. Still it is an argument; X have a wife, and 
she expects me.*' 

*' Send up a line from my house telling Mrs. Arbuthnot where 
you aie. 1 positively wouldn't waste such fish on a man of less 
cultivated taste." in the eolonel's lackluster eye there came a mo- 
mentary glow of feeling. "In my time, we used to look upon a 
palate— a palate, Mr, as one of the essentials of a gentleman. The 
young men nowadays don't know a mullet from a stickleback." 

Well, reader, a dual bieakfast mih old De Gourmet was a 
temptation, aftei its sort, that Gaston Arbuthnot ranked high. The 
colonel's admirably arranged house was screened by just sufi^cient 
leafy shadow from the eastern sun, refreshed by just sufficient air 
on the side where it opened to the sea. The colonel's black fellow 
was a finished artist; his cellar the long lesult of half a life-time. 
To Gaston— true Parisian in all the more important business of ex- 
istence — a noontide breakfast was the crowning meal of the day. 
Man dines, he would contend, as dogs or horses feed, because his 
body needs replenishment. Breakfast, with its delicate light dishes, 
fine wine, fruits and coffee— breakfast succeeded by a prime cigar, 
morning sunshine, and morning talk — is, essentially, a refined, a 
human repast. The nine o'clock tea and toast, the marmalade, 
bloaters, or bacon, sacred to the British householder, were scarcely 
less horrible to him than the buckwheat cakes and maple sirup, 
the porridge, the pie, the ** shad " of American breakfast- tables. 

'* If you can give me half an hour's law. Colonel de Gourmet, 
time to have a bath, to get a change of apparel, and hear my wife's 
version of the Locksley Hall episode, 1 will come to you. Other- 
wise, 1 know the nature of mullet, and — " 

" 1 appreciate your delicacy, my dear sir. But my black fellow 
and 1 thoroughly understand each other. Those mullet," said the 
colonel, with a quiver of the lips, '* are now reposing, each In its 
paper shroud, buttered, flavored to a nicety. They will not ap- 
proach the fire until Kutscheel sees me turn yonder corner beneath 
the Arsenal gates. 1 will wait for you here— putting the last fin- 
ishing touch, alas! to a poorish appetite— as I limp up and down 
in the shade. But don't exceed thirty-five minutes. We owe it to 
our cook, a human being with passions and weaknesses like unto 
our own, to have a conscience in these matters." 

A minute or two later, Gaston's alert step had brought him to 
the outer gate of Miller's Hotel. He loitered for a few seconds in 
the garden, enjoying ita <V^ubie aensation of warmth and flower 
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scenls. Then,wUh hesitation for which be would have found it 
hard to account, Gaston Arbulhnot entered the house. He trav- 
ersed a passage, snd opened the door of Dinah's sitiing-room. 

It was empty. Her work-frame was shrouded in silver paper. 
A bouquet of hot- house flowers iay. with petals browned and faded, 
on the table, a card of Lord Bex Basire's beside them. Gaston felt 
that the room had not been lived in since they left it last on 
Wednesday morning. 

** Madame had gone out," volunteered the black-eyed French 
v/aitress, peeping in at him through the half -open door, the black- 
eyed waitress building up dramatic likelihoods on the spot— possibly 
from the recollection of madame's tears of yesterday; possibly fiom 
milor's neglected bouquet on the table; possibly from a certain blank 
look on Arbuthnot's face. '* Madame had gone out— there was a 
good hour at least. Madame had left no message for monsieur.*' 

For the first time since their marriage, thought Gaston Arbuth- 
not, not without a pang, as he walked ofi in silence to his diessing- 
room! 

Well, there musi be a first time, be supposed, in all one's disil- 
lusionmenls. From to-day forth, he need never more expect a pas- 
sionate greeting, perhaps never dread a passionate reproach from 
Dinah. And it was best so. Gaston had seen Clesinger's rival 
staues of Rachel: one, the *' Ph^dre," the other, " Lesbia with ner 
Sparrow." Be iotinitely preferred the Lesbia, sparrow, silliness, 
and all. Still, mused Mr. Arbuthnot, whose emotions had a trick 
of mounting quickly from the heart to the head, it might be a little 
stroke of wise and kindly diplomacy for him 1o exhibit discerning 
mortification, make Dioah feel that she had been forgetful cf him. 

Forgetful ! For the first time, surely, since that morning in the 
rustic Cambridgeshire church when she walked down the aisle, iu 
ner white straw bonnet, her simple cambric gown— his wife. 

Accordingly, when he re-entered their sitling-roc m presently— 
Dinah absent still— Mr. Arbuthnot penciled the following note, 
curtly amative, as was ever one of Captain Steele's to his Prue! 

*' My DEAREST Girl,— My existence, 1 perceive, has slipped 
your memory. Hut I do esist. 1 am, at this moment, going out 
to breakfast— not in high spirits. 

*• Tour deyotod 

"G. A." 

Gaston Arbuthnot penciled this note. Then, with afiections, it 
must be confessed, undividedly centered on red mullet, he started 
off, lightsome of mien, elastic of step, in the diiectiou of Colonel de 
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Gourmet's house. At the first turning of the road a girl with golden 
hair, with a tace fair, despite its pallor, as the summer morning, 
stood opposite to him-*Dinah. A basket of strawberries hung on 
Mrs. Arbuthnot's arm, a bunch ot white moss-roses, her husband's 
favorite flower, was between hei hands. 

" Dinah, my love, this is fortunate. 1 have Deen hunting every- 
where for you,'' said Gaston, hitting without efiort upon one of 
those airy little nothings which float men of his weight, like corks, 
over half the whirlpools of life. 

" I am glad, in spite of all that has happened, to see you back.*' 

And Dinah, who had never uttered an aiiy nothing since she was 
born, looked hard at htm. Traces, unmistiJsable, of tear-shedding 
gave an expression Gaston Arbuthnot liked not to her eyes. 

'* Yet you did not show your gladness by meeting me on the pier 
— f(iim and dirty objects we mu«t all have been after our twenty- 
four hours' discomfort! Perhaps I deserved to be neglected, " said 
Gaston, in a tone of resignation. " But remember, darling, 1 am 
not accustomed to miss your fbce when I have been away. The 
punishment, coming immediately after a course of ^Iderney and 
fog, stiuck me as rough." 

** Don't talk of punishment," Dinah answered, her voice betray- 
ing the strong effort by which she kept it controlled. ' Your stay- 
ing away has been hard to bear — and now, now 1 wish to forget 
everything but that you are back safe. " 

** And what did you do with your time, yesterday? Of course 
you were not anxious. You knew that fog, and fog alone, was 
keeping me in Alderney." 

" Yesterday was the blackest day 1 have ever lived through." 

And Dinah lifted hei face, courting rather than turning from 
her husband's scrutiny. 

" Blackest? Why, I thought you had had sunshine in Guernsey, 
that the fog concentrated itself with vile partiality upon oar horri- 
ble rock yonder! And what did you do with your time?" went on 
Gaston, with unabated cheerfulness. " Where was Geoffrey?" 

** I did not think ot Geoffrey. I had heart for nothing but to 
stajT in my own room." 

** Substituting tea for dinner, close air for oxygen, as Woman 
loves to do when she is in trouble— or has manufactured trouble 
for herself. And had you no visitors at all to lighten your dark- 
ness?" 

** Lord Rex Basire seems to have called. His card was lying 
this morning on the parlor table.' 
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And you have do wider sympathies, Dinah, no desire to know 
how we, miserable deserters, got along in Alderney?'* 

•• 1 like, of course, to hear everything that concerns you." 

Dinah accentuated the pronoun stoutly. 

* Although you had not sufficient curiosity to meet me when 1 
landed?'' 

As Gaston thus adroitly harked back upon his grievance his 
wife's eyes sunk. She turned from him with a movement of im- 
pauence. ^ 

'* Tne moment the steamer was signaled 1 got ready, Gaston. 1 
went straight down to the pier road and watched hei come into har- 
boi. Oh, you never saw me,'' Dinah added quickly. *•! was 
siandiug behind some piles of timber at the entrance to the pier, a 
^hundred yards distant. And when I saw you and the Ihornes land 
together, 1 felt certain you would walk with them to their house, 
and I lost courage and got away." 

** To avoid the deadly risR of saying good-morning to Mrs. 
Thorae and the doctor?" 

*■ 1—1 remembered there were no strawberries tor breakfast," 
she stammered, determined upon not giving him fresh offense, 
** ao roses to last us until to-morrow. Don't you see," holding out 
her hands, which trembled a little, ** 1 have been marketing?" 

*' Alone? But 1 need hardly ask the question. You always do 
your marketing alone." 

His skillfully marshaled questions pernlexed her vaguely. She 
felt the same aching doubt which overcame her, once, on board 
the '* Princess," a doubt as to Gaston's belief in her perfect truth- 
fulness. 

*' Yes, and no," she answered, a piteous deprecation in her tone. 
" Lord Rex Basire was in the market-place. Uis company was so 
wearisome that 1 could scarcely answer a civil word. Yet he fol- 
lowed me from stall to stall. A loid it seems will not be affronted 
as a gentleman would. 1 never shook him off till 1 turned the 
corner beneath the Arsenal gates." 

*' From which point Lord Hex no doubt caught a glimpse of 
me,'* said Gaston with his unfathomable candor. " 'Tis a good 
enough little creature In its way^ although brainless 1 We must be 
tolerant of all men, Dinah. If one only frequented the society one 
loves best," he pursued, '* I should certainly not be going out to 
breakfast at this moment." 

" Going out!" 

** 1 saw De Gourmet at the bottom of the hill, and he invifed m% 
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to eat red mullet with him thirty-five minutes later. You must ad- 
mlt» Dinah, that the temptation was strong." 

To this she made no answer. 

'* For when Dq Gourmet talks of red mullet he implies a menu. 
(Our food in Alderney was baioarous.) Bougets en papillottes, 
accompanied by fine old graves. Tartines de caviar. Fouiet saute 
—with Gh&tcau Margaux, Qt '58. A soufiie aux fraises. A glass 
of wonderful Tukai after one's morsel ot Stilton I Btill/' added 
Gaston, " if you had met me on the pier I could never have said 
Yes—especially as 1 am obliged to dine at the Fort to-night." 

Again Dmah was mute. She rested her hand upon the garden 
railing beside which they stood. She kept the tears back, bravely, 
in their bed. 

*' It is guest night at the mess, and there will be a larger part]^ 
than usual. My engagement dates, really, from a ^eek ago. I 
made some idle promise, it seems, of giving the Maitshire young- 
sters a lesson in poker. By the bye/' ran on Mr. Arbutbnot, with 
an air of spontaneous reminiscence, '* I remember! Little Oscar 
Jones ottered to put me up. Very lucky 1 thought of telling you." 

'* You intend to be away till to-morrow? Is that your meaning, 
Gaston?" 

•• Till tn-morrow, certainly. When can one get away from a 
mess-dinner before midnight? Ihis time, however, you will not 
be disturbed, my love. Instead of being roused at an unearthly 
hcur ot the morning, you will have your rest unbroken. And you 
want it, Dinah. Do you know that you are losing your color, that 
your eyes are beginning to look dark under the lower lid?" 

** And your evening flress? When you breakfast with Colonel 
de Gourmet, 1 generally see nothing of you for the remainder of 
the day." 

** My dearest girl, you are all thoughtfulness. Just put together 
what I shall want in my Gladstone. Miller will see that it goes up 
to the Fort. And do not keep in $rour room, Dinah, and do eat 
dinner, instead of drinking tea, for my sake.' 
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By this time Gaston Arbuthnot had progressed some paces along 
the descending path. Dinah had no choice but to return to the 
hotel, then settle down, after a scarcely tasted breakfast, tu one of 
her accustomed days of loneliness and embroidery. 

Alas! the mere mechanical business of cross-stitch irritated her 
cruelly. This conscientious sorting of colored wools, this rigid 
counting of threads, this hour long stabbing of a needle in and out 
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of canras— vrhat good could be the outcome of it? Bhe asked her- 
selfvthe question ere bei needle had taken a dozen stitches. "W bat 
ill has been lessened, thought Dinah, what pleasure added to mortal 
lot by all the collective pieces ot wool-work which patient, dull- 
hearted women have executed since the world began ? 

A keen, eager soul like Marjorie Bartrand's veould have settled 
the question, unhelped, and finally, at about the a^e of eleven. Di- 
nah's nature was essentially averse to revolution. Bhe was slow at 
imagining new futures, and an existence without cro^s stitch would, 
to her, have been the newest of all possible existences. But pain 
was beginning to sting her, net only into rebellion, but mto quick- 
ened intelligence. It was not merely the emptiness of wool-work 
as an occupation that overcame her. She felt humiliated by its 
want of art. She pictured the tasteless adornment of Aunt busan's 
humble parlor rendered a few shades more tasteless by the added 
pinks and greens and reds of her own laborious ottoman I She di- 
vined, as she had never done before, what her ** pieces ** must seem 
like in the fastidious sight of Gaston and of his friends. 

With a sensation of disgust poor Dina pinned a screen ot silver 
paper over her forget-me-nots and auriculas. Then she took Geof- 
frey's volume of Browning from the table. Seating herself in a 
corner of the room furthest away from the fiesh air, the enlivening 
summer odors and warmth which floated in from the garden, she 
began to read. 

The book opened at ** James Lee's Wife." 

During the past twenty- four hours she had pondered deeply over 
the wisdom to be gained at the hands of polite society. What was 
the Langrune expedition for her but an experiment, a lesson where- 
by she might acquire the manners, the temper, the ideas (if such 
existed), of her husband's world! The experiment had taught her 
much. Yet, 1 think, ** James Lee's Wife," read and le-iead, 
through tears, had taught her more. She had discovered no trans- 
cendental meaning, as a learned Browning Society might have 
done, in Biowning's words. But she was growing to look at life 
otherwise than by her own small rushlight of personal experience, 
to ioiow that it was no new thing for a man's fancy to die while 
his wife's love buined at white heat, to realize that there was a wide 
world lying outside her own narrow imbittered lot-— a world to 
whose beauty and whose teachmgs the most self- engrossed soul 
must open itself or perish. 

Dinah Arbuthnot did not want to perish. Bhe could be content, 
he thought, although delight was gone out ot her days^ if use sur* 
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vived; ready to spin the wool and bake the bread; to return to the 
plan, sweet wholesomeness of wcrk-a-day existence from which the 
hapless good fortune of marrylDg a gentleman had divorced her. 
To part from Gaston; in short! 

For an instant she had a physical longing to breathe the air of 
the Devonshire moorlands. A wild hope crossed her that she might 
go back to her father's people. Jive their village lives, earn her own 
bread— be Dinah Thuistcn again. Then her heart smote her vi^ith 
violence. The volume fell to the floor. Could parting from Gas- 
ton be a beginning of belter things, a turning toward the straight 
path of duty— that path along which so many a wife has to walk, 
unccmplaining, through the after years of a marriage to which 
happiness has not been granted? Her existence at his side was 
more, now, than a long, slow dieappointment. It was a growing 
anguish, a combat in which ignorant, plain-speaking love on one 
side had no chance against a succession of sympathetic rivals all ut- 
tering perfect little flatteries, all giving peifect little dinners, on the 
other. And she, Dinah, was not two-and-twenty, and her young 
heart craved, insistently, for sunshine. And sucn a slender 
change, it seemed, in the eternal fore-ordering of events, a child at 
her knee, a husband loving the quiet of his own fireside, would 
have made up the sum of her prosaic ambition! 

Yet she must go on enduring. She must not part from Gaston 
until the dark final curtain shut his face forever fiom her sight. 
What taste could she have for the Devonshire moorlands, the coun- 
try joys which contented her when she was a girl? Ko human 
soul can serve two musters. After knowing passionate love, pas- 
sionate jealousy, how could she go back to a life of no emotion at 
all, how share the village interests of people like her father's folk; 
simple souls with whom It was a vital point wnether the next cake 
should be made with caraways or with raisins, who could specu- 
late through half a winter as to who would be '* asked," and wha 
wear new bonnets on Easter Sunday, and in whose minds a visit to 
Kxeter, oi the yearly house-cleaning, ranked among the larger events 
of mortal destiny? 

The poor girl was reluctantly coming to the conclusion— a hard 
one to realize at her age— -that she would not b3 extraordinarily wel- 
come anywhere, when Qeft Arbuthnot, unannounced, as was his 
habit, entered the parlor. 

He took in the position of afiairs, piomptly. Dinah's colorless 
'ace, her unoccupied hands, the book lying, as it had fallen, on the. 
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iloor, told him, with gist passing tb^t of words, that &he was in 
some fresh misery of which Gaston was the cause. 

Geoffrey's own heart was sore, his spirit troubled, to-day. A 
thought distantly akin to that which had newly traversed Dinah's 
mind fcr a moment overcame him. VTbat a little change in tbe' 
foreordering of things might have rewritten the story of both lives I 
If Dinah Thurston had chanced to love him before his cousin Gas- 
ton crossed her path— 

** Alone— -and in-doois, Dinah?'' Her Christian name for once 
slipped from his lips. ** It is a day," quoted Geff, "'whisn it 
were a sullenness against Kature not to go abroad and see her 
riches. * Has Gaston retui ned ? ' ' 

'* Gaston and the Thornes have returned. The Cherbourg boat 
came in, long ago. And 1 have b€en out— 1 went down to market 
before breakfast. I enjoyed the morning wondei fully.'' 

There was the kind of discrepancy between voice and statement 
that you might detect in the speech of a man who should declare 
he had " wonderfully enjoyed " a funeral. 

** And what axq you going to do with yourself this afternoon?" 

"1 scarcely know— 1 am in an idle mood— write to one of the 
f^ood old aunts in Devonshire, perhaps." 

" And Gaston?" 

*' Gaston will not be seen till to-morrow« He has» in the first 
place, gone out to breakfast. 1 was not on the pier when they 
landed, and Gaston ran quickly up here to diess. 1 only spoke to 
him for a fe^ minutes outside the hotel. Colonel de Gk)urmet had 
waylaid him on the road. It seems, and invited him to breakfast— 
off red muUetl The temptation, Gaston said, was irresistible." 

A touch of sarcasm was in Mrs. Arbuthnot s voice. 

•* The Guernsey red mullet is not a bad fish," retqrted C^eff with 
appi eciation. 

*' Breakfasting, of course, means spending the day at Colonel de 
^ Gourmet's house— until the hour comes round fcr afternoon teas! 

And to-night there is a dinner- party at the fort. Gaston is forced 
to be there— to give some of the Maltshire subalterns a lesson in 
poker. He will not be back till to-morrow, quite out of considera- 
tion for me I Gaston thought me looking pale. He did not wish 
me to have another broken night." 

The speech was delivered with a kind of staccato airiness. Geof- 
firey Arbuthnot's face became graver and graver Mihlle Dinah 
made it. 
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** Tou are reading, 1 see, as usual. Why, you will be a con- 
firmed book- worm before long." 

Coming closer, he picked up the volume from the floor. He ex- 
amined the page at which it opened. 

** ' James Lee's Wife;* 1 should say you would soon know Mrs. 
Lee's history by heart.*' 

" I find something new in it, always.. Don't you think, Geff, so 
much wilting must have gone far to ease her sorrow? Or would 
writing just come natural to an educated, born lady? In my class*'* 
said Dinah, ** if trouble cut us very keen, we should not feci like 
taking a copy-book to write it down." 

The criticism, from Dinah's point of view, was just. Gefl sought 
not to controvert it. 

** The prettiest part of all is ' Beside the drawing-board.' 1 was 
thinking, befoie you came in, I'd rather be the little girl with the 
poor coarse hand than write the best poetry ever printed." 

Qeottrey followed the dritt of her remark. 

"And Gaston V he asked whh point. *' How about his opin- 
ion? We can not look at a single small morsel of our let, forgetting 
the rest. If theie is one thing Gaston admires more than another In 
a woman, ic is the whiteness and delicacy of her hand." 

'* All the same, Gefl, 1 hate to live without work, common 
household work that makes the hands lough and red. Work is the 
same to me as your books are to you. And you know," added Di- 
nah, '* there must always be a world lull of ladies, delicate, white- 
Bkinned, fond of idleness, whose finger-tips Gaston could admire." 

The observation gave GeS an inconveniently straight glimpse be- 
hind the domestic curtain of his friends' lives. Moving to the table 
he became suddenly interested in Dinah's marketing— the strawber- 
lii'S were in their wickei basket still; the roses hung their heads, 
as though coni^ious of neglect, over the rim of an ugly water-jug. 

You may, generally, prognosticate safely as to the state of a 
woman's heart when she treats her flowers lovelessly. 

''They were all for Gaston. You know how he likes to see 
fresh fruit and flowers on the breakfast-table." 

' i know that the stiawberries smell uncommonly good. They 
are to be kept, of course, for Gaston's return?" 

' Oh, no," Dinah's voice was blankly indiflJerent. '* 1 don't care J 

now what becomes of them." 

*• You would do well to carel" exclaimed Geoff rev, looking 
round on her, shortly. ** There are a good many millions of people 
in the worlds remember, begides Gaston Arbuthnot." 
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•' Geoffrey !•* 

** Yes, a good many millions, the majoiity of them poor, an enor- 
mous percentage—^saffering. Gaston and you» and I» are surfeited 
with good things. We are certain every day we live that we shall 
dlno— think of that, Mrs. Arbuthnot, dine, with the accompani- 
ment of as many strawberries and roses as we choose to buy.*' 

The blood mantled hot over Pinah Arbuthnot's weary face. 

'* You mean to remind me that 1 am selfish?" she said, very lew. 
•• I know it, Geoffrev. 1 know that I am selfish," she said, very 
low. *' 1 know it, Geoffrey. 1 know that I am sinking last into 
everything that is bad." 

** In the common meaning of the words, you are the least selfish 
woman living. But you aie self-absorbed— no, even that is saying 
too much— you are Gaston, absorbed. If you could see how some 
haltstaived people manage to get along— yes, and to be cheerful 
over their crust — you mi^ht think less of strawberries and roses for 
Gaston's breakfast-table." 

The admonition looks rougher, set down in black and white, than 
it sounded. Dinah's face grew animated. 

" I know that to be useful in any way would do me gD6d. Long 
ago 1 should have liked district-visiting in England, only you see " 
— hesitating — '* we never stop long enough to explain— 1 mean, for 
the clergyman of the place quite to know about one." 

Her tone was tentative. She had an uneasy dread that young 
women who marry men above them in rank are likely, if ** unex- 
plained," to be suspect in orthodox eyes. In their early married 
days she recollected a visit paid to them by a seaside cuiate with a 
subscription-list, recollected the sea-side curate's glance when Gas- 
ton introduced her, with her country speech and manners, as '* my 
wife." 

And Dinali's being the order of mind that generalizes, forever 
after, from one experience, that glance haunted her still, an un- 
comfortable reminder as to the likely sentiments of the clergy at 
large regarding herself. 

"Kot long enough to explaini I don't catch your meaning. 
What on earth has any clergyman in England to do with you, Di- 
nah Arbuthnot? Could you not feel tor miserable people, work for 
them, serve them heartily, although you traveled round the coun- 
try, a heathen, in a caravan, altnough you had never spoken to a 
clergyman in your life?" 

** I want some one to show me the way —that is another weakness 
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of my character— 1 want some one to show me the way in every- 
thing good, Geff.** 

'* Let me show you the way, to day. You remember the sailor 
lad who got his ankle hurt as we were coming back fiom l^raDceV 

That wretched passage in the fog? Yes, Dinah remembered every 
incident of it, too well. 

" There was worse mischief done than the surgeons feared, at 
first. Poor Jack is at present Number 28 in the aociflent ward of 
the hospital. He will have to remain there a good many more we^s 
than he thinks for. Well, one may safely assert, Mrs. Arbuthnot, 
that though you and I and 6 aston have roses and strawberries to 
spare. Jack has none." 

'• Take them to him, of course," Dinah exclaimed. ** Surely, 
Geff, you might have done that, without asking." 

** And do you suppose Jack would not value such gifts more if 
they came fiom a woman's hand, the delicate white hand whose 
uses you despise? To-day is Friday. On Friday afternoon the pa- 
tients' friends are admitted to see them. But Jack's friends are far 
away in Devonshire. You will be his only visitoi it you consent to 



come." 



Dinah rose, acquiescently, rather than with any initiative warmth. 
She had a moment's hesitation. Gaston held such contradictory 
opinions, at times. No knowing if Gaston would approve of her 
putting herself forward. There was the archdeaconess—theTe were 
the island clergy! Then, encounteiing a look that had a coi&mand 
in it from Geoftrey's eyes, she moved lingeiingly toward the adjoin- 
iijg room. 

" If 1 dressed to please myself, you need not wait two minutes, 
Geff. But the powers that be," the little malice flashed from her 
unawares, ** are S0nsitlve— as to millinery! I could not run the ter- 
rible risk of meeting Mrs. Thorne and Gaston in my morning gown. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THAT LITTLE DIVINITY. 

Thb project roused her, at least, into physical brightness. As 
she walked at Geoffrey's side toward the hospital, the basket of 
strawberries hanging from her arm, her hands filled with roses, a 
stranger, meeting them, would have taken Dinah Arbuthnot for 
some April-checked giil, ignorant of passion as of disappointment; 
a gill needing no apologist! She wore, on this fateful afternoon, 
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a dove-colored Quaker gown, a Gainsborough hat tied beneath her 
chin by black velvet strings; item, a large plain cambric tippet, with 
cambric halt sleeves reaching to the elbows. It was the latest cos- 
tume invented by her husband in an idle moment. And GeoSrey 
had lost exactly half-an-bour while she put it on. 

But what man would giudge a lost halt- hour after one glance at 
thai tor which he had wailed! 

The road from Miller's Hotel to the hospital led through Peters- 
port High Stieet, and close to the north eutraDce of Colonel de 
Gcurmet's garden. At the moment when Dinah and Gefi walked 
along, it chanced that the colonel, himself reclined under the 
snaded veianda of his drawing-room— the colonel, smoking his 
third cheroot, and offering unsentimental criticisms on The dress and 
looks of such feminine passers-by as came within range of a pair of 
languidly held opera-glasses. 

Of an afternoon Colonel de Gourmet's drawing-room was gener- 
ally full. Lackmg many, let us say lacking all the more solid 
human qualities, the old Bast Indian sybarite had one virtue— he 
was universally hospital ble. !Nothing pleased him better than that 
a man he had invited to breakfast should loiter on till dinner, 
Nothing pleased him. better than that other men whom he had not 
invited should drop in, at any hour they chose, make free with his 
rare cigars, rarer wines, and entertain each other with ideas, or 
with that beat discovered substitute for the trivial masculine mind 
—cards. 

In a garrison town, sea on three sides, and barely available space 
on the other for a polo match or a herring run, It may be believed 
that old Colonel de Gourmet was in no lack of callers. 

Six or eight men, young enough, most of them, to be their host's 
grandsons, were lounging, this July afternoon, in various attitudes 
of idleness about his pleasant bachelor drawing-room. The air was 
lightly impregnated with tobacco smoke, so good of its kind, thai , 
mingled with. the wafted garden sweets, it scarcely seemed grosser 
than some finely distilled odor of musk-Qcwer or of tea-rose. Gas- 
ton Arbuthnot was on the point of finisnlng a match at ecarte with 
little Oscar Jones— two or three of Oscar's brother officers forming 
a silent and discriminative gallery. 

Cards, cimply as cards, Gaston Arbuthnot disliked, although he 
had an inborn knack of playing most things successfully. The 
childish intricacies of a game like ]Nap, t)eloved of all the Maitshire 
subalterns, were to him a weariness of spirit. 

** We can use your English Map as a means," he wouid tell them^ 
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frankly, '* Just as we can use bUnd hookey or, simplei than either, 
chicken hazard, if we want to transfer money from one man's 
pocket to another. As a matter of amusement, 1 would sooQer 
play euchie or poker for counters; in poker especially, all our 
natural human instincts— bluster, bluffing, intent to deceive, etc.— 
come agreeably to the lore/' 

Whist, Qaston confessed, he played well. At ecarte he was 
modeiately good. This moderate goodness his antagonist was 
about to test practically. 

*' Four, all!*' cried little Oscar, eager over a just-dealt, brilliant 
hand of trumps. 

'* The king," said Gaston, quietly laying down his cards. *' Some 
one tell De Gourmet it is his turn to cut in." 

The colonel had now risen to his feet. He was watching an ob- 
ject, evidently of paramount interest, through his opera-glasses. 

*• A throat — an ankle—shoulders! Tell you what it is, sir— she 
is the prettiest woman in the island— net one of our society beau- 
ties can hold a candle to her I And she's not a woman one meets at 
any of the parties. By and hy, Arbuthnot, by ana by." For 
Gaston, with a presentiment of the truth, sat, restlessly, shuffling 
and reshuffling the cards. ** To view the Queen of Hearts in .flesh 
and blood is better, surely, than handling her in pasteDoard. X^ow* 
where did one see that little divinity before? At Saturday's rose- 
show, of course. Asked Linda Thome about her. Mrs. Linda- 
true type of the sex — affected not to know her name. Luckily, 
such a paragon does not need a name. An archdeaconess, if I 
mistake not, threw her little pebble: * The young person with the 
yellow hall was— nobody one knew." 

Every man in the room, with the exception of Aibuthnot, had 
by this time crowded to the window. One of the youngsters haz- 
arded a bold whisper in the host's ear. It was old De Gourmet's 
deafer ear. He caught the note of warning imperfectly. He re- 
sumed his parable with warmth: 

*• Frenchwoman, do you say? Can not believe it, sir. No 
Frenchwoman had ever such a complesion, such hair. But the 
dress, with its complex simplicity, comes from Paris, doubtless. 
Dove-colored mousselioe de laine." The colonel made these things 
as much a study as his Brillat Savarin. **A tippet, designedly 
plain, such as Perfection, only, dare put on. A little black velvet 
knot beneath the dainty, chin. (Directiy, Arbuthnot, directly— 
oalm your impatience.) And look at her teeth, now she smiles, 



and her dimples t The youbg fellow with her seems disposed t6 
make the best of his opportuaities -small blame to him!" 

Throughout the listeners there ran a flash of hideous silence. At 
last some one passed a sh'p of paper, on which a name had been 
-hastily scribbled, into Colonel dc Gourmet's ^outy tmgers, and then 
arose general conversation, \nainly as to the weather prospects. Af- 
ter this fog that had been hanging about the Channel for days, and 
with the glass running down fast, what were the chances we should 
not have a thunderstorm in the course of the next twenty-four 
hours? 

Gaston Arbuthnot arranged the cards in two neat pacsB on the 
table and waited silently foi his host. Be felt morally certain that 
the little divinity was his wife, also that Lord Rex Basire was her 
companion. And a wholesome bitter contrition filled his soul^ a 
feeling widely diilering from the vague disrelish with which he 
had watched her teaching Basire cross-stitch five days before. 
Probably he never knew bow dear Dinah's white name was to him, 
never realized how culpably he had left her in the shade, until this 
moment's humiliation. 

And still Gaston's coantenance betrayed him not. An instant 
later he was rallying the colonel on his boyish enthusiasm, confess- 
ing that, for his own part, he was too staid a Benedick to e^eit him- 
self , at the present state of the theimometer, merely because a nice- 
looking woman happened to pass along the street. 

' And what are our stakes— the usual fiver?" asked De Gourmet, 
lookiDg immensely tickled as he hobbled across the room to the 
card- table. ** 1 am afraid of you though, Arbuinnot! You are 
just the man to be in luck." 

'1 don't believe in luck. Conduct is fate." Gaston lifted his 
handsome face. He fixed his clear steely glance on the somewhat 
Silenus features over against him. ** Champagne?—! thank you, 
colonel Kc brain-enemy, just at present. DonH vou know that 
we Yankees keep our heads cool — " 

" On purpose to rook the Britishers," interrupted De Gourmet, 
still with a suppressed chuckle in his voice. 

'* On purpose to rook the Britishers. ]Now, let us attend to busi- 
ness, sir," said Gaston, cheerfully. '* The best of three games for 
a five-pound note—good I" 

The little divinity and her companion had by this time reached 
the hospital gates. 
*'I hope 1 shall use the proper words, GefC," whispered Dinah, 
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looking flushed and nervous. ^ *' The kind of exhortation, you 
know, that clergymen's wives would give to sick people." 

" Inapossiblel" Geoftrey disencouraged her prompily. *' Ortho« 
doxy can net be learned at a moment's notice. Ycu must be con- 
tent to be— youiself ! And that is much/' he added, watching her 
beautiful, earnest face. ** Youi sermon may well be a silent one. 
Look, just as you aie lool^ing at this moment, and leave the rest to 
the patient's human nature. Jack may be a miserable sinner, 
needing homilies. That is a fact you and 1 have no certitude 
about. We know that he is a pcor lad, far from his people, laid 
low in pain and weakness. Depend upon it, the sound of a tender 
voice, the sight of Dinah ArDuthnot's face, must prove good medi- 
cine, both for his soul and body." 

The tears staxted to Dinah's eye. She was just at that tension 
point of suppressed emotion when a kindly accent, a word or two 
of praise, are as hands extended to a drowning man. If Gaston 
only esteemed her poor personal gifts as Geoftrey did— for, of what- 
ever she thought, to-day, Gaston still was beneath the current of 
her thinking I Nay (this followed by a descending, yet inevitable 
sequence of ideas), if Gaston could only hold the opinion of her 
held— Dinah, remembering events, had a little thrill of shame— by 
a man like Lord Bex Basire. 

Perhaps the sum-tctal of yoked infelicity might be lessened if 
careless husbands would reckon with themselves, sometimes, con- 
cerning the number of their deserved rivals— such husbands, 1 
mean, as possess wives of Dinah Arbuthnot's mold. For must not 
the answer be trumpet-tongued. '* The whole seeing world "? Does 
not every man, save tho purblind, range himself by intuition on the 
side of* a young and beautiful and neglected woman? But caieless 
husbands may not have imagination enough for such a stretch, oi 
there may be sympathizers — outside feminine judges— mature sirens 
-^a clever whisper, even, flow and then. And so the wife's heart 
continues to ache to the last— or gives up aching of a sudden; deep- 
er tragedy, by far. 

Dinah's color went and eame as she traversed the corridors of the 
hospital beside Geoffrey. The moment they entered W ard A, the 
men's accident room, she forgot her want of knowledge, of oitho- 
doxy. ** Explanation " was not needed here. She saw only the 
rows of beds, each bed with its pallid inmate. She felt only that 
she was Dinah Thurston among the poor, the simple, the suitering 
— among her equals. 
. The patients in the ward weie mostly working-men in the spring- 
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tim« of their strength, the majority of them Tictims of the late 
<j^arry accident. A few, like poor Jack, had been struck down 
by mishap at sea or in the harbor. Beside nearly eveiy bed was a 
visitor. Here might be seen a country girl talking in whispers to 
her sweetheart, flere a pale wife clasped her husband's hand, or 
a mother in silent anguish watched hef lad's changed face. On 
every pillow was a little posy of sweet-smelling cottage flowers, re- 
minding the gaunt sufferers who lay there, patient and uncomplain- 
ing, of blue summer sky, of the freshness of fields and gardens, of 
home. 

Kumber 28 had neither visitor nor posy. Poor Jack came from 
a remote hamlet among the Devonshire moors. His mates on board 
the '* Princess " were afloat again. The lad had no friends, save 
the surgeons and nurses of the Guernsey hospital— and QeQ At- 
buthnot. 

'* Speak to him about hiE own country," Geoffrey whispered, as 
his companion, drew back a little; *' Jack will dispense with any 
formal introduction." 

And on this, Dinah, he.x face overflowing with sweetest womanly 
compassion, stooped over the low pallet and spoke a commonplace 
word or two, unworthy of raising to the dignity of print— a word 
or two whose homely Devonshire lilt called the blood up to Jack's 
temples as though some voice from the old familiar home ad- 
dressed him. 

Since her marriage, Dinah had learned to speak English, " with 
a foreign pronunciation," Gaston would tell her, **yet scarcely 
strong enough to be disagreeable." Although a certain cadence 
was traceable, ever and again, in her speech, she had tardily suc- 
ceeded in putting away the Devonshire burr that was strong on her 
tongue when Geofi:rey met her flrst. liere, at Jack's bedside, no 
Gaston near to be put to shame, she fell back, instinctively, upon 
the West Country accent, the soft, half -strange, half-familiar 0*6 
and u's of her childhood. 

*• It's so bad to be sick, tor a young fellow like you, and away 
from home. We just thought you might like a talk with some one 
Devonshire born and bred. I wonder, now, do you and I come 
from the same part?" 

** 1 was born at Torrhill, a village out away beyond Chagford. 
A poor place, ma'am, on the borders of the moor— quite a poor 
place," repeated Jack apologetically. 

" Why, that is near to my own town, Tavistok!" said Dinah. 
" We used to pass Torrhill going along the Vale of Widdicombe 
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every autumn when we went out wnonle -berrying. * Torrhll), In 
the cold country.' 1 mind we children used to say, when we got 
snowstorms in wintei, * the Wiadicombe folk were picking their 
geese.' " 

Well, and as he listened to her simple talk, to the soft West 
Country accent, it came to pass that Gefi Arbuthnot's heart knew 
a thiill of its old inlatualion. Ko man can possibly hold two 
women dear at the same time. And Geoffrey was in love^the 
warm flesh-and-blood love of tour and-twenty— with an actuality, 
not a remembrance. But his heart thrilled at Dinah's voice. Some- 
thing in his temperament forbade him tc outlive the past, wholly. 
It was a book that could not be clasped. A word, an accent, and 
the enchantment cast upon him in the long dead summer days at 
Lesser Cheriton would be revitalized. This was his weakness (a 
conscious one) always; and now he was in the dangetous state of 
wounded feeling when a man's tenderness is easily arrested at re^ 
bound. 

Those Devonshire o's and u's brought back before him in its fiery 
ardor the fortnight when he worshiped Dinah Thurston's footsteps, 
the fortoight ending on that evening when Gaston and his friends 
drove past in the t(\rilight on their return from Ely. Standing 
here, in the Guernsey hospital ward, Geofiiey's senses recalled the 
tush of wheels down the village street, the lingering daylight in the 
loxv fields of Cambridgeshire sky. He remembered how Dinah's 
head and throat stood out in waxen relief again&t the dusky aibutus 
hedge of the cottage garden. 

And he decided, theie and then — ^yes, while she was chatting, 
low-voiced, smiling, to the lad about the moors, and the '* cold 
country," and the autumn huckle-berrying— to return to England 
forthwith. 

A French steamer was to touch at Petersport on Sunday morn 
ing. That would give him to-morrow for winding up his small 
afiairs, for taking leave of his patients, for visiting Tintajeui. He 
would kiss, in coldest fancy, the hair, the lips that should have 
made up to him for the unattainable heaven of his youth's desire. 
He would look once again in Marjorie's eyes, and go. It was pos- 
sible—here, at least, might be a gleam of comfort — that Gaston and 
Dioah would steer cleaier through their difiOlculties If left abso- 
lutely alone than they were doing n^w. 

He told her of his intention when they vvere on theii way back 
to the hotel. 

*' And, remember, you know your way to the hospital/' he added 
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quickly, as Dinah was about 1o speak. " 1 hope when 1 am gone 
you will pay Jack many a kind little visit, your bands as lull of 
fruits and flowers as they were to-day.'* 

** When you are gone I" echoed Dinah, blankly. The fear smote 
her that With Geofirey's going such slack hold as she still had upon 
Gaston must be loosened. *' 1 hoped you would remain here— as 
long, at least, as I must. Think of all the sick people who will 
miss you, Geff. Tnink of Miss Bartrand." 

'* I shall find sick people everywhere. In the matter of doctors, 
Guernsey is full of better men than 1." 

** And Marjorie Bartrand?" 

'* Ahl that is a diflerent side of the question. 1 am conceited 
enough to think Miss Bartrand's mathematics will suffer." 

** And you don't care— you are DOt one bit sorry at giving her 
up? Do. you know, Geoffrey, 1 bad begun to hope— " 

" Miss Bartrand will be a Girtcn girl before long," interrupted 
Geoffrey. •* Happily,"— he paused— ** she is not without self- 
reliance, has more than a woman's share, perhaps, of ambition. 
When we see each other next it will be as fellow -students in Cam- 
bridge." 

Dinah knew the tone of his voice. It was not a tone that invited 
discussion. 

•* Your leaving is an ill stroke of luck for me, Geff. Day by day 
Gaston's engagements seem tc grow upon him. My time will be 
emptier than ever when you are gone.' 

*' You may flil it, full as time can hold. I thought as 1 watched 
you charming poor Jack out of knowledge of his pain that you 
had missed your vocation. You should be a nurse. Yours are the 
ideal face and voice and tread that we want in the hospitals. If 
you ever harbor thoughts of emancipation, or of a mission," said 
Geoffrey, '* remember my hint." 

"' When Gaston has used the last line that can be modeled from 
my face, for instance?" 

The smile was flickering with which Dinah hazarded the sur- 
mise. 

*• When Gaston has got his last inspiration from your face! Un- 
lucfcily for the hospitals, that day will not come quite yet. A 
woman with a mission should have no such vexatious encumbrance 
as a husband or a lover." 

For once, Geoffrey's tone was cynical. He recalled his parting 
with Mar jocie Bartrand overnight. 
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OHAPTEH XL. 

AT THE BUNGALOW. 

And all this time an o^er of truce lay on the mantel-shelf of 
Dinah's parlor; an ofier directed to himself in the handwritiDg 
whose Greek e's, whose girlish assumption of scholarship, Geot- 
t ley's heart knew! 

Can we wonder at the pagan notion that the gods must needs 
hold their sides for laughter when they gaze down on the ever- 
twisted plot of our little livesf Geoffrey and Dinah were within a 
hundred feet of MilJer's house. Five minutes more and GeS must 
have been lifted— this time into quite other than a Pool's Paradise, 
when, abruptly, a new actor, jauntily floating in cobweb Indian 
silk, gleaming under a scarlet sunshade, with ei^ht-buttoned gloves, 
with airs, with graces innumerable, made her entiance upon the 
scene. 

Mrs. Thome's manner was con&dent to-day, as of one with whom 
the world goes well. Bhe ran skittishly down the stepii leading 
from the hotel garden. She paused, tapping a high-heeled shoe 
in pretty impatience on the gravel. She locked this way and that, 
expectantly; at length, it would seem, decided, with a little merry 
snake of the head, for the chances of town over country. Then, 
with such ease of tread as high-heeled shoes are apt to confer on 
ladies whose summers are increasing, she commenced the steep de- 
scent of the hill. 

** 1 hope Mrs. Thome has not been calling on me. 1 hope, if we 
stop, she will make me no pretty speeches," said Dinah under her 
breath. '* 1 could not bear them ]ust now. If Mrs. Thome makes 
pretty speeches, 1 shall say something true to her." 

Geoffrey, man-like, showed signs of instant flight on hearing the 
ultimatum. He was in no vein, he said, he said, for Linda Thome's 
flne spirits (was in no vein, 1 fear, for the better 6ex, at all, in its 
liveliness, or its asperity); he had an appomtment to keep, a ease 
of life and death, at the bedside of one of the quarry workers — 
would not be back till late — it was time for him to be on his road, 
and — 

'* In short/' interrupted Dinah, '* you have not courage to meet 
Mrs. Thome I" 

*' If you like to say so— yes," was Geff's answer. '* But don't 
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tell Mrs. Thorne the truth/' He whispered this to Dinah, at part- 
ing. " Or tell her such truth only as afiects herself, not you/' 

Dinah, hov^ever, was not in a temper for advice, even Geofiiey's. 
Erect of cairiage, with a flush of the cheeks, a sparkle in the eyes, 
Dinah walked grandly up the hill, determined, at every cost, that 
final truth should be spoken between her and Mrs. Thorne, did 
opportunity offer. 

" So oui philosopher shows valor's better part," thought Linda, 
as Geff vanished down a turning to the right. ** Mr. Geoffrey Ar- 
buthnot positively declines to face mel We have never been rapt- 
lurously fond of each other. "Now it is to be war to the knife, 
liixcellent, detestable young manl I accept the challenge." 

And Mrs. Thorne mentally kissed her pale buff finger-tips in tbe 
direction taken by Geoffrey. 

Dinah, meanwhile, had breasted the hill. Her head was held 
aloft, her fine arms were folded in one of those attitudes of natural 
repose that had always been the despair of Gaston's pencil, lo the 
artist who has no "wood notes wild," the virtuoso with whom 
craft, workmanship, style, are all in all, is not perfect naturalness 
the most difficult to woo among the graces? 

Lindu spoke first. *'So very glad to meet you. 1 have this 
moment called at Miller's and found you absent. We can have our 
chat out of doors." 

She was serenely void of conscience. It was probably a mere 
physical sensation of antagonism that hindered Mrs. Thorne from 
offering poor magnificent Dinah her hapd, 

** To begin with, 1 must unburden my soul by confession." So 
she ran on gayly. *' My visit was, really and truly, to your hus- 
band." 

Kot a change of color, not a sha^e of expression passed across 
the face of Gaston's wife. She possessed the self -preserving in 
stincts of many vreaker creatures, and of her sex in general ; could 
conceal, feign, dissemble — except under the eyes, and at the voice 
of him she loved. 

*' The other night, at 'sea, just before the steamer stopped at Al- 
derney, you must know that he and 1 made a bet, a very foolish 
one. " Linda had the grace to redden as she remembered what that 
bet was about. ** And Mr. Arbuthnot won. He wins in every- 
thing, it seems?" 

A compliment may have been implied by the tone. It fell dead 
on Dinah Arbuthnot's prejudiced ears. 

" And so 1 thought 1 would run up this afternoon to discharge my 
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debt. 1 deposited the stakes on a cornet of youi mantel'piece. If 
you see Mi. Arbulnnot before 1 do, tell him. from me, that he has 
won— that 1 am bankrupt! You will forgive me for invading your 
sit ting-room, without leave, will you not?'* 

Still Dinah did not speak. Bei eyes glowed, deepened until 
their soft English hazel seemed turned to black. 

•' 1 have known you long enough— we are sufficiently intimate,*' 
went on Linda, feeling that she was being forced into the fencing 
attitude—** for me to venture on such a liberty?" 

*' You can venture where you choose." Forth came the reply in 
Dinah's full, rounded tones. ** The room is Qaston's. Bow can I 
question your right of entering it? But I must ask you not to 
speak of intimacy. If I saw you daily, until the last day I live, I 
should never be intimate with you," 

Her voice was crystal clear, by reason of its low pitch. Every 
word was weighted by passionate, long pent-up feeling. Linda 
Thorne shifted about, ill at ease, on the feet that a minute ago had 
danced under her weight so airily. 

*• We ought, positively, to see pa^re of each other! 1 think it 
quite too charming of you to be so sincere— quite. 1 always say 
to my friends—' Mrs. Arbuthnot has that most refreshing, that 
larest of gifts, sincerity.* ** 

*' Do you say this? Saying this, do you mean to speak well of 
me?" 

*' DearoBt JUrs. Arbuthnot! Can you doubt the honesty of my 
intentions?" 

'* Kever say it again. Be generous enough at least to spare me 
your praise.** 

The rapier points had lost their buttons. Linda Thorne fell into 
position quickly. That Dinah, good Griselda-like woman, loved 
her careless husband to the pitch of jealous idolatry, had been pa- 
tent to her long before. Htill, viewing the Arbuthnot household 
from her own level, Linda's judgment was— that Griseldahad con- 
solations. Mild ones, if you will; the devotion of Lord Hex Ba- 
Eire impartially offered to every pink-and- white nonentity he came 
across; the constant society, tinged by that glamour which beauti- 
ful women confer on all their relationships, of the excellent, de- 
testable Scotch cousin, Geoffrey Arbuthnot. But consolations, 
nevertheless. 
And this judgment sharpened her reply. 

*• If 1 were to retrain from praising you, my dear creature, I 
should Uy rayselt open to the charge of envy, the ope vice," ob* 
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served Linda, with pathetic selt-depreciatioa, ** which 1 am tree 
from, livery man in tfiis island, my own good husband included, 
sounds your praise. You have absolutely a queue— 1 mean,'* con- 
siderately translating, " a little train of conquests! Lord Hex 
Basiie, Mr Geofire^f Arbuthnot." 

'*1 ask you to stop! In the class of lite 1 come from." ex- 
claimad Dinah, aflame, ** we hold it unworthy for a married wom- 
an to make conquests/' 

** Rather severe, surely! Cleopatra may never have known she 
had conquered, until Antony's peace was gone." 

** Just as we hold it unworthy in any ivoman, married or single, 
to beguile the husband of another." 

A tiny pink-hued veil reached to the tip of Linda's nose. We 
may assume that the veil concealed Linda's usual percentage ot 
well-applied rice powder. But a gleam of white anger showed 
through veil and powder alike. A nervous quiver walked «T0und 
her thin lips. For a moment it seemed as though Mrs. Thome's 
vulnerable point were found, as though her antagonist's last thrust 
had gone home. 

Then she recovered herself without too palpable effort. She 
laughed good-humoredly. 
** Our strain is getting overtragic. We live in the day cf little 
things. Sensation is out of vogue. !Nobody pushes husbands 
down wells. Nobody ' beguiles ' the husbands oi worthier people. 
Even if it were otherwise, if Viviens were as ^be sands of yonder 
Channel, your happiness, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot, v^ould be secure." 
It must be confessed that Linda made her counter -stroke with ad. 
mirable neatness. '* A beautiful woman married to an tuiwi holds 
him in chains, rose-decked ones, of course, but chains —cTiains." 

She forced Dinah to touch fingers. She covered her retreat under 
a little roulade of interjections sent back, with grimace of friendli- 
ness, across an expressive shoulder. "So fortunate we left the 
'Princess!' Never could dear Robbie have stood the terrors of 
that night! One hears whispers on all sides of heroic courage! 
Mrs. A.rbuthnol's name foremost!" Then Linda Thome tripped 
down the hill, by virtue of superior coolness mistress outwardly of 
the situation, but with her heart thumping ufteasily, with the 
queerest^ hottest sense experience had ever brought her cf discom- 
fiture and defeat. 

That Dinah's temper had reached the point which chemists call 
flashing point was certain. Another encounter like this, with 
sharpened memories on both sides, probably with the added ele- 
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ments of an audience, and either Linda Thorne or Dinah Arbuth- 
not must become ridiculous. 

It was a dilemma, thought Linda, out of which the finest tact» 
the cleveiest self-efiacement, could scarcely help one. She was 
like a prime minister— the presumptuous simile tickled her— a 
prime minister who, having lost the lead of the House, would fain 
transfer his power, gracefully, to the chief of the bpposition. 

Dinah was that chief; and she, Linda Thorne, was genuinely 
ready to abdicate. There was in Linda's nature a thin stratum cf 
Bohemianism; the bulk of the woman was Philistine. She liked 
small popularities, to air her domestic excellences, her devotion to 
her Robbiel Sbe liked to talk serious talk. She liked to dine with 
the archdeacon 1 Sooner than run the risk of scandal, or go through 
scenes of such dimensions as this scene with Dinab, she felt that it 
would be well to take Robbie and the infant, jr ack up her poit- 
maateau, and^fiy. Oh, if M.rs. Arbuthnot—a bright thought strik- 
ing her—could but be made to pack up hers and go— never to re- 
turn! Even if poor Dinah took the worshiped Gaston with her, 
Mrs. Thorne felt that the price would not be loo high. She would 
forfeit every sentimental friendship in the world sooner than again 
encounter the scorn, the passion of Dinah's girlish face. Above all 
— with an audience! 

It was, really, this vision of an audience, of public battles-royal, 
of ridicule, perhaps of acknowledged defeat, which fired Linda 
Thome's conscience to the height of renunciation. 

Arriving at the garden gate of the Bungalow she heard, no un- 
familiar sound, the voices of Kahnee and of Gaston Arbuthnot, at 
high play within. Before discovering herself, the mistress of the 
house peeped for a minute through the ivy-covered railings. She 
saw Rahnee aloft on Arbuthnot's tall shoulder, one little skinny 
hand clutching tight round his neck, the other beating him stoutly 
with a switch. 

•* Fasteil Missy But'not! Dallop, dallop!" shrieked Rahnee. 

The child's vigorous kicks were testifying to her delicious sense 
of power over her slave, when the unwelcome gleam of a scarlet 
sunshade caugl^her eyes. 

!*' Rahnee — terrible infant!" cried Linda, falling back on the tired 
Indian voice that had been absent during her colloquy with Dinah. 
*' Come down, naughty girl. Think how you must be teasing Mr. 
Arbuthnot. '* 

" No, me not tease Missy But'not. Go away!" The thin arms 
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imperiously motioned Linda's dismiasal. " We not want nobody 
— MisaBut'not and Rahneel*' 

"Myyifiit is to Bahnee exclusively/' observed Gaslon. ''Re- 
member, Mrs. Thome I Ton warndd me not to come to the Bun- 
galow. A mysterious something might happen before five o'clock 
converting us forever into enemies. But I will not have Ijtahnee 
included in the tend." 

" Did 1 talk such nonsense— really?'* cried Linda, with a forced 
laugb. " Well, who knows? Peihaps it will turn Dut that t was 
a prophetess, after all. Rahnee, little tyrant, come down this in- 
stant." 

As a signal from Mrs. Ihorne the ayah, who had been placidly 
dczing on her squaie of caipet in the shade, arose. With a quick 
flank movBment the black woman bore down on Kahneo. Upon 
this, Rabnee, clinging closer to Gaston, raised her shrill voice to Its 
topmost limits. 

" Rahnee, I command t Oh I dear— dear, what a trial children 
are at a high tempeiaturel Well, then, if you won't be good," — 
Linda drew from hei pocket a little silvery packet tied with cherry- 
colored ribbon—** it Rahnee won't be a good girl. What does she 
think mamma has brought her from town?" 

"Tandy!" cried Rahnee, with a sudden accession ot repentant 
wisdom. *' Rahnee not tease poor Missy But'nct no more." 

Au6. bestowing two or three resonant kisses on Gaslon, the child 
slid down out of his arms. She gave her mother a careless caress, 
then vanished, hiding herself and her * tandy " under the ayah's 
ample cotton cloak, into the Bungalow. 

•* She really is not a bad little monkey," said Linda, who thor- 
oughly believed in her own system of education. *• Touch Rahnee 's 
feelings, and you can at ^ce bring her to obedience. Feeling is 
the grand requisite in a child's nature." 

•* Who would not be virtuous," observed Gaston Aibutbnot, ** if 
virtue were always rewarded by providential sugar candy?" 

*' And I so wanted to have a few minutes' quiet talk with you. 
Do you know, Mr. Arbuthnot, I am— seriously afiaid "—for once 
Linda Thome's words came slow and haltingly — " seriously afraid 
—you will pardon me, 1 hope, tor saying this— that Mrs. Arbuthnot 
cannot be well." 

" Dinah/ Why, she was fresh as a lily when I parted from her 
this morning. 1 have indirectly heard of her looking her best, 
since — " 

But Gaston's face was unsmiling. The moment when he shufQed 
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« 
and reshufQed the §carte packs, half a dozen men crowding to the 
veranda of Colonel de Gourmet's drawing -room, returned upon 
him with significant and disagreeahle clearness. 

" Mrs. Arbuthnot is looking exquisite. I thought I had never 
admired hei so much as in her Quaker diess, her simpQe country 
hatt Still, there may be a bloom which exceeds health, a white 
which is too transparent. Your wife strikes me — how shall 1 de- 
scribe her state— as low spirited, hysterical 1" 

" She eats and sleeps well. She can walk half round the island. 
Difficult to conceive of a young woman with Dinah's magnificent 
constitution as hysterical!*' 

** But she is so. I met Diirs. Arbulhnot on my way down from 
Miller's Hotel. I told her about our foolish wager, and how 1 had 
honestly called to discharge my debt. A propos de bottes, you 
will find your gloves on a corner of the mantel-piece." 

•* And Dinah?'* 

" Dinah, I was afraid, looked like weeping, under the broad light 
of day, in the open street." 

" impossible! She is Utile given to idle tears, even when cause 
exists for shedding them." 

Qaston had reddened. He made the statement in the quiiet tone 
of a man su^e of his tacts. 

** 1 felt as though 1 had committed some horrible crime — and of 
course, when people's nerves are unstrung, it is sheer cruelty to 
attempt to argue with them. Our soft Guernsey air may be at the 
root of the mischief. Half the disorders in these Channel places 
are nervous ones. " 

•* My wife does not know the meaning ot nerves. Your kind- 
heartedness, dear Mrs. Thorne, for once leads you wide of the 
mark. Will you let me smoke a cigdiette?" asked Gaston, con- 
sulting his watch. ** In ten minutes' tfme I must be on my way to 
the Fort." 

They walked up and down, amicably chatting among the pleas- 
ant blue-gray shadows of the lawn. Neither was ignorant of the 
art by which speech can be used for the coocealment of thought, 
and Dinah's name was not mentioned until the moment came for 
Gaston *H departure. Then Linda Thorne spoke again, and to the 
point. 

** 1 meant every word I uttered, Mr. Arbuthnot, and my test ad- 
vice to you is, give your wife change. Why not try Sark? It is 
the lightest aii we have in the Archipelago. Or, better stilly run 
over for ten days to Biittany." In saying this, she glarMsed at 



A GIBTOK GIBL. ^7 

him through her eyelashes. *' You must, at least, allow that I am 
uueelflsh?*' 

'* I allow only that ycu vcant to get rid of us," laughed Gaitcn 
Aibuthuot, with imperlurbable neutrality. ** Also, that your way 
of woiking the scheme out is charming. Ifou pack up wise coun- 
sel, Mrs. Thome, in silver paper, tied with lose-colored ribbon, as 
you do Hahnee's candy 1" 



CHAPTER XLl. 

ONE WORD. ^ 

The French waitress met Diuah as she entered the hojtel. 

Madame Theme had callcd-^there was scarce five minutes 
since. The vi&itor insisted— but insisted on entering. A thousand 
amiabilities were to be transmitted by the tongue of Louise, and 
something —the Frenchwoman shrugged her shoulders vaguely — 
had been left in madame's salon for mDnsieur. 

*• 1 know all about it,'* cried Dinah, with readiness. "Mrs. 
Thorne and I have just been talking together. It is quite rigiit, 
Louise." 

She assumed the lightest, most cheeif ul tone of which she was 
mistress, feeling, with inward smart, that the French shrug was 
overvague, that a glimmer of suspicious knowledge showed on the 
serving-woman's face. Then she walked, her step mock-elastic, a 
pooily counterfeited smile upon bei lips, to her sitting-room. Shut- 
ting the door, with the automatic care human beings bestow on 
tiivial actiouR in times virhen their heaits aie fullest, Dinah walked 
straight to the flreplaoe. The ** something " left tor monsieur was 
evidently before her. A letter, almost amounting to a packet, stood 
on the mantel-piece. It was addressed in large decisive handwrit- 
ing to **Mr. G. Arbuthnot, Miller's Hotel, Guernsey," 

(Cette ch^re Smeett Elle salt si bien s'effacerl & pair of iron- 
gray men's gloves, lying, modestly, on the further corner of the 
shelf, did not arrest Dinah Aibuthnot's sight.) 

" Mr. G. Arbuthnot, Miller's Hotel, Guernsey." 

Well, reader, if Dinah had possessed only a few grains mere of 
woildly experience it must have been clear to her that this letter 
never issued from the Bungalow. In the first place, by reason of 
the handwriting—when did a woman of Linda's culture aftect the 
Greek e's, the up and down characters ot an undergraduate? In 
the second, by the ignorance of common English etiquette which 
the use ot the title *' Mr." betrayed. 
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But Dinah had no worldly experience at all, neither had ahe the 
imaginativeness which renders some equally untaught people nim- 
ble at guessing. In her mind was one engrossing thought — Gaston, 
In her ears rang the text of Mis. Thome's message. ** 1 deposited 
the stakes on a corner of your mantel-shelf. Tell your husband 
from me that he has won, that 1 am T:ankiupt." 

Theie was no room, in her tempest of heart and brain, for doubts 
that could haye been favorable to her own peace. 

•*Mr. G. Arbuthnot, Miller's Hotel." She took the letter— at 
first with unwillingness— in her hands. She turned it over and 
over. The envelope was too small lor all that the sender had forced 
it to contain; it adhered on one side, only. A touch, Dinah thought, 
shrinking from her thought, and the edges must come asunder. 
Her hands trembled so violently that she let the letter fall, with 
some force, on the ground, Ab she picked it up she saw that the 
narrow edge of adhering envelope had become narrower. An in- 
stant more of dalliance— and the temptation, strong and Imperious, 
to open it,' altogether, had taken hold of hei. 

'* Be true to yourself," vrhispered a still small voice, the voice 
of Dinah's better niture, "loyal, upright, as you have striven to 
be flora the day you married Gaston Arbuthnot. Go away from 
him to-night, to-morrow, if you have not wifely courage to live 
your life out at his side. But go, with head erect, looking neither 
to the right hand nor the left, till the last." 

Then rose another voice, bolder ot tone, of strain less heroic. 

" Poor, foolish, hot-hearted woman! Is it not possible that you 
are brewing a thunder-stcrm in a tea- cup? Why these turns and 
twistings of conscience? Linda Thorne, Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot, 
thinking no evil, make one of the silly wagers common among 
idle people who inhabit an idle world. The lady is the loser, calls 
at her friend's hotel to discharge her debt, and meeting the fiiend's 
wife, confesses, playfully, that she Is bankrupt ! Open that quar- 
ter-inch of yawning envelope, as Linda Thorne, no doubt, intended 
you to do. In Gaston's absence, you have often opened letters ad- 
dressed to him, by his own desire. Where is the fancied line be- 
tween former right and present wrong. How could it matter to 
Gaston if you did see the contents of a packet in which there is 
probably not a syllable of writing?" 

And Dinah's heart was vanquished by the meanness ot oppor- 
tunity. She opened it. 

A length of folded ribbon met her sight; a tiny bouquet odorous 
still w)th yesterday's sweetness, of brier and of heliottope; anheet 
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of note-paper upon ^hich cue word was wiittcD. Bare hints— out- 
lines of some unknown story, which jealous passion might easily 
color—fill up with vivid detail, endow with pulsating life! After 
the first moment's shocis, Dinah stood lil^e a woman pptrified. Uer 
eyes were fixed on the one tcord —never meant for their perusal I Her 
face was bloodless. She felt cold« stupefied with angei. It seemed 
to her that she could not drag herseli from the spot where this hate- 
ful, sure light had dispelled her darkness forever. She waited— 
as though wailing could avail her! At last the stiiking of a clock 
caused her to start. She had got to dress, she rememoered, to tace 
men and women, to dine— for Gaston's sake. With an effort thai 
almost cost her bodily pain, Dinah made her way into her bed- 
room. She locked, double locked the door. Tben holding the en- 
velope and its contents between her shivering hands, she tried to 
force herself into calmness, to resolve on conduct, if that weie pos- 
sible, which should be just to herselt and to her husband. 

He was guilty of tio actual wiong-doing. This thought presented 
itselt, in clear pure light, amid all the dusky half shades of her 
mind. Gaston was fickle, neglectful of herself, too easily led cap- 
tive along the road ol pleasure. Worse things than these she could 
never think of him. To the moment ot hei death he must remain 
her best beloved and her lord; the one man, could the hour of 
choosing come again, whom she must chcose out of ten thousand. 
She did not accuse Gaston of wrong. She Sought not to blacken 
Linda. For aught she knew, these delicately sentimental friend- 
ships, these intimacies which permitted tender oxpression-^he 
yielding of a ribbon or a flower! might, in the world above her 
head, be held Innocent. 

What she did know was that she, Dinah, belonged not to that 
world, desired no further education in its usages. A comedy— an 
amusing drawing-room chaiade, perhaps— was in course of rehear- 
sal between a tired Indian lady, needing sensation, and her husband. 
She would not passively, ignobly stand by, a spectator. She would 
di:ag out hei life of paltry distrust no longer. Gaston's formal leave 
must be asked for, befoie she started; money also— enough to take 
her from Guernsey to the Devonshire moors. This would be all. 
Briefly, if Heaven would help her, honestly, she would tell Gaston 
what wish lay next her heart. And Gaston was not likely to thwart 
her! By Monday —oh, that it could be earlier— she would go oack 
to her own people, to a life shone on by no sun, watered by no 
shower, a life shut out from keen pleaisure as from keen humilia 

tion for evermore. 

10 . , — 
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Dinah sunk into a cbair, and tell to examining the hue and text- 
ure of the ribbon, curiosity, tor the moment, outbalancing cold re- 
pugnance. It was of foreign make, she saw; a relic, doubtless, of 
those days whtn two people, wlw might have suited each other, 
used to meet, to exchange furtive whispeis in a Paris salon; a 
naemento sufficiently precious to have survived through a decade of 
divided years, and to become the object of a keenly contested wager 
"between them now. - 

** Tell your husband," with fresh purport Linda's message 
turned to her. ** that he has won, and 1 am bankrupt." 

She put back the enclosures in heir cover, not suffering herself to 
smell the flowers* languid odor, or look again en the ^ne word 
whose import her jealousy divined ana magnified. Then, just as 
she had hidden the letter away in a secret drawer of her dressing- 
case, the first dinner bell was set ringing, and Dinah bethought ha: 
that, if she would carry out (xaston's parting request, she must go 
into the dining-room, alone. 

No further shiiking of that ** alone " was practicable. On for. 
mer occasions she had quietly contrived to absent herself from the 
public table when Gaston dine^ abroad, pleading headaches for 
heait-aches, preferring tea to tood, ringing the changes by which 
neglected wives, when they have common sense, keep their own sad 
counsel apart fiom^the world. The time was past for deceits now, 
either toward herself, or others. Dinner, to-day, like all her future 
dinners, for twenty or thirty years, say, must perforce, be eaten 
without Gaston. 

To drift— here, in truth, seemed that which lay before her I To 
drift! At the present moment to speculate on possible effects — tc 
vacillate over a tucker, a locket, the color of one's dinner dress. A 
despairing human soul, perplexed over the rival merits of pink, 
white, or blue; a soul which, when love shone on it, had less than 
its feminine shaie of toilet vanity! As poor Dinah hesitated, her 
thoughts traveled back, by no road she knew, to Saturday's rose- 
show, her first meeting with Rex Basire, her earliest distinct doubt 
of Gaston's truthfulness. She decided to put on the black dress 
she wore that day, to pin a white rose, Gaston's flower by predilec- 
tion. In her hair, to wear a silver bracelet, Gaston's first present 
after their marriage, on her wrist. 

How fair, how marvelously fair she was! The fact struck Dinah 
with a sense of newness as she stood, waiting for the last dinner- 
bell, before her glass. Surely her looks, joined to such lavish love 
as she had given, might have contenteiS the heart, the pride of the 
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most exacting hrsband. If she had only had more mind. There 
was the flaw, the fatal deficiency to a man with whom mind was 
all in all, like Gaston Arbuthnot. 

She scrutinized the molding of her temples, the lines of her 
perfectly cut head. In outward proportion she thought there was 
not much am'ss. It must be the quality of the brain tnat was poor. 
There must be an inherited peasant slowness, a bluntness of percep 
tion or «vit, something which disabled her from holding her own 
against the taught graces, the pliant, inexhaustible lightness oL such 
an cne as Linda Thome. 8he might, if lowlier duties had fallen 
to her, have been clever enough to manage a house, to look after 
her husband*s inteiests, to bring up children. Amongst ladies and 
gentlemen— oil, the bitterness with which she uttered the titles of 
gentility half aloud—amongst ladies and gentlemen she had no 
place, no chance. 

And in her nature, not thoroughly sounded as j^et. but of whose 
depths the last lew days had va^juely informed her— in her inner- 
most nature were evil things that a constant pressure of temptation 
might bring to the surlace. She was not like Geoflrey. Ko minis- 
tering to others could fill her life, at any rate not while she was 
young, while the cry for Ipve had the double keenness of a physical 
and cf a moral want. If she continued a hanger-on ct the iv^oild 
that Gaston loved—** some one who must be asked, don*t you know, 
occasionally, on sufierance " — she would, one day, meet with hom- 
age, difteiently offered, and from a different man to Rex Basire. 
Was she sure that gratitude would not be awakened in her, then 
vanity? Was she sure she might not decline, step by step, to the 
condition of that most pitiable among women— a wife, true to the 
cold letter of her fealty, who has at once outlived her husband's 
afCtction and the stinfi;s of her own self-contempt? 

Dinah started, guiltily, as the sharp clang of the dinner-bell 
roused her into final action. It took a good many minutes before 
she could recover sulflcienlly to face the ordeal that lay before her. 
At last, arming herself by the reflection that, henceforth, all life's 
common actions must be gone through alone, and under a certain 
cloud of suspicion, she made her way to the dininff-roora. After a 
moment's trembling heartsick ness, she pushed back one of the 
double doors— entered. 

A hush, an involuntary suspension of knife and fork greeted her. 
The light through a westeru window fell lull upon her golden head. 
The whiteness of her throat and hands was thrown into brilliant re- 
lief by the somber dress she wore. 
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mission." 



A minute later Dinah discovered — no stiangei, but her husband's 
liiend, Lord Bex Basire, at hei side. 



"1 



*• A saint of Hclman Hunt's— Early manner, '* thought a high- 
church curate, away on his lour weeks* holiday, and who never 
would know more of Dinah than the large sad eyes, the lips' carna- 
tion, the nimbus of sunlight-colored hair. 

" Can the complexion be absolutely real?" floated through the i 

brain of more than one duly aged and authorized feminine critic. 

Miller, with his piofessional little run and smile, came forward. 
He ushered Dinah Arbuthnot to her place. 

*' Mr. Gaston Arbuthnot not expected, 1 believe?" asked the host, 
as Dinah prepared to take her seal. 

" No. Mr. Arbuthnot is dining at the Fort.'' ; 

*• And Mr. Geoffrey will not return till late. Then 1 may be al- 
lowed to fill this vacant chair? Thank you, madam. 1 should not 
have ventuied to place a stranger next Mrs. Arbuthnot without per- 



CH AFTER XLll. 

EMANCIPATION. 

Dinah Arbuthnot's face asked vividly for explanation. 

** Made sure Arbuthnot would be here— that is to say, our Ar- 
buthnot "-—Lord Rex stammered; he shewed embariassment that 
sat on him oddly; as he apologized for his uninvited presence. 
** The comings and goings of the Cambridge lousin are naturally i 

beyond ray powers of calculation." 1 

'* Naiurally," echoed Dinah. She remembered, with a pang of . 

self-reproach, what manner of errand kept Geoffrey absent. i 

*' Strolled round here early— by accident, you know— thought I'd ] 

ask myself to dinner with your husband. Clean forgot, till Miller 
or some one put it into my head,/?.t was guest night. That was 
half an hour ago. Ought to have started off, instanter, to Fort 
William." 

*• And why, pray, did you not do so?" . 

'* Mrs. Arbuthnot, can you ask me!" 

Rex Ba sire's tone adequately supplemented his words. And 
Dinah's pulse quickened. She was on the threshold, she remem- 
bered, of a new, an emancipated life. A wife who lives apart from 
her husband must accept her position, grow used to many things, 
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to every complexion of whisper among the rest. That is the world's 
iramutahle sentence. Away from Gaston, divorced from the arm 
whlnh) during four years, had cradled her in warm safety— she 
must learn, like other unloved women, to rely on her own strength 
— her strength and. the chivalry of all such knights-eirant, such 
Hex Baeires, as should cross her path! 

About the chivalry more might have to J}e learned hereafter. 
Dinah realized, before the first step of her downward journey was 
taken, that her strength was weakness. She felt as though atl eyes 
around the table must watch her with suspicion, read her secret. 
Hex Basire's tone of assured admiration brought the blood misera- 
bly, shamefully to her cheeks. 

He saw and misinterpreted the blush. 

" Thought, you know, as there was a rumor of the cousin's ab- 
sence, 1 shorld have a chance of getting next you.'* 

** You would have been better amused elsewhere, my lord. With 
Geff I can talk or be silent as 1 like. Gefi does not mind." 

Lord Rex, on this, made some whispered hit at the *' model cous- 
in's " excellence. As he eat his hall cola soup murmured com- 
parisons fell fiom him as to the men who are made of flesh and 
blood, poor devils! and the other men, too good for this world, 
who are made of ice, yes, ice, by Jove! But he was not great at 
covert allusion. The metaphorical ice got mixed with the meta- 
phorical flesh and blood; his nominatives were nowhere. Break- 
ing down, rather ignominiously, Lord4^ex smothered his failure 
under a capacious sigh. 

Dinah turned to him, with cheeks still burning. *' I am afraid I 
did not understand. Men of ice! Men of flesh and blood! Were 
you talking ot Geff or of yourself. Lord Rex?" 

Despite her blush, the true eyes stopped him short, as they had 
go often done before. Ere Rex Basire bad time to double back to- 
ward his starting-point there came an interruption— one of the triv- 
ia! things not to oe mentioned in heroic story, yet which do, oft- 
times, determine the current of a human life. A plain little man, 
his large checked suit, his open Murray proclaiming the tourist, 
had during the past two minutes attentively watched Lord Rex 
from the other side ot the table. Upon hearing Dinah's mention 
of the name the stranger fidgeted with his knite and fork, cleared 
his throat, coughed. Finally, leaning forward with a bow, it was 
obvious that he expected^ was eager for, aristocratic recognition. 

•* Lord Rex Basiie, if 1 mistake not?" 
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" Sir! You are politeness itself. But you have the better of 
me. 

Kes Basiie accorded his interrogator a blank and frozen stare. 

*• Oh, the top of the St. Gotbnrd, Loid Hex. You were travel- 
ing with the duchess. Her grace** carriage broke down — some- 
thing wrong with the linch-pin— and as 1 was in the region, botan- 
izing, I had the honor of o&ering her grace mine. Your lordship 
will recollect?" 

** Her grace's carriage is invariably breaking down. Invariably. 
Besides,** drawled Lord Rex. putting up a ferocious pince-nez, and 
resolute to nip renewal of acquaintance in the bud, ** we are not on 
the top of the St. Gothard now. Ah, Mrs. Arbulhtot,*' he ad- 
dressed Dinah in as low. a tone as a man*s voice can sink to without 
bec(ming an actual whispei, " tJiis makes up to one for a great 
deal 1 have suttered at 3'our hands.** 

"By this/' said Dinah, whose courage was returning, **doycu 
mean the cold soup we have eaten, or the colder fish- to which they 
are helping us?** 

" 1 mean tbe happiness of sitting beside you, of knowing I am so 
much forgiven that—** 

'* Her grace traveled on as far as Andermatt in the carriage it 
was my privilege to lend her. From Andermatt, if my memory 
serves me righti — ** 

** Your memory is certain to serve you right, sir. The incident 
"Which 1, it seems, have forgotten, was more than unimportart.** 

Lord Rex's manner was brutal; no other word would adequately 
describe it. Tne poor little tourist's eyes dropped to his plate, his 
face turned scarlet. Dinah leaned forward on the instant. With 
the gentle womanliness which was Iiei' breediug, she addressed him 
in her pleasant country voice: 

** My husband and 1 met with just the same kind ot accident once. 
Our carriage broke down, tmd we had to spend six hours, in wet and 
darkness, betwen Berne and Vevey. 1 should not have forgotten 
any one who had come to our belp that night.** 

•* Ah— you know Switzerland, madam? Then may 1 ask,** the 
tourist gave a piteous glance toward Lord Rex, ** if you take an in- 
terest in the Alpine flora? I have only time to pursue such things 
during my holidpys." It is possible he pronounced the word with- 
out its aspirate. '* But botany is my hobbj'; 1 get plants enough 
in my five weeks to fill my leisure for the rest of the year. Kow 
In that very region you speak of. 1 have found two or thiee sped- 
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meDts that are unique. If you will allow me to enumerate the 
Latin names, madam — " 

And so on, and so on. The poor man was one of nature's choic- 
est bores. His intormation was stale, his manner ot impaiting it 
prosy; his blindness to the sufiering he inflicted, absolute. Dinah's 
face wore a look of kindly interest through everything, uccaston- 
ally (Lorfl Rex all but groaning aloud over liis wasted opportunities), 
she would strike in with .some question calculated to start the nar- 
rator afiesh on new tracks, on new piosiness, if, peradventure, he 
chanced to lag. 

She even bowed courteously to him, on leaving the table d'hSte; 
an example not followed by Lord Rex. 

*' A charming dinner, on my word!*' So he broke forth, the 
moment he found himself beside Dinah in the welcome freshness 
of the garden. '* May 1 ask, Mrs. Arbuthnot, what inhuman whim 
made you talk to that wretched snob?** 

Rex Basiie's voice went beyond the limits of petulance. 

'* Why a snob?" asked Dinah, meekly. ** You know 1 can never 
catch the inner meaning of these names." 

** Why? Because he was a snob. • Her grace's carriage broke 
down on the top of the St. Gothard; he had had the privilege of 
ofl^ering his.' What the dickens did that matter to me? * Her 
grace traveled as far as Andeimatt in his carriage.* What the 
dickens did that matter to him?*' 

** Only this, perhaps —that her grace's misadventure obliged the 
snob to go on foot." 

** Mrs. Arbuthnot I— 1 never expect a direct answer from any 
woman," Lord Rex exclaimed, with scarcely suppressed temper; 
** still, 1 should like to know why during a mortal thrte quarters 
of an hour you allowed that little wretch to talk to you?" 

She paused. A shade of deepened color tjuched her cheek. 
**Tlie wretch was intelligent. Lord Rex." (Ai/, and opportune! 
This was a subtle parenthesis, put in by Dinah's conscience.) ** 1 
don't undeistand Alpine plants, but I liked to hear a good deal our 
tourist said about them." 

** The 'obby he pursues during his 'olidays," observed Lord Rex, 
humcrously. 

Dinah turned swiftly round. A streak of sunset goldened her 
hair, and the delicate outlines of her face. She gave a look of 
farewell sinceiity at Lord Rex Basire. 

** Do you remember," she asked him, ** a conversation you and 
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I had on board the steamer? It was just after my husband and the 
Thornes had landed at Alderney/' 

Yes, Lord Rex remembered. He was not likely— this, with a 
gigh— (o f ort^et any hour or place in which he had had the good 
tortune to find himself alone with Mrs. Arbuthnut. 

*' We spoke about class distinctions. I believe you called me a 
Conservative. Certainly you told me you were the most out-and- 
out demagogue in England. Tou were ail tor fraternity. Lord 
Rex. ' Gardener Adam and his wife and that sort of thing.' Labor 
was the universal purchase money. Dukes and earls had best go 
back to the place from whence they came. Well — you meant none 
of this." 

Lord Rex winced. '* Unfair on a fellow/* he observed, ** to be 
thus taken au pied de la leltre, and — '' 

** You must speak in English/' cried Einah. "1 have not 
French enough to understand your meaning.'' 

" My dear Mrs. Arbuthnot! A man may hold theories— visions 
of an impracticable Utopia, don't you know — charming— ahem! to 
air in exquisite company; Impossible to carry out in this rough 
chaos of a world we live in." 

Dinah stopped for a minute or more, sedately reflecting, before 
she answered. 

" 1 think 1 understand. Socialistic opinions, if one is trying to 
make talk for a rather stupid woman ^t a picnic, may be well 
enough, especially if the rather stupid woman does not belong to 
one's own station." 

*• Mrs. Arbuthnot! 1 protest—" 
• *• The gardener Adam, of reality, is a snob, A wrttch, bound, 
of coarse, to lend his carriage to her grace, in distress, so long as 
he has not the impertinence to talk of duchesses or linchpins dur- 
ing the remainder of his days. 1 have gained a new bit of wisdom, 
Lord Rex i3a3ire. It is not likely I shall meet you in l£ngland. If 
T do, I shall remember what you said to our poor botanist — * We 
are not on the St. Got hard now.' You might say, massacring me 
through a cruel double eyeglass, * We are not in Guernsey now.' 
Good-night, my lord." 

She touched his hand. She passed away out of his life with a 
smile. Her step was light. The rose-tints of the sky lent a ficti- 
tious brilliancy to her face. Wonderful how that poor youn^; wom- 
an, Mrs. Arbuthnot, kept up her spirits! So opined feminine 
judges, looking mercifully down upon events from the drawing- 
room windows of the hotel. And under ~the sad circumstances— 
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the husband's indifference to her growing hourly more pointed—lo 
be carried away Jike a girl by this foolish little lord's attention! 
But that is the nature of these pmk-and-white, yellow-haire(L mar- 
ionettes. The temperamcDt, my dear madam, is not one that feels 
or sorrows. 

Dinah Arbuthnot walked quietly to her room, then rang the bell, 
and told the waiting- maid that she would require nothing further, 
and that no one need sit up for Mr. Arbuthnot. She changed her 
dress for a loose wrapper, rested herself during some minutes, and 
with her face hidden betJveen her hands, stiove to realize the altered 
condition ot things which lay before her. 

It had been easy, an outlet to jealous an^jer, to declare, in the 
moment's heat, she would no longer live with Gaston Arbuthnot. 
Duiing dinner, though the strain was tense, there bad been certain 
excitement, a sense of perilous adventuie, to keep her up. Kow 
came blank reality. She must look at her position as a stranger 
would from outside. If she purposed in good earnest to seek ref- 
uge with their Devonshire kinsfolk, she had best benefit by Geoff- 
rey's escort on Sunday, had best, wisely and soberly, begin to pack 
to-night. 

Well, reader, ** to pack," however chaotic one's mental condi- 
tion, means— to use one's arms, see to the folding of one's latest 
intricate furbelows, make sure that one's newest bonnet shall not 
be crushed. Dinah got through this part of her work well enough; 
nay, inasmuch as packing brought hef muscles into play, felt the 
better for it. Then came the bitter beginning of the end. She must 
sort her trinkets, must decide which things it was right to take 
with her into exile, which leave. 

Gaston was the most careless man living. The key of his dress- 
ing-case was in his wife's hands, everything he owned of value in 
her keeping. It thus became needful, in locking ever her own pos- 
sessions, that she should take count ot his. And in doing so their 
four years of nmriied life returned, month by month, almost hour 
by hour beJ»ore her. 

A legacy of two bundled pounds had come to Dinah from a well- 
to-do farmer uncle a few days after her wedding ** Too much, ra- 
ther, to give to the poor, not enough, certainly, to invest," declared 
Gaston— they were at the time in Paris. ** We will go shares, my 
dear child. 1 will take one of the good uncle's hundreds for cigai- 
ettes, and you shall have the other hundred for chificns." 

Dinah wanted no chiffons —at Gaston's insistence, possessing 
more millinery already than she knew what to do with. So her 
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hundrecl pounds were mainly spent in buying pretty things for her 
husband. Gaston was fonder of rings and pins than are most bom 
EngUsbmen. He had also an innocent way of directing Dinah's 
admiration to artistic IriQes in the jeweler's windows of the Palais 
Royal and the Boulevards — trifles which were tolerably sure to find 
their way to his own dressing-table before tne pext morning. 

Ah, their good laughs when iliese innocent ways became toe 
bare-faced! Ah, the golden Paris days, when each hour was sweeter 
than the last, when they used to jest together (little knowing) at the 
musty axiom whicli limits a pair of true lovers' happiness to the 
shining of a single moon! 

AH the happiness—on one side, all the love— was gone now, 
thought Dinah, as trinket after trinket, memorials every one of 
them, passed through her fingers.* She, who, in the bloom of 
hope, believed all things, trusted all things, had become harsh, un- 
relenting, a woman bent, of her own free will, though it cost her 
her heart's blood, upon leaving her husband's side, ^nd Gaston 
— nay, of him she wouJd think no further ill, to-night, at leastl 
The proofs — little needed — of his light faith she had locked away, 
witnesses againrtt him until the last hour that both should live. But 
she would think no new evil of him to-night. She would seek her 
pillow, leave the preparations for her journey as they stood. Mid- 
night was now drawing near. To-morrow, she thought, when sleep 
should have renewed her strength, this beginning of her changed 
existence, this saying of ** mine " and ** thine " Instead of ** ours " 
might come easier. 

To-day was still today. Ihey belonged outwardly, in the 
world's sight, to each other yet. 

There on the bedroom mantel -shelf was an unfinished model Gas- 
ton had made of her, a sketch which, had it reached marble, might 
some day have worked its way inside the walls of the Academy. 
Among the neat proprieties of her dres&ing-table were two of his 
modeling-tools, not altogether innocent of clay. Thiire lay a half- 
burned cigarette — a glove that he had worn. Ah, hsayen! And 
with this passionate afEection at her heart, she was unleved of him, 
had no child with tiny tender clasp to make up to hex for her hus- 
band's coldnessi And. she was still only a gul in years, and life 
but yesterday, it seemed, was sweet. 

If Gaston, with clairvoyant power, could have seen her at this 
moment in her extremity of pain, doubt not that the couple of hilly 
milts between Fort William and Miller's Hotel had proved an in- 
su^cieni barrier to keep him from hei side, Common men, how< 
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erfit, have comooon lights to gaide them. Ihey reap eyen as they 
sow. 

When twelve o'clock struck and Dinah's aching head sunk on Its 
pillow, Gaslon ArbuMinot, with unlmrdeued conscience, was set* 
tling himself placidly down to poker — the little game of draw in 
which he had vouobssted to act as mentor to the youngsters of the 
Maltshire Royals. 

\ CHAPTER XLlll. 

GEOFFREY CALLS TO BE PAID. 

It was a custom, dating farther back than Andtos Bart rand's 
childhood, that the Seigneurs of lintajeux should hold a stifi and 
formal levee on the first Sunday of every alternate month. 

1 he ceremony, shorn ct its former cld-woild stiffness, lingered 
on, and to the feminine mind was one of the most popular Sarnian 
entertainments. For Andros Bartrand, with his fine manner, his 
handsome face, his learning^ his temper, was scarcely less a favorite 
with the sex at fourscore than he had been in the flower of his age» 
Jialf a century earlier. 

•*Will this generation of progress, will the coming democracy 
ever produce men of eighty like our seigneur?" the Guernsey 
ladies. Conservative to a woman, would ask. 

And he who had argued that there may be higher ideals of an 
octogenarian than are comprised by culture, originality, vigorous 
health, an arrogant profile, and a courtly bow, would have stood 
peer chance of escaping without scar from their hands. 

** The seigneur grows robust er every year," remarked Mrs. Ver- 
schoyle to Cassandra Tighe, on the afternoon of July 2. The 
•* Tintajeux levee " had opened. The elder ladies were ranged along 
the row of white-and-gold arm-chairs that surrounded the drawing- 
room. ** Time stands still with Andros Bartrand. Look at him 
talking— flirting, 1 call it— wilh Rosie. The child declares, if the 
seigneur would only ask hei, she is quite prepared to answer 
* Yes!* " 

•* What would Lord Rex Basire say to that?'' whispered Cassan- 
dra, warming up at the faintest suggestion of a love affaii. 

Mrs. "Verschoyle looked muurufully perplexed, the cbronic state 
of her good, maternal, overburdened soul. 

** Lord Rex Basire? One ceitainly seems," said poor Mrs. Ver- 
schoyle inappositely, '* fo have seen less of him since the picnic. 
BHit then we have no gentleman to leave a card at the Foilj That 
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is the worst ot an unmarried colonel ia a regiment. One really can 
not do the polite thing. Does any one know, 1 wonder/' a faint 
pink blush suffused the whiteness ot Mrs. Verschoylb's dheek as 
some misty sequence ol ideas ran through l*er brain— ** does any 
one know if there is truth in this rumoi of the Arbuthnot family 
leaving the island?'' 

** 1 can give reliable information about one member of the Ar- 
buthnot family," cried the prettiest, least wise ot the De Carteiets. 
This young lady, In the absence ot better amusement, haa been 
listening to the exchange of confidences between her elders. *' Mr. 
Geoffrey Arbuttmot leaves Guernsey to-morrow. 1 am sure of my 
facts, because papa went to inquire at Miller's after a room for 
Fred. "You know, Mrs. Verschoyle, that we have had a telegram 
from Lloyd's?' Fred will be home on Monday." 

** 1 hope your poor mother will get no shock when she sees him," 
Mrs. Verschoyle answeied sadly. ** Not one young man in fifty 
brings back a constitution from India." 

** And Miller said the younger Mr. Arbuthnot's room would be 
vacant to morrow. 1 appreciated Mr. Geofirey Arbuthnot highly 
at the subalterns"picnic, and should like to have seen more of him, 
only Mar joiie Bartrand would not let me I Yes, Miss Bartrand," 
ran on Ada de Carteret guilelessly, but putting additional meaning 
in her tone as Marjorie came within earshot, ** and ^although this 
is not meant for you to hear-- 1 can tell by your face that you are 
listening, that your conscience pricks you." 

Listening! Aye, that was Marjciie Batrand, in truth outwardly 
listening, with stiained sense, to the even hum of small-talk that 
filled the rooms, innrardly awaiting, v^ith the keen expectancy that 
hardly needs the help of bodily hearing, for the step, the voice 
whose absence already made the world blank to her. 

" 1 shall certainly not leave Guernsey without calling on the seig- 
neur—to be paid." 

To the cruel words, to such remote and slender hope of recon- 
ciliation as they might hold forth, Marjorie's heart clung tena- 
ciously. She was softer of manner today than was her wont, 
played her fart of hostess with studied dutifulness toward hei 
grandfather's visitors. The annual Sunday-school treat would 
come on next week, said the rectoress of some remote country 
parish. Of course one might count on Marjorie Bartrand to lead 
the games? Had the great St. Laurence scandal reached Tintajeux, 
asked another? Maitre Giroflee and his wife, the best church pro- 
pie in the parish, gone over to Salem because the rector had cut 
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dawn their pew— good solid oak, it must be coDfersed, worth so 
much a ioot— io making his chancel restorations? 

Oh, with what weary patience the poor child listened to it all, 
making occasional random answer, when answer was needed. How 
utterly had her vivid child's life lost its interest 1 How flHt, how 
dissonant was every sound on this planet to Maijorie Bartrand so 
long as the footstep tor whose approach she yearned was silent! 

'* Why-r-^itchl Your cheeks are as white as your gown," re- 
marked the Reverend Andros, happening, piesently, to come across 
her. " We must get our Cambridge Esculapius to prescribe for 
you. What is Arbuthnot doing with himself?" added the seigneur, 
with a hard lo^k at his granddaughter. '* We are short of the in- 
ferior sex to-day. Why is Arbuthnot not here to make himself 
useful among the tea-cups?" 

" Afternoon parties are not much In my tutor's way. But 1 be- 
lieve—yes,'* faltered Marjorie, wUh one of her dark blushes—'* 1 
toeHeve—at this moment— 1 see a figure like Mr. Arbulhnot's cross- 
ing the moor. We will put a teacup in each of his hands, sir, as 
soon as we feel certain of having caught him." 

She fled into the recess of a window in thij smaller drawiog-room. 
Standing thero, shrouded by the lace draperies, she wondered if 
more than a dozen pair of eyes had noticed her change of color? 
She clinched her hands until the nails impressed her soft palms 
painfully. She essayed, with will, to keep her rebel cheeks from 
flaming, her lips from weakness. She marveled by what art she 
could render her manuei passive— Marjorie Bartrand, who during 
hei seventeen years of life had, at every pass, gone aggressively to 
the fore, tor good or for evil —on her tutor's entrance. 

His ring came at the front-door bell. *' Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot," 
was ceremoniously announced by Sylvestre. The French windows 
stood open. With the cccult sixth sense which, in lovers, supple- 
ments the ordinary cues of sight and hearing, Marjorie divined that 
Geoffrey walked at once to the lawn in search of the seigneur. 
After a time she could hear his voice— excellent spirits Mr. Geoffrey 
Arbuthnot seemed to be in— as he made his way through the 
crowded outer room. She caught the laughter of Ada de Carteret, 
the thin gay tones of Rosie Verschoyle. A sharp cross fiie of rail- 
lery was being leveled against Geoffrey on the subject o! his abrupt 
departure. Marjciie could detect and misconstrue the coolness 
with which he turned this raillery aside. By and by came a new 
excitement. The Maltshire dandies were ariiving m force, and in 
the general flutter which ensued upon this important crisis no single 
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voice was longei distinguishable. Marjorie's pulse went quicker. 
Bhe knew tliat her time had come. Three or tour seconds passed 
breathlessly, then a hand drew back the curtain behind which she 
was half concealed. Geoffrey Aibuthnot stood beside her. 

'* 1 have kept my word. 1 am heie to wish you and the seigneur 

good-bye." His composed speech stirred every 3ber of Marjorieis 

repentant, passionate heart. *• It is a surprise," Gefi added, ** to 

find half the Guernsey world at Tintajeux Manoir. Bfil 1 hope, 

- Miss Barlrand, you can spare me five minutes' quiet talk?'* 

Marjorie, on this, had no choice but to look up at him. Tears, 
despite pride, despite principle, were in her eyes. 

*' To say good-bye!" she repeated, holding out her hand, then, 
with cheeks going from rosy, red to white, shrinking back ere he 
could grasp it. ** 1—1 never thought you could be so cruel." 

So the girl cared something for him, after all, thought Geoffrey, 
She would brush a tear away to-mcrrow, perhaps, when those who 
travel by land or water weie courteously alluded to by old Andros 
in the Litany, would regret him a little, as long as this summer's 
roses lasted. She would remember him until her heart, if heart 
she possessed, should be touched in earnest. "No more than this. 
It was not her time to love, poor Marjoriel And he— must part 
from her as a strong man ought; must say '* this is," not ** this 
might have been." There should be neither recrimination nor bit- 
terness. A touch of the sunburnt chiseled hand, a look into the 
eyes which had wounded him, as children wound, from ignorance, 
and then a brave and loyal farewell, this time a final one. 

A table on which lay books and photographs stood at hand. 
Geoffrey took up a photograph of the Gouliois, Sark— some glis- 
tening bowlders, a fishing-net stretched un the shingle, a break of 
wave. IJow indelibly the bit of sun-etching transferred itself to 
his brain's tablets! Uow often, in dull future hours, would those 
bowlders, that break of wave, stand out in crisp relief before 
Geff's memory? 

'* Yes." lie spoke in a key that only Marjorie could hear. 
•* For just five minutes 1 should like to claim you. When 1 was 
at Tintajeux the day before yesterday, 1 was atrociously churlish 
to you. Miss Bartrand. 1 have been brought to see it since. Will 
you accept my apology?" . 

Geoffrey had " been brought to see " his churlishness! Then he 
held at nought her offer of true — the word it had cost her pride so 
dear to write! He offered her this cutting rejoinder, an apology! 

** You are hard upon me, Air. Arbuthnct." There was a piteous 
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deprecation in her voice. ** When you were my master, 1 used to 
think you severe; but that was the worst. 1 believed you to be 
human.*' 

*• 1 am afraid 1 am very human/* Geoffrey took up a liesh 
photograph; he examined it at a curiously shoit-sighled focus. " So 
human,*' he added, softening, " that 1 have not altogether given 
up the hope of your some day writing to me." 

*• A. formal, set letter, do you paean Y" 

•* A letter," said Geff, veiy low, '* iu which no thought of the 
Tinlajeux acres has place.'* 

F:)r a moment her face showed one ot its old bright flashes. In 
the world ot story books it had ever been Marjorie's pleasure to 
scoft at the frail impediments, arising Irom the necessity of a third 
volume, which keep true lovers apart Should paltry reserve— the 
thought came upon her abruptly— should school -girl cowardice di- 
vide her, as though three hundred pages of '* copy '* depended upon 
the quarrel, from Geoffrey? 

*• 1 don't know what you would have me say. 1 can't see why 
you should be o2 so quick! 1 tried— I hoped — ** 

But while the monosyllables came haltingly from Marjorie's 
tongue, a stir had arisen in the larger drawing-room. It was plain 
that a group of people, youn^ men and maidens taking counsel to- 
gether in a corner, were bent on some kind of action. Their proj- 
ect matured quickly. Rosie Verschoyle shot a beseeching glance 
at old Audros as she went through a meaning pantomime of the 
waltz step. Little Oscar Jones, with the air of a man upon whom 
rests an onerous embassy, made his way across both rooms to Mar- 
•'oiie. 

•• Ten thousand pardons, Miss Bartrand! \Vould not intrude for 
the vvorld on a iete-d-Ute, Fact is, you see, some of them want to 
get up a dance on the lawn.'* 

*' A dance! Absurdity!" cried Marjorie, bestowing on him an 
ultra-Bartrand look. Then, lecollecting their position as host and 
guest, ** 1 mean, would not tennis amuse you just as well?" she 
observed, with show of interest. *' Oi ask Gertrude de Carteret to 
sing, or — " 

•* But, dear Miss Bartrand, we all of us want to dance,'" persisted 
the handsome little lieutenant with a smile that he had grounds 
for believing irresistible. *' Miss Tighe volunteers to play tor us 
beside an open window. Powerful backstairs inteiest is at this 
moment bearing down on the seigneur. We only want an encourag- 
ing word iTOro you." 
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** 1 never say encouraging woTds. It is too foolish," cried Mar- 
jorie, detecting, in her misery, that Geofifrey showtd signs of 
flight. •* To begin with, we have so tew gentlemen.** 

"Few; why, there are five at least of ours. There Is Mr. 
Geoffrey Arbuthnot— Ah! going already? Then we must reckon 
without Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot. And it seems some ot the clergy 
dance, a mild square dance, and — " 

•' Yes, yes, Maijoriel** exclaimed a bevy of young girls, coming 
up and surrounding her like the chorus in an opera. " It is use- 
less for you to be wise. Rosie has won the seigneur to say yes. 
Miss Tighe is ready. The piano is on its journey to the window." 

'* Will you be my partner for the first waltz, Miss Bartrand?" 
pleaded Oscar Jones. 

JSow, al any prior moment of her life, Marjoiie Bartraud, deficient 
neither in temper nor in courage, would, thus attacKed, have held 
her ground stoutly. But the girl saw, oi fancied the saw, that 
Geoffrey was eager to get away. Her spirit was charged to over- 
flowing. The eyes ot half the people in the room were fixed upon 
her expectantly. Easier, she thought, before Geoffrey, before them 
all, to give a coldly assenting bow than trust her voice to speak; so 
she gave it. 

Oscar Jones looked radiant. *' Thank you, awfully, Miss Bar- 
traad. This is a victory worth scoring. 1 will just go and start 
the corps de ballet, ask the orchestra to strike up some gay old 
waltz tune, and Murn to you." 

The corps de ballet was already setting toward the lawn. Cas- 
sandra Tighe had taken her place at the piano beside an open win- 
dow. Geoffrey Arbuthnot and Marjorie, with youth, with love, 
with the heaviness of parting at their hearts, were al(»ne. But their 
good chance was gone. The thread had snapped which bound to- 
gether poor Marjorie's monosyllables. Two minutes later, she 
would be treading a waltz measure, the arm of Mr. Oscar Jones 
round her waist. And Geft (the conqueror, to whom ally in whitest, 
girlish faith, had been conceded) felt his blood rebel. He took the 
reprisals of his nobler sex, offered prompt, italicised repetition of 
the crushing word, apology. 

" You have accepted mine, have you not. Miss Bartrand?" He 
held his^and out, steadil}', for. a last good bye. 

" 1 accept the blame you choose to force on me," said Marjorie, 
turning aside her face. 

Cold, fettered, was the speech of both. Still, in this interval 
there was an encounter of pulses. Their hands had met; the fare- 
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well pressure was a lingering one. Propinquity— -unepiritual god 
of youthful lovers — might, even at this supreme aioment, have set 
things straight, bad not old Andros Bartrand passed by, looked at 
them, smiled. 

Marjorie moved away with a start. She felt as much divided 
from her sweetheart as though the Channel already rolled between 
them. 

'* What is this I hear about your leaving us, Arbuthnot? The 
little witch has been plaguing you, I suspect, with hei false quan- 
tities. My dear sir, not one in a thousand of the sex has an ear. 
Music is an art in which ihey have had more opportunities than 
we, and there has never been even a third-rate female composer. 
You aie going to England next week? To-raorrowl Nay, if it is 
to be to-morrow we must have business talk together. Come with 
me, Arbuthnot, to the Horary. " 

The situation was a crucial one for Marjorie Baitrand. i^rcely 
had Geollrey gone away with the seigneur — her heart told her, ** to 
be paid "— before a dapper figure tripped, alertly, across the rooms. 
The well satisfied voice of little Oscai Jones reminded her that the 
first waltz was beginning, that they were engaged to dance it to- 
gether. Her cheeks tingled with the sense of her humiliation and 
of her belplessness. 

Oscar was in high spirits. ** Coach gone, 1 suppose? Dancing 
not much in Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnol's line. Confess now, MIsb 
Barliand "—by this time they had reached the dancers on the lawn, 
Mr. Jones's arm encircled the girl's lithe slip of a waist — ** confess 
in your heart that you rate enjoyment higher than you do Euclid 
and Plato?" 

*' 1 do not undersatnd your question. 1 can not deal in generali- 
ties." 

Marjorie Bartrand held herself as stlflBy at bay from her partner 
as was possible. 

*' Well, you'll enjoy our dance, lor instance, better than being 
shut up in a school-room over musty books and figures with Ar- 
buthnot?" 

'* 1 shall not enjoy it at all." Without a second's hesitation came 
he answer. " Hostesses do not dance. See, there is Ada de Car- 
teret standing out. Give me my freedom, pray, and ask her." 

" Your freedom— to go in doors, to * work a last problem, write 
one Latin line,' with Arbuthnot? No, no. Miss Bartrana, you are 
the best dancer in Guernsey, and I don't often get the chance of a 
walu with you." 
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Fox Oscar Jones, like bigger men, had his vanities. The thoujsht 
of cutting out GeDftrey Arbulhnot was tasteful to him. It ncay be 
added tliat, although Marjorie's tODji^ue had not lost its Rharpoess, 
she was at this moment the sweetest-looking girl among the little 
crowd of dancers. The fire of strong emotion glittered in her large 
eyes. Her cheeks glowed damask, lier slim, white-clad figure 
showed up, in exceedingly agreeable relief, against the dense back- 
ground of cedar-shaded lawn. 

That there was a certain dramatic Interest connected with 
Geoffrey's going seemed divined by all. The divination rose to a 
whisper among the non-dancers, elderly men and women who, gath- 
ering on the drawing-room steps, enjoyed the pleasant sensations 
which bright sunshine, a garden of fiowers, blue sky, and the sight 
of young people moving to dance-music, can scarce fail of produc- 
ing. 

'* The child has a hectic flush that 1 do not like," observed the 
plaintive voice of Mrs. Verschoyle. *' 1 wish any one dared ask 
the seigneur if the mother died of heart-complaint. All that class 
of disease is hereditary, and poor Marjory is so little cared for! No\ 
a creature to see whether she wears a thick sole or a thin one." 

The archdeaconess was standing close at hand, looking on at the 
sunshine, the fiowers, the lightly moving figures, through her ac- 
customed smoke-colored medium. Madame Corbie tarned round 
with slow severity on Mrs. Verschoyle. 

** Marjorie Bartrand is not a girl to die of heart disease 1*' The 
assertion was made with such suggestive profundity that mild little 
Verschoyle recoiled a £tep. " Marjorie Battiand wants the refined 
observance, the scrupulous exactness, the dignified correctness of 
manner which can only be obtained at school. Kone of your Gir- 
tons. None of your Uewnhams. A strictly disciplined school, such 
as prevailed in my young days, for the formation of character and 
the affections. 1 do not consider," said Madame Corbie, " that 
Marjorie 's study of Greek and mathematics has been to her advan- 
tage." 

** And yet Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot appears so charming, so thor- 
oughly reliable." 

Seeing her Kosie joyously dancing in the distance, Mrs. Ver- 
schoyle's motherly heart was disposed toward optimism on most 
points. 

** Has a word been utteied against the reliability of any member 
of the Arbuthnot family?" 

The question was an innocent one. And still did something in 
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its tone, something in the added hlankness of Mrs. Cortie's smoke- 
colored gHze, seem to reduce the character of each of the Arbuth-^ 
not trio to a gliostly pofesihility. 

Mar Jorie and her partner floated past the window at ihis juncture. 

** Give us one more round, Miss Tighe,*' cried Oscar, in breath- 
less staccato. ** Never danced to such a splendid tune in my life!" 
Cassandra was laboring, hot with her exertions, through ** Ptrauss's 
First Set,^ ** Les Hiiondellfcs." or some other long buried favorite 
of her youth. *' Capital turf, capital music, a first rate partner! 
If a dance like this," he proceeded, ** could only last forever, Mijs 
Bartrand!" 

** Thank Heaven it draws to an end," said Marjorie, in a voice of 
steel. 

A hundred yaids distant, across velvet lawns and teds of flower 
bloom, she could discern the figure of Geoffrey Arbulhnot. He\ 
walked away, tirm of tread, erect of head, from the acres of Tin- 
tajeux and from her. And her partner's arm clasped her waist, 
htr steps twirled lightly. She was hostess of the party, must go 
through other dances, must entertain the seigneur's guests to the 
end. 

Fiom this time forth Marjorie knew that she could never more 
feel as a girl teels, never enjoy with a girl's enjoyment. She would 
le a woman, wJih the bitter taste of grown-up life in her mouth, 
from this hour onward till she died. 



CHAPTEK XLIV. 

KISMET. 

'* To a naturally Industrious man these islands would be the mis- 
chief." The characteristic remark came from Gaston, who was 
entering his wife's sitting-room just about the hour when Geoflrey 
quitted Tint a jeux. *' Yes, Mrs. Arbuthnot, these bachelor break- 
fasts, these picnics, these summer nights givnn up to card-playing, 
might well dispatch many an excellent fellow along the road to 
ruin. Happily," said Gaston, '* 1 have the capacity for large waste 
of time, 1 am in no sense of the word an excellent fellow." 

His tone was blithe; the fact of his calling Dinah ** Mrs. Arbuth- 
not " showed a willingness to meet contingent domestic trouble 
with good temper. Stooping down, Gaston Arbuthnot snatched a 
kiss from his wife's pale lips: he pressed her drooping golden head 
between his hands. Dinah wavered not in her resolves. His ca- 
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resses weie eweet to hex as eyer. But was not the dearoess of this 
man's presence her dangei; that wbich should neive her in right- 
eous sternness toward herselt — and him? 
** No kiss tor me, my darling! And^ pale cheeks again-r^woUen 
< eyesl Dinah, you are ill. Something in the place leally disa- 

grees with ycu. We will leave it. You can noi stand the climate. 
1 half believe I w^ant a change of air myselt.'' 

Sinking down in an American rocking- chair, the easiest location 
the room possessed, Qaston Arbuthnot propelled himself to and fro 
until he reacned a point at which his heels weie on a level with his 
breast, fie rested the tips of his boots on the coiner of an adja- 
cent couch, he folded his arms in an attitude of leisurely repose 
upon his breast. Then, the primary point of comfoit exhausiively 
seen to, he looked, with closer heed than he had yet bestowed upon 
her, at bis wife. 

Dinah was dressed In a dark traveling serge Her hair was brushed 
back tightly from her temples, fler face was bloodless, the outline 
of her delicate features blurred by a night of tears. It was impos 
sible for her to be unlovely, even «7ith pink eyelids and swollen 
lips. (If Gaston Arbuthnot 's chisel could have compassed the 
tragic, how exquisite a Niobe had lain here to his hand!) It was 
impossible, 1 say, for Dinah to be unlovely. She seemed trans 
formed, rather— a woman of harder, colder texture than her pld 
self. When at length she raised her head slowly, the eyes that 
looked her husband through and through were fraught with an 
expression that his soul knew not. 

*' I want change, you tell me, Gaston, and that's true. We want 
change, both of us." 

** Oh, 1 was not in earnest about myself," said Gaston, a little 
uneasily. *' As far as health goes, the place suits me well enough. 
Only one positively can not work here! Now, look how this w^ek 
has gone!" He took a note-book from his breast-pocket, he turned 
over page after page with a marked abandonment of his first spright- 
ly manner. ** This week, loo, when 1 was tc have got en with your 
bust, to have begun 1 don't know how much besides. Wheio are 
you» by the bye, Dinah— I mean, where is your model? There is a 
tidy look one doesn't like about the room." 

'* The model is on the top shelf in your working place. Al- 
though you aon't like tidiness, I have been putting everything as 
straight as I could get it to-day." 

** Like the good forgiving girl that you are! My dear child, I 
confess I have idled through this week disgracefully. Not to speak 
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of yeBtevday's dinner, of the old coloners breakfast^ ot the best 
hours wasted— those wretched cards again— to- day, there "was the 
initial mistake ot being left behmd in Alderney.'* 

*• You were left behind there, i think, for your own pleasure?" 

" J am not so sure ot that. The scheme, any yf&y, did not turn 
out a success. Max Grimsby is the best fellow living— but one- 
ideacd. You can not get him to move, save in a circle. He is teth- 
ered to Max Giimsby's pictures. If the sun had shone he would 
have taken me round, amonj; rocks and places, to * verify ' his 
sketches, as he says, by nature. There was a moat disgusting fog. 
I could be taken nowhere. 1 bored myself to extinction in AJder- 
ney. 1—'' 

* Oaston,'' exclaimed Dinah, tlerily, ** don't say things of this 
kind, if you please. The time is past for them. I know ab( ut the 
wager you had with Mrs. Thome before you left the steamer." 

'' Then you know about a very foolish matter," Gaston spoke 
wilh prompt self-control, although he reddened. ** Y'ou have cer- 
tafnly been tidying with a vengeance, my love," he went on, lools- 
ing round him. *' 1 miss a dozen landmarks. What has become 
of my own priceless portraits?" Wherever they lived poor Dinah 
loved to hang Gaston's three or four latest photographs upon the 
walls of her sitting-room. *' I do not see your embroidery frame. 
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*' Yes," she a^aic interrupted. '* 1 know about Mrs. Thorne*s 
wager, about everything it is a relief to speak plain, at last. I 
have known, for a good long time past, that you deceived me." 

Down came Gaston Aibuthnot's ieel to their normal level. Away 
Hew all his assumption cf serenity. A couple of quick strides 
brought him across the room. 

•* It you are bent on having one of our wretched scenes, Dinah, 
look pray, to your language, as far as 1 am concerned. Say what 
you choose about Mis. Thome, if it gives you pleasure. Say what 
you like, of course, about yourself Don't use disagreeable expres- 
sions when you speak of me! I'm the kind of conceited fellow 
whose love really won't stand rough usage. My love for you is the 
best possession I have. 1 don't want to risk my best, possession. 
You understand?" 

!No, she did not, that was the worst of it. She could not see that 
her strong direct nature, craving and athirst fox aftection, imposed 
a strain beyond endurance upon a temperament at once ease-loving 
and volatile like Gaston's. 

" I have never deceived you as far as 1 can remember, Dinah. I 
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have not suf^cient energy of character, I shonld imagine, to be de- 
ceitfal.** 

** ]So? We may have different notions of deceit, perhaps." 

•* One may deviate, now and then, from veracity," said Gaston, 
recovering his good humor. '* Suppressions of tact, in minor 
matters, are forced upon us all. TUe man would be a wretch^ not 
fit for civilized society, who should forever blurt out what he con- 
sidered truth, legardless ot the feelings he hurt, the toes he trod 
upon." 

** For instance— to speak of something 1 understand — if you had 
gone to Mis. Thome's house after a mess dinner it would be forced 
on you not to tell me of it next morning?" 

** To Mrs. Thome's house— after a mess dinner! Such an unim- 
portant thing may have happened once— twice, perhaps, during the 
weeks we hare been here. But did 1 not mention it? Well, then, 
1 do so now, and ask forgiveness," resting his hand upon her 
shoulder, •* for the heinousness of my crime." 

**And your wager— was that, too, unimportant? Your wa^er, 
made at a time when my heart was breaking! And the feelings with 
which Linda Thome regards your winning it—" Dinah's voice 
choked. 

Gaston Arbuthnot was, habitually, a man of mild speech. His 
most familiar men friends had never heard an English expletive 
escape him When he was strongly moved his tongue went back, 
instinctively, to the language of his youth. And he was moved to 
sudden and keen anger at this moment, Thiee or four t rench ex- 
ptessionS; fortunately not understanded of his wife, rolled from his 
lips. 

** You make me detest the sound of Linda Thome's name. But 
take car*)— take care, in this matter of hatins:, that you do not force 
me further than you intend." 

•* 1 would rather you hated than tolerated me," cried Dinah, her 
tear- worn eyes looking btavely up into Arbutbnot's face. 

Some new note in her voice startled him. It was a note, Gaston 
Arbuthnot felt, that might well prove the prelude to dangerous 
self-asseriion. Was a tu quoque possible? 

** You do not wish me to be tolerant. The husband of any ex- 
cessively pretty woman must be so, whether he will or not. Now 
yesterday — suppose the medal reversed. Dinah, that 1 begin to cross- 
question you— how did you spend your afternoon yesterday? You 
forget. Let me refresh your memory. With whom were you 
walking down the High Street, toward four o'clock, in the dove- 
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colored dress I invented for you, the Gainsboiough hat, the cam 
brio collar?" 

** 1 am not jesting, though you are.** Dinah started^ to her feet, 
her eyes were level with her husband's. *' Geofirey came in atter 
you had gone away; ) was idle and dull as usual, and Ge£[ asked 
me to carry some fruit and tiowers to the hospital. The walk did 
me good. W e visited a Devonshire sailor-lad— like one of my own 
people, be seemed to me— and X was able tc talk with him, the old 
country talk 1 love so well. And atttiward, coming back — perhaps 
with ray heart a little lightenexl— 1 met— your friend." 

*• Poor, ill-fated Linda Thome?" 

** And everything went dark again. It was then 1 heard about 
your bet, how you had won, how Mrs. Thorne was baokiupt! Mrs. 
Thome had made her way into the parlor while 1 was out. Your 
winnings were left for you by her own hand. Gaston, 1 found 
Ihem.^ 

** The situation, my dear girl^ grows poignant. Tou found 
them I" 

Gaston Arbuthnot checked himself. The dimensions of this do- 
mestic tragedy— this stoim of wifely passion over a pair of iron- 
gray gloves — overcame him with a fatal sense of the ridiculous. 

Dinah saw that he repressed a smile. Hei righteous anger waxed 
hotter. 

** And 1 intend to keep them until 1 die. If — 1 mean when you 
see Mrs. Thorne, you can tell her so." 

•• 1 will do nothing of the sort," said Arbuthnot, thoroughly in- 
censed at last. ** This constant Inquisition business grows unbear- 
able! There will be no living with you, Dinah, if you go on nurs- 
ing these puerile, these childish jealousies. 1 would no more cffer 
Rn impertinence to Mrs. Thorne than to any other lady of my ac- 
quaintance. You must learn to be reasonable." 

** Must 1? 1 have tried to learn much the last few days without 
success. It is becauBC I can't learn, because 1 am ignorant " — her 
voice had grown hoarse, her eyes dilated—** that 1 shall go away." 

** We can go as soon as you like; 1 have fold you so already," 
said Gaston, coldly. ** We can go the beginning of next week, if 
you choose. Tou would not object very much to my leaving cards 
on the few people who have been civil to me?" 

** 1 would like to go to-morrow, if — if you will give me money 
enough for the journey. Geff will be crossing. He can see me as 
far as Southampton. After that, 1 can easily make my w£^y on to 
Tavistock Moor— " 
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•* You-alone?'* 

*• Why not? In the old days, before 1 married, 1 needed no look- 
ing afler." 

*• And 1 am to follow with the luggage," suggested Mr. Arbuth- 
not. ** You are quite sure there is room on Tavistock Moor for 
such luggage as ours?" 

But his tone was doubtful. Less and less could he understand 
the look, yearning yet steadfast, that encountered him from his 
wife's eyes. 

*' 1 will take my luggage with me. As near as might be, 1 have 
tried to divide things. 1 have put all belonging to you m oider, 
Gaston, as you will find." 

•' You want to visit your people without me? Say it out!'* Gas- 
ton Arbuthnot's color heightened. ** This is rough— harder punish- 
ment than 1 deserve; and a risky experiment! Think it over twice. 
I've been in (he world thirty years, Dinah, and have seen some- 
what of most things. 1 have never seen any good come of man and 
wife trying their hand at these little imitation divorces." 

*' 1 can not live up to your life," answered Dinah, unshrinking- 
ly. ** 1 can not understand you, or your friends, or the feelings 
you have for each other. If 1 stayed, 1 might grow myself to be- 
well, something 1 don't care to think of. 1 was meant for the 
ways of common working people. It suits me to be told things 
plain and straightforward, to keep to my duty, to find my happi- 
ness there." 

"My pool Dinah! Have you not always kept to duty?" For 
once in his life, Gaston Arbuthnot spoke from impulse. 

" Up to this time, because my heart has been full. 1 have loved 
you so much — there has been no room for any feeling but love! 
This could not last forever, and you always away, and others- 
ladies born and educated — not ashamed to take you from me. 1 
might grow hard. 1 might grow vain— worse! Yes, Gaston, down 
in my heart 1 teel all this is possible. And so, if you please—" 

** Don't hesitate. Let everything be absolutely clear between us." 

'* 1 will go home. My father's sisters, I know, would be willing 
to take me in while they live, and I can work at my trade as I used, 
of course, if you will give me leave." 

Gaston Arbuthnot stood tor a few seconds motionless. Then^ 
without a word, he walked lo the furthest end of the room. He 
stood, gazing upon some local oil painting of an impossible First 
Napoleon, mounted on a still moie impossible charger, as intently 
as though he gazed upon one of Raphaers masterpieces. Let anger, 
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wounded pride— ah, more dreaded than either, let easy acquiescence 
be on her husband's face, Dinah could see it not I 

She waited for him to speak, with the tension of nerves that is 
a bodily pain; hoping nothing— the lime tor liopc. was past— fear- 
ing only lest, under the sting ot lier proposal, he should tell her 
that he no longer loved her. The truth itself had, in that moment, 
seemed small beside the possibility of his confessing it. 

But Gaston Arbutbnot was not a man of coarse or cruel words: 
*' I never looked for such a scene — 1 am not good at tliese high 
passions! \our vehemence ioices me into the sort of position 1 
detest. 1 have told you often, 'Dinah, that in everything **— he 
leaned sideways, as though seel&ing & point whence the Impossible 
Kapoleon might be more advantageously viewed — **in everything 
1 am a light weight. Ko use askiag from me the feats o£ an aih- 
lete. In life, I walk quietly. In art, 1 can produce nothing big- 
ger or intenser than I experience iu life. 1 am, what you would 
call, poor all round." 

**Poor — in teeling, most of all,'* said Dinah with irrepressible 
bitterness. 

** In the constant exhibition of feeling, jxu mean, in reiterations 
of * 1 love you.* *' Gaston turned, having got thus tar; he walked 
back to her with marked deliberation. ** In the art ot quarreling 
about nothing — in showy expenditure of emblion on trifles — emo- 
ticn of which, 1 take it, only a limited quantity is dealt to each of 
us, and which we should store up for large occasions— in capacity 
of this kind L am doubtless poor. If I were a moral nonentity, 
Dinah, no human heart in my breast at all, it would seem strange, 
after four years* cDmpanionBhip,[clo8e as ours, that you should love 
meslilll** 

There was an inflection in Gaston Arbuthnot's voice that over- 
stepped the line of tenderness. His face, though it was calm, wore 
an unwonted flush. To Dinah's, burning with passionate sense 
ot injury, the very reasonableness of his speech was an oflense. 
To Dinah his quiet pleading seemed fine words— altogether be- 
side the present grave issue of their lives, 

*' Love! Ah, I love you, well as ever, to my misfortune! 1 
shall love you till my death. Do we measure love out by the 
meager quantity of it we get in return?*' 

'• And loving me, after this strong fashion, you desiie that we 
should spend cur lives apart? You tempt me to say a cutting 
thing,'* broke forth Gaston with warmth, ** yet 1 believe it to be a 
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trae onfl. A man had better be loved less, Dinah, and that his 
wife should remain contentedly at his side." 

** No doubt of it. If you liad married an educated woman you 
might have been happy with her— according to your notions of hap- 
piness. But there's nc going back on that, now. 1 exist, you see.'" 

•* Yes, Dinah, you exist.** ^ 

** And 1 am two-and-twenty. And since we came tp this place, 
1 scarce know why, 1 have awakened. 1 see my ignorance. 1 
know that I want more than 1 used fo want in life. Gaston ~1 can 
not fail asleep again. If you let me return among my own people 
1 shall take to their plain country ways in time— perhaps shall find 
a little peace. At least 1 shall have work, real work, such as 1 was 
brought up to. 1 could never plod, patiently, at cioss-stitch flow- 
ers for days and days together as I have done. And J can never 
rite to being a lady, as a week ago 1 thought 1 might." 

" Then the only outlook would seem to be Tavistock Moor. It 
is not- a brilliant one for either of us— for myself, in particular.*' 
lurning aivay from her, Gaston took up his hat, he moved aimless- 
ly, and with a dull step toward the door. ** If 1 do not cry * Kis- 
met * with a better grace," he added, **yon naust remember this 
sentence of widowhood has come upon one suddenly— as 1 think, 
without justice. But 1 shall not seek to stay you. 1 wish you to 
take back your freedom, unconditionally." 

And so speaking, and while the coldness of death seized Dinah's 
tortured heart, he left her. 



CHAPIER XLV. 

LABELED AND CORDED. 

*'^No argument can help us, Geff. A woman without a tithe of 
my poor wife's noble qualities, but possessing even a faint sense 
ot the ridiculous, might be reached: Dinah, never! Oh, it is 
the absuidity of the thing which humiliates one! A French 
£ong sung after a dinner-party— the winning of a pair of gloves!" 
said Gaston Arbuthnot, bitterly. *' And to think, out ot such ma- 
terials, that the jealousy of the most impracticable woman living 
could evolve serious tragedy 1" 

** Tragedy," returned Geff, "of which the fifth act is, as yet, 
unconditioned." 

Dinner was over; a meal at which Dinah had not appeared. The 
Arbuthnot cousins, side by side, were pacing a remote walk of the 
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hotdi garden. And Geofirey, little by little, had made out tlie 
truth in respect of Dinah's crowning naisery. With his heart sore 
as a brave man's heart could be over keen personal disappointment, 
Geofirey knew that he must arhitiate between the two people who 
stood nearest to. him on earth, and with whose lives his ovtn, by 
some fantastic stroke of destiny, seemed, for good and for evil, to 
be interwoven. 

** 1 don't believe in rash judgments, formed when the blood is 
hot,'* went on Gaston Arbuthnot. " When Dinah burst upon me 
with this new proi>o8al I Celt as if ten years of my youth had been 
taken from me. My angei was at white heat* and it I had spoken 
as ) felt— Well, 1 did not so speak. 1 accepted my fate with a 
decent show of self-command. Beviewing the position — yes, and 
remembering every word you have been saying, Geff — I believe it 
may be best for my poor Dinah to leave me, on probation. Let her 
stay for a coupU of months with her people in Devonshire, see 
how things go on, and—" 

*' They will go on vilely! They will go from bad to worse.*' 
Qeoftrey was in no humor for putting ornamental polish on his 
words. ** Whan does good come from a tentative separation be- 
tween man and wife?" 

'' Exactly what I said to DinahT These little imitation divorces, 
1 told her, are risky experiments. Impossible to make her hear 

'* Your eloquence must have been at fault. Tou have had per- 
fect happiness, Gaston— there is the truth! You have had such a 
lot as does not fall to one man in a million, and you have grown 
careless of it." 

Geoffrey's voice was set in a lower key than usual. Glancing 
round at him, Gaston surprised an ^expression on the strong feat- 
ures, a glow in the dark eyes that he remembered. Not wholly 
unlike this did Geff look on the late June evening when he came, 
four yeais ago, to his rooms in Jesus, and congratulated him, Gas- 
ton, on his engagement to Dinah Thurston. 

*• You have alwavs been Dinah's friend. 1 thank God she will 
have you for her friend in the future. Toward myself, perhaps, 
you are a little less than kind. Some French pro vert) explains to 
us, does it not, how a man's friendship can never be perfectly 
equal for a husband and foi his wife?" 

•* The French proverb is at fault, as far as 1 am concernefl," said 
Geoffrey. ** 1 am your friend, 1 am Dinah's. At this present 
hour 1 reprobate the conduct of both with strict impartiality." 
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*' My coDduct is Degatlve. I find myself plaoed by an outburst 
of the eternal feminine injustice in a ridiculous position. 1 must, 
as men have done before me, live a ridiculous position out. What- 
ever my wife desires in tlie way of money arrangements shall be 
hers. On the day when she is tired of Tavistock Moor I shall be 
at her feet." 

*• All this might be aptly said if you were in a stage-box, a ciitic 
looking on at the histrionic break-up of other people's lives, with 
a view to the morning papers." 

** 1 have tried, since I was a boy, to regard everything concern- 
ing myself from an indifterent person's point of view. The habit 
has become second nature, and—" 

•* Shake yourself free of it to night. You are not an indifferent 
person. You are not criticising a scene in a mixed drama. You 
have to decide whether you, Gaston Aibuthnot, intend, at thirty, 
to be a failure or a success." 

*• Afailurel" repeated Gaston, his pride galled instantly. *'ln 
your office of peacemaker, Geff, don't allow your good will to run 
away with you. We have a score of big examples— -Byron, if you i 

choose, at their head — to show how men of shipwrecked lives can 
give the world the best of their genius." j 

** When you come to genius," said Geff, grimly truthful, •* we ! 

are off our lines. We are talking of common men, not of giants. 
For a man cf your calioer, Gaston, td forfeit his domestic happi- 
ness is to forfeit all. In losing Dinah, whatever hei folly in pro- 
posing the Quixotic scheme, you would lose your right hand. Up 
to this time, even with a good and beautiful and long-suffering 
woman at your side, your backslidings have been many. Do you 
think you are going to work onward and upward without an in- 
fluence such as Dinah's has been to hold you straight?" 

" You speak hotly, Geff." 

*' 1 feel hotly," answered Geoffrey, without an effort at a fence. 
*' My own life has been spoiled— 1 — 1 would say," he corrected 
himself. *' the happmess which men like you, Gaston, can throw 
away or keep as Ihey choose, is not likely to come near mc. Mine 
must be sought tor in such commonplace daily work as 1 have 
strength to do. This gives me a selfish inierest in the welfare of 
the people 1 love. Your fireside and Dinah's," he attempted a 
lighter tone, " is the only one to which 1 can look iorwmd in my 
old age." 

Again Gaston watched his face curie usly. Perhaps in the mo- 
ment's keen illumination he read aright the larger nature than his 
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own, apprehended with his balanced mixture of worldly depth and 
moral airiDosfi, a page whose intricacies should never, m this life, 
be wholly deciphered by poor Geff himself. 

•* You were right as to genius, Gecfirey. There is an ingredient 
wanting in me! If I had had your heart 1 should not at thiity be 
a manufacturer ot third-iate prettinesses for the dealers." 

Engrossed in talk, the cousins paced to and fro among Ihe fac- 
ing shadows of the garden for another hour. It was an hour, a 
talk, which neither of the Arbuthnots would be likely to refer to, 
which neither certainly would forget this side the grave. By ana 
by, when night had come in earnest, when the roses and jasmines 
that clung round the hotel verandas smelt dewy sweet, Gaston 
returned to the house alone. He entered through the liUle court 
that had been fitted up as his studio. Here a flicker of starlight 
overhead showed him his tools, his unfinished models, his working 
blouse, all the implements of his craft, neatly set in order as 
Dinah's hand left them. Passing on into the parlor he found him- 
self in darkness, silence. For a moment a nameless fear— the pos- 
sibility that she was gone—contracted Gaston Arbuthnot*s heart. 
Ihen, with soft, eager step he made his way to his vrrife's bedroom, 
laid his hand on the locK, and opened the door by an inch. 

A solitary light burned there. 

** May 1 come in. Dinah? Can 1 be of use to you in your pack- 
ing?" 

To this she answered not, or answered in so low a voice thit 
Gaston's ear could not catch the sound. He pushed back the door 
wide and entered, making fast the lock behind him. Dinah's pack- 
ing, to the smallest detail. Was complete. Her boxes, labeled and 
corded,' stood in a row; her wraps were put up; her traveling bag 
was strapped. Dinah herself sat in a low chair beside the cur- 
tained half-open window. The light from a hand lamp on the 
mantel-shelf just enabled Gaston to discern the dead whiteness of 
her tired face. 

•* Your packing done?" he asked her. *' And have you moved 
these heavy boxes by yourself?" 

" The Frenchwoman helped me. 1 had no need of hei— my 
arms are strong— but when she ineisted, .1 thought it would look 
strange to refuse longer. 1 tried to apeak to her lightly— just say- 
ing that I had to gc away, of a sudden, to Btay with friends in 
JEngland," 
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** That was wise. It were a pity that idle tongues should begin 
to talk of us already.*' 

No answer came to this. Gaston saw tliat her hands trembled, 
and as (hey lay tightly clasped together on her knee. 

** And about money, Dinah?" 

Crossing tha room, Mr. Arbuthnot shut down the window, then 
placed himself at the distance of two or three feet from his wife. 
He looked at her long and tenderly, looked as though on that 
white, strained face he saw some beauty which the dullness of his 
senses, the selfishness of his heart, had never during the past four 
years let him discover. 

** Geoffrey and 1 have just had a long talk. 1 believe, as tar as 
Southampton, you had better let Geff be purse-holder. Then we 
must think of the future. We must plan as to a permanent settle- 
ment. 1 am a poor man, you know, Dinah, or rich only by tits 
and staits. If I can secure to you twp hundred pounds a year, 
could you make it enough?" 

Dinah raised her clasped hands deprecatingly. Her speech failed 
her. 'Kow in the moment when she needed strength, self-control 
most, they proved traitors. She could only sit, faint, cold, sick, 
only hear the details of her own passionsEte wish put into calm, 
reasonable — ay, and generous derail by Gaston. 

"For the first year," he repeated, *' until 1 become a steadier 
worker, could ycu make an allowance of two hundred pounds 
suffice?" 

" I want nothing but a few pounds at first," said Dinah, with a 
desperate effort. ** After that 1 will work— plain sewing, out-door 
work, aufthins^ they can find tor me to do.'* 

•* You might get plain sewing and out-door woik, too, without 
going as far as Tavistock Moor." 

** But 1 am known there. 1 am not the soit of woman—-! mean 
as yet— to make my way alone among strangers." 

** You shall neither gc to Ta\istock Moor nor among strangers. 
You shall remain with me." Gaston said this with slow emphasis. 
** The law is on my side." 

Poor Dinah started up. Ihe world seemed to float away from 
before her. A piteous look in which— yes, amidst all Its angush — 
there was a tremble nf hope, went across her blanched face. 

*' My sins have been grievous enough, the sins of cuielessness 
and selfishness— they have not gone deeper. Let the futuie make 
up for them. Forgive me, Dinah I" Arbuthnot's arms were opened 
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wide. *• 1 could not work, 1 could not live without you. 1 love 
you better than my life.'* 

With aery as of a child tal^en back, unexpectedly, to the lost shel- 
ter ot borne, Dinah fell upon his breast. 



CHAPTER XLVl. 

A BY^TBRM MAN. 

But no such good thing as rtccnciliation fell to iJHarjorie Bar- 
trand. 

Within a week ot Geofirey's departure Dinah and her husband, 
bride aud bridegroom once more, started joyously on iheir way to 
Italy. There was a liitle wonder amcng the few people who had 
known them, a little hypothetic gossip, an unjust suspicion, per- 
haps, ihat Linda Thorne could clear up more secrets than one, " as 
she listed." And then Guernsey knew the name ot Aibuthnot no 
more. Marjorie Bartrand must take up life at its old point before 
love, before disappointment made acquaintance with her — musi 
stand chill and alone, in the same Arcadia where she stood beside 
Geoffrey on the morning of their one day's engagement; must work 
under a new teacher in the school-room where every book, every 
window-pane, spoke to her ot the past, and of the sharp irrevocable- 
ness of her loss. 

Autumn faded, monotonously, into the season of soft weather 
which in the Channel archipelago does duty fcr winter. March 
came again with its outside show of hope; all Tintajeux busy at 
farm work— the seigneur, aleit of step, taking part in his potato- 
planting and vraic harvest, like a man of five-and- twenty. Later 
on, the cuckoo flower bluEhed anew, the rooks vociferated from ihe 
tree-tops. And then, a little later, the roses reddened. Marjorie 
Bartrand, conning over the entries in her last year's pocket-book, 
began to know the meaning of the somber word enniversaiy. 

•* To-day,*' after this fashion the record ran, ** commenced my 
reading with Geoffrey Arbuthnot." 

** Many faults in my Latin exercise. Geoffrey Arbuthnot stern 
and inhuman.'* 

" Have resolved to lecture a certain person on his neglect of his 
wife. And on frivolity.'* 

•* This day received my first letter from Geoffrey Arbuthnot.*' 

And 80 through the brief drama^ until a final entry on Sunday, 



320 A GIRTON GIRL. 

• 

July the 3d—" To-day Geoffrey Atbuihnct left Guernsey forever.-'' 
After vehicb all was blank — in the pocket-book, as elsewhere. 

There were somber anniversaries, 1 say, tor Marjorie Bartrand. 
For two or three ot the young women who have flitted acrross ihe 
background of this story, summer brought the sound ot jocund 
bells, brought a day which to each must henceforth be tlie one 
crownint; anniversary, dark or sunny, of life. Rosie Verschoyle 
took to herself a matt, happily for Bosie, a worthier man ihan Hex 
Basire. Ada. de Carteret became the wife of little Oscar Jones. 
Marjorie enacted bride-maid, until the sight and smell of orange 
blossoms vfire a weariness to her. iShe felt glad when weddings 
and summer were alike over, when the scents of blown syringa and 
heliotrope belonged definitely to the past, glad when the equinox 
had stripped the woods, and JNovember, grave and pale, approached, 
like a friend who knew her trouble, and had solace in store for her. 
For Marjorle's character had opened out rather than altered. She 
was a Bartrand— high-handed as ever; during the past fifteen 
months had worked with a courage betokening of what tough fiber 
her spirit was made. In November a decisive step toward the 
Alma Mater was to be taken. Mademoiselle Pouchee, the earliest 
on the Tmtajeux list of governesses, had long besought Marjorie ta 
stay with her in Cambridge, and the seigneur, with exceeding bad 
grace, had tardily consented to the visit. For Cambridge meant 
GirtonI Marjorie, of late, had been coaching with a Girion grad- 
uate who held ofHce in the Guernsey college, and was promised 
credentials to the highest feminine magnates of the University. 
" ^Vomen who, in achieving renown, had lust tlie fairest brhament 
of their sex.*' Thus spoke old Andros, stirred by the irreconcilable 
antipathies of his youth, antipathies which sixty subsequent years 
amidst a world In full progress had failed tc modify. 

** 'Ihe best person you could come across would be that tutor of 
yours-— Arbuthnot." The seigneur brought the blood into Mar- 
jorie's cheeks by teling her this, one day. ** We must conclude 
that I shall die, some time. It is given to few men to draw breath 
in three centuries. ^Vhen I am gone you will need a husband more 
than the Higher Education. 1 liked Arbuthnot. He was a shal- 
lowish classic and overful of this modern * know-all, know-noth- 
ing * spirit. But he was a man — so many honest English stone, 

' moral and physical, in himl A good make- weight for a bit of 

i wandering thistle-do wrn li ke you. * * 

\ The speech lingered in Marjorie's penitent soul. If things bad 

\ gone difierently, then, old Andros would not have said nay to 
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Geoffrey's suit! Her own passionate temper, the jealousy that 
'• cculd brook no rival, present or in the past, were alone answerable 

for love forfeited, for a vista of long years, out of which the sweet 
fullness of youth, at youth's best, should be wantine:. 

And blood warm and generous ran in Marjorie*s veins. Her ob- 
ject in visiting Cambiidge^Was, of course, to make personal ac- 
I quaintance with Girton. Her hopes and fears must be centred on 

the august ladies who in future days would be her Dons. But the 
j iPinembrance of her lest sweetheart plucked ever at her heart. If 

! by accident, Geoffrey crossed her path, what would be her duty? 

I That was the thing to cons'iCieT—dutp. Simply as an old comrade, 

might she not hold out her hand, seek a final word of explanation? 
At what nice point should self respect, a due sense of wounded 
Barlrand pride, draw the line of unforgiveness? 

These were not questions she could propound to her Ghton 
coach, a lady of fair exterior, young m years, but who had recently 
come out fvell in two Triposes. Cassaiidra Tighe, with her lowlier 
range of thought, stood nearer to one, Marjorie felt, her sixty win- 
ters notwithstanding, in such trivial human perplexities as belong 
to love and lovers. In these poor matters ignorance would seem to 
possess a spurious wisdom of its own. The higher sciences assist 
one moderately. And so, on the vigil of her English journey, the 
girl started away between the lights, alone, and with an overflow- 
ing heart, to seek her old friend's counsel. 

It was a typical autumn evening of this mid- Channel region. A 
north-west wind shivered and sobbed among the poplais that hedged 
the entrance- way of Cassandra's domain. The garden dahlias 
drooped their heads, the chrysanthemums with their thin, halt-bit- 
ter odor, showed wan and ghostly in the thickening dusk. An 
irresistible sense of decay was conveyed by tlie fitlul rustle of the 
falling leaves. The surrounding fields and copses were shrouded 
in vague mist. Loss and uncertainty— these seemed the dominant 
notes in the pallid landscape. They suited Marjorie Bartrand's 
mood. Were not loss and uncertainty the dominant notes of her 
own changed life? 

The cottage door stood open. No sound stirred within, save the 
ticking of the old Dutch clock on the stairs. Unannounced, she 
made her way in to Miss Tighe's home-like ground-floor drawing- 
room. The weather was too mild lor more than a pretense at fire, 
the hour not late enough for lamp or candle. Cassandra sat unoc- 
cupied beside the scarce-lighted hearth. The kindly lady jumped 
up at the sound of Maijoiie's step, then almost with an air of 
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shame, began to excuse herself for her idleness. She had had a 
busy gardening day, lillle credit though her borders did her, and 
after dinner meant to practice for a couple of hours at her harp. 
*' But even Cassandra Tighe,*" she added, ** must be tired some- 
times. I am an old woman, Marjorie. It is the prerogative of all 
old people, save the Reverend Andros Bartrand, to sit when the day 
drawsiln with hands folded. At such 'times we live in the past, as 
you young ones love to do in tiie luture.'' 

** The future," repeated Marjorie, ;'n an underbreath; ** that is 
what I want to speak to you about. I chose this hour on purpose. 
The best time to talk of difficult things is entre chien et loup, as the 
Guernsey lolk say.** 

She sat down somewhat dejectedly on the opposite side the 
hearth. The young woman and the old one could just discern each 
other's faces by the flicker of the slow-burning tire. 

** So you start lor Cambridge to-morrow! And your grand- 
father, 1 hear, gives you a letter to the Master of Matthias. Weil, 
Marjorie, though you should fail to Girtonize the Spanish nation 
eventually, 1 must praise you for your present cleverness in Girton- 
iziug the Seigneur of TintajeuK." 

** The seigneur was never more obdurate. * If it pleased my 
granddaughter to roam the country with an organ and a monkey, ahe 
would do it; 1 could only see that the organ and the monkey were 
good of their kind.' This is his charming way of putting things— 
bis excuse for giving me an introduction outside of Kewnham or 
Girton.'' 

•* And your coach, Miss Travers, is to be your escort. She is 
comelier than one could have expected, poor thing. I have no 
prejudices, as eveiybody knows," said old Cassandra. ** When 1 
heard a Girtonite was coming to our college 1 held my peace. If 
one of these emancipated young women has regular features or a 
bright complexion, 1 acknowledge the fact. Still, one wondets — " 

** How such a girl as Miss Trailers could choose the higher life, 
instead of mairying— some man like Lord Rex Basire, say, or Mr. 
Oscar J ones I" 

** Those two are not the only types of man extant," observed 
Cassandra. 

To this there succeeded a sufficiently pregnant silence. Marjorie 
broke it, with effort. Her voice had become unsteady. Her sen- 
tences were disjointed. 

" We are to stay one night in London— 1 don't know whether 
giandpapa told you about the plans? !Next day we shall see what- 
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ever sights are visible through the Wojember fog, and late in the 
afternoon 1 shall run dowir to Cambridge, ll is high time 1 learned 
to knock about the world alone 1 If 1 work steadily when we come 
back to Guernsey, very likely 1 may go up to Girton as a by- term 
man in January." 

" Is this the future you wanted to talk about?" Cassandra Tighe 
bent forward. SShe looked hard at the slim girlish figure, the deli- 
cately feminine face of Marjorie Bartrand. ** You must learn to 
knock about the wcrld alone! You will go up in January as a 
by-term man! These prospects may be intoxicating. We require. 
I think, no assistance from the friendly half light to discuss them 
in." 

The remark went home. Marjorie's ill fated love affair had 
long been an open secret between her and old Cassandra Tighe» 
and in a few minutes' time half confidences were over, reserve had 
gone to the winds. Geofirey Arbuthnot's name, for the first time 
for months, was on the girl's trembling lips. 

** 1 am not likely to be over forward again, Miss Tighe. But, 
strive as I will, the longing overcomes me to see Mr. Arbuthnot— 
before he marries some one else — to give him a last cnance of ex- 
planation. The woid-^the one woi^d—l wrote that miserable after- 
noon, may never have reached him. "When 1 jieard Mrs. Aibuthnot 
was out," Marjorie made confession, *' my couraage went from me 
— I had hoped to leave my packet safe in Dinah's hands— and I 
just gave it, without a message, to the servant who answered my 
ring. Then 1 drove away— fast, for fear Geoffrey should meet me 
and see my^ face." 

•* The Arbuthnot people were a singular trio." Cassandra naade 
the remarfc with an irrelevant neutrality savoring cf the serpent's 
wisdorp, ** The best looking cf tne men, not your tuU r, Marjorie, 
is <ioing good things, it seems, as an artist. Colonel de Gourmet 
has a correspondent in Florence, whe^| the Gaston Arbuthnots 
live, and the accounts of them are favorable. You know, of course, 
that there is a Miss Arbuthnot?" 

** Yes, 1 have heard ihc news. It is good to think that Dinah 
must be a happier woman now." 

** We shall not see such a face\again on our shores. Do you re- 
member my mistake about her, Marjorie— -the lecture 1 made you 
read your tutor on his frivolity?" 

" You ask me questions instead of answering mine. Miss Ti^he. 
If \ should meet him— if through bliod accident 1 should speak to 
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Geoffrey a^ain, would it be delicate, would it show proper womanly 
pride, tor me to attempt one last explanation?" 

XUassandra 4id not instantly reply. The sobbing of the wind had 
died among the poplars. The leaves fell noiselessly to the damp 
earth. Only the ticking of the clock on the stairs broke silence. 

" Forever— never r* 

'* Never— forever I'* 

And with each second, thought Marjorie, how many humaa 
loves must be laid low, how many hearts must begin to ache for all 
time as hers was aching nowl 

Jttiss Tighe sat calm and placid, as when the girl first entered, 
her hands folded on her knee. ** And what earthly inducement 
had Pouchie to settle in a University town?" she observed at 
length. ** Why does the woman live alone?" 

" Her father was maltre d'escrime in Cambridge. She and her 
mother live on in the bouse where he died. 1 rather think made- 
moiselle gives French lessons still/' 

'* Oh, mademoiselle gires French lessons still, does she?" Cas- 
sandra's tone was absent. She rose, moved closer to the hearth. 
Her face was level with the miniature portrait of a lad in old-fash- 
ioned uniform that hung there. By and by, "1 am going," she 
said very low," to tell you something about which 1 have been si- 
lent for forty years. "| 

"Miss Tighe—" 

** Don't be afraid of an old woman's prosy history, or of a ser- 
mon. You will have neither. Forly years ago, child, there lived, 
in the tar north ot England, a girl, somewhere about your present 
age. This giri was on the eve of being married. Her wfSTding -dress 
was ordered, the guests were bidden. Well, at the eleventh hour 
she chose, in a flame of paltry jealousy, to resent some fancied 
want of devotion in her lover. He was single-minded, loyal— of 
.finer stuff altogether than herself . They might have been reconciled 
in an hour if she would l^ve let ber heart speak, have returned to 
the arms outheld to receive her. The girl would make not an inch 
of concession. She came, as you do, Marjorie, of people who look 
upon unforgiveness as a virtue. She heard around her the old stock 
phrases — delicacy, family pride— the righteousness cf subordinat- 
ing feeling to willl And so it c^me to pass that the lover, having 
neither weahh nor title, was allowed to go. tie exchanged into a 
regiment under orders for India. Our troops were then in Afghanis- 
tan,\engagefl in hot fighting, and — " 

Miss Tighe's voice— the brave, kind voice that Maijorie had al- 



A GIRTON GIRL. 335 

ways known--brok« down. Marjorie felt herself turn chill with a 
vague terror. To hear of this white-haired woman's love seemed, 
in her overstrained mood, lilse receiving a message from the world 
of ghosts. She awaited the sequel of the story, not speaking, not 
lifting her eyes to the narrator's face. 

" The lad fell— a locket his sweetheart had once given him bid- 
den in his breast. It came back to her, through a brother officer 
who knew something of the dead man's story— awe? mth a stain 
en it. That stain has maiked every day of a lonely life through- 
out forty years. Tou will not speak ot this again, remember." 

*• Never, Miss Tighe, 1 promise you." 

••But keep my words in your memory. If you meet Geoffrey 
Arbuthnot, if a moment comes when happiness beckons one way, 
the Bart rand pride another, they may, perhaps, be of use to you." 

So human hearts can remain true lo Iheir griefs for forty years! 
Marjorle pondered on this fact as she walked back through the No- 
vember-emelling, dark country to Tintajeux. She ftslt, with the 
certainty of morbid eighteen, that her own life would be a counter- 
part of Cassandra Tlghe's. She would never love any other man 
than Geoffrey, would never marry where she did not love. She was 
not likely to die. In the glow of her young health, feeling her 
limbs so lithe— the mere act of walking and breathing an ever-re- 
newed bodily pleasure-^ death lay ever an horizon which she had 
not yet sighted. Ah, it she could hear Geft's step approaching now, 
if she could feel his hand-clasp, strong, friendly aa in the days of 
old, the colleciive pride ot the whole Bartrand race would not long 
stand between them! 

But the mirk lanes were forsaken; no human step save her onrn 
was to be heard. The lights were lit in the scattered cottage home- 
steads, the children at play round the fire, the elders resting after 
their day's work. Through the low windows Marjorie could see 
one family group after another as she passed along, and felt her 
own loneliness the greater. As she came near Tintajeux the cry of 
the owls, than which no more freezing sound exists in nature, was 
all that gave her welcome. 

" That stain has marked every day of a lonely life throughout 
forty years." 

The moral of Miss Tighe's story lingered in Marjorie's heart. As 
she and her grandfather sat for the last time together over desseit, 
old Andros took not unkindly notice of her white cheeks and dark- 
ened eyes. 
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•• You must get back your good looks before you show yourself 
in Cambridge. Women are sent Into the world to be gracefiil. 
When they fail in tbat, they faii in everything. Be a senior wran- 
gler if you will, but keep your complexion. You have grown much 
more like your father of late." This v^as the highest form of 
praise Andros Bartrand could o5er her. ** Don't go back to the 
little skinny Spanish witch of former days.*' 

** 1 wish 1 could, sir," cried Marjorie, a flash of quickly roused 
mutiny in her eyes. ** The days when 1 was a little t^kinny Span- 
ish witch were better than any 1 am liliely to knov? again in this 
world.'* 



CHAPTER XLVll. 

BESIDE THE CRADLE. 

** 1 JUST feel we are too happy. It makes me tremble, Gaston. 
1 would rather see the speck of cloud no bigger than a man's hand 
than for ever live in dread of it." 

** Tou would rather have anything than the actual, my dear. 
That is a little weakness of the sex. Surely your daughter ought 
to hll every cievice of your dissatisfied heart I" 

** She fills it, fuller than my heart can hold— my own sweet baby. 
She is a wonderfully forward child, is she not? So strong of her 
age— so intelligent— so beautiful!" 

** Not beautiful, Dmah. 1 am no amateur of infants, although 1 
can tolerate their presence after the age of two yeais. As regards the 
particular infant sleeping in the cradle, yonder, even my knowl- 
edge of the subject enables me to hay she is unoinamental — as un- 
ornamental a child as could be found m Florence." 

** She is your living portrait," returned the mother, unconscious 
of irony. ** Yes, even to her shrewd looks, to the firm way she 
clasps her fingers. And already— in that," murmured Dinah, peni- 
tently, " it may be she favors me — already, baby has a temper." 

These exceedingly domestic confidences were interchanged in a 
vast old Florentine room, fitted up by Gaston Arbuthnot as a stu- 
dio, and on a November night, some fotty-eight hours later than 
the gray evening when Marjorie paid her farewell visit to Cassandra 
Tighe. 

But. November in Florence is a different season to November in 
tiie English Channel. The diy nipping touch of Italian winter 
had already made itself felt beside the banks of the Arno, and the 
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blaze from an up -piled heap of olive- fagots cast a ruddy glo«» 
upon the room and Us occupants. Gaston Arbuthnot, his day's 
ivoik done, reclined, outstretched,, in one of his favorite American 
chairs beside the hearth. On the other side the fire was a cradle, 
wickered, capacious, of the genuine Italian build that you may re- 
member in many a sixteenth-century picture. And teslde this cra- 
dle stood Dinah, serious of mien, gazing with rapt) madonna like 
devotion at the little English child who slept there. 

At Gaston's last remark siie stooped and drew a muslin curtain 
tenderly over her daughter's face. Then she came across to her hus- 
band, she sunk on her knees beside him. Stealing a soft arm round 
Mr. Arbuthnot's neck, Dinah brought his cheek within reach of 
het lips. 

" Honestly and without jesting, you can say you think the child 
uglyr 

'* I think she will never be as handsome as her mother— the bet- 
ter for hers<^lf, perhaps. Beauty is a snare. TV ho should know 
that better than Dinah Atbutlinot?" 

*• If 1 had been— -well, plainer than 1 am, would you have sought 
me cut, 1 v<ronder, in Aunt Sarah's little cottage tbat summer?" 

*' Difficult to speculate backward! 1 had thought some flainlsh 
women charming before 1 l^eard the name of Lesser Cherlton." 

'* That is a matter of course. Tou had been the friend of Linda 
Thome." 

*' Linda Smythe, as she was, at that time. 1 don't know tbat 
* cette ch^re Smeet ' could ever be called charming, bhe was lively, 
apt, a tborough mistress of situation and inexhauslively talRatlve 
—to a boy fresh from school that gift of talkativenisss goes for 
much! She lacked charm. I have heard her mouin over the de- 
ficiency, in her plaintive little way, poor soul, with tears," 

How calmly they spoke of Linda's qualilies— this Darby and 
Joan of nearly six years' standing, to whom romance, in Us earli- 
est, sweetest bloom, would seem to have leturned! From what a 
different standpoint Dinah could review the sentimental dilemmas 
of Gaston's youth! How the renewal of their love had bettered 
them, man and woman alike I 

'• Sometimes when 1 look back upon our Guemsey days, the 
days, 1 mean, which followed on that Langrune picnic, 1 feel a 
great remorse. Things ended happily—because you would not Jet 
my jealous temper ruin both our lives." 

Possibly, thougiit Gaston Arbuthnot, because of Geff. He re- 
membered their talk when the summer eve was sinking into dark- 
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nes8, the eve upon whose morrow Dinah would fain have quitted 
him forever. 

" But I deserved the heaviest punishment that could have fallen 
upon me. Jealousy, such as mine was then, means selfishness, 
notlcve." 

** Spoken >from a fine moral height I All the same, Dinah, 1 think 
you did love me slightly." 

**1 was unjust to Linda Thorne about your wager. When 1 
opened the packet she left for you 1 was dishonorable. The whole 
.thing may have been a jest— may have belonged to a time before 
you knew me at all. 1 recollect telling you I would keep that 
packet always. Well, Gaston— 1 wish now 1 had never seen -it. 
There is a drawer in my dressing-case 1 have not once since had 
courage to open." 

Gaston Arbuthnct turned his head. Studying hfs wife's face 

closely, some suspicicn of possible mistake began to dawn upon 

him. 

** Are you certain as to your facts, Dinah? A drawer, you say, 

in your dressing case which you never have found courage to open! 
And why not: 1 confess to being cut of my depth. Linda's 
gloves honestly lost by her, honestly paid, lay on the parlor mantel- 
shelf. Of this 1 am positive. Fiom the mantelshelf I naturally 
tiauBt erred them to my pocket." 
'•Gloves!" 

" "What else? You do not suppose poor Linda and 1 made bets 
of twenty-pound notes?" 

** But the word she wrote for you— the flower, the ribbon. Ah, 
Gaston," cried Dinah, hurriedly, *' let us never have another mis- 
understanding. 1 was wrong —criminal, if you choose— on opening 
a cover that was not directed to myself. But 1 suffered tor my 
wrong-doing— you should know that — and you may be frank with 
me now. 1 am not so weak that you need hide a syllable of the 
truth." 

'* 1 put the gloves In my pocket," Gaston Arbuthnot reasserted, 
*'.and to the best of my remembrance wore them out in about a 
fortnight. They were iron gray. A pair of iron-gray gloves would 
last one ten days or a fortnighl, would they not?" 

On this Dinah Arbuthnot started to her feet. She remembered 
Gaston's talent, of old, for calm mystification, and her heart fired. 

'* I have not re-opened the subject tor amusement, Gaston. To 
show you that I would make amends in earnest, 1 will fetch the 
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packet this momeat. I shall feel easier when it is in your keepins, 
to destroy cr keep, as you choose/' 

Taking up a hand-lamp, Dinah passed into a neighboring cham- 
bei. When she returned, in tnree or four minutes' time, there Ti^as 
a pallor about her lips, a threatening of tears (the iike of which 
during the past fifteen months had been liappily absent) in her 
voice. 

" Baby has moved— has she not! I thought I heard her from my 
room," 

•* The infant sneezed," answered Gaston Arbuthnot, with grav- 
ity, ** Much to my terror. Sneezing might suggest waking. And 
to be alone with a waking baby recalls Dr. Johnson and the to^er. 
Bring your wonderful paclcet here "—she had paused for a moment 
beside the child's cradle — ** and let us have the scene out." 

** We will never have a scene again while we live." Poor Dinah 
sunk into her foimer kneeling position; she rested her cheek 
a£:ainst her husband's coat-sleeve. '* Indeed, I think it might be 
fairer to you, more generous to Linda Ihorne, to close the matter 
—thus." 

She held the packet in the direction of the flames. 

With a quick movement Gaston Arbuthnot's hand stayed her. 
Be drew the contents forth from the envelope. He read Marjorie 
Bartrand*s ** one word." Then he glanced at the blackened flower- 
stalks, at the bit of tarnished Spanish ribbon. 

** And could you believe — in the full possession of your reason, 
wife— that this was meant for me?" 

Dinah's head drooped lower. She colored violently. 

"Could you believe that Linda Ihorne, a woman who has 
traveled over half the habitable globe alone, picking up experience 
everywhere — Linda, a woman of tact, a woman of the woild — 
would commit herself to sentiment ot doubtful application, set down 
in black and white?" 

L 

** 1 never stopped to reason— the heart within me was too sore. 1 
knew Linda Thome had called. 1 saw that the envelope was di- 
rected to you." 

"Or to Geoftrey— which? It is-, as you see. addressed simply 
•Mr. G. Arbuthnot.' " 

" But Mrs. Thorne and Geff disliked each other. Do you think, 
even In jest, she would—" 

•• My best Dinah— let a molehill which, during fifteen months, 
has been assuming giirantic size, return, forthwith, to molehil. 
pxoportionsi This handwriting may be Marjorie Bartrand's. One 
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can imagiQe a classico-mathemalical girl making that kind of * e.' 
It is certainly not Linda's." 
•• And the meaning of the solitary word, * Repentance!' '* 
** Ah! you must read your own riddles," answered Gaston, with 
suavity. " Poor Linda and myself: made an innocent wagei of 
gloves, which 1 wdu. 1 know no more." 

Dinah rose hastily. She turned her lace away from the fire's 
light. Amidst the f uU happiness of the last year, in her wifely 
rejoicing over Gaston's progress in his art, in the flood of charily 
toward all men which had come upon her with the new delights of 
motherhood, she had always dreaded the cloud ** no bigger than a 
man's hand," had always remembered the secret which a jealously 
locked drawer of her dressing-case hid out of sight. Her moral 
attitude toward Gaston had perforce oeen a stooping one, an atti- 
tude of dumb forgiveness. Believing in the present, hoping all 
things for the future, it had not been possible for her wholly to 
forget the past In this moment's sharp enlightenmeot, this un- 
looked-for vindication of Gaston's loyalty, her tirst sensation was 
one of relief. Succeeding it— so swiftly that Dinah distinguished 
not where relief ended and pain began— there swept across her the 
keenest shame which in her fair untarnished life her soul had ever 
known. "^ 

'* You believe that the letter came from Marjorie Bartrand?" 
The question fell from her lips almost unconsciously. 
** One suspects the Greek * e's,' and see— here, in this corner is 
the Bartrand crest, an eagle with a bad-tempered beak and upheld 
claw. Take^back your own, wife, your cherished vendetta. 1 will 
have none of it." 
** And you think she cared, really, for poor Gett?" 
** Marjorie was seventeen years old. The season of the year 
was June. They bent their heads together over the same school- 
room table. I Even 1 — 1, who have been so lon>f out of the run- 
ning, saw wnither things tended as early aa the rose-show. Gefl, 
no doubt, after a Platonic mode, admired the budding Girton girl 
—a gill," said Gaston, narrow-mindedly, ** far too pretty for her 
callicg! There came a breeze between them— Geofirey hinted as 
much to me the night before he left Guernsey— a threatening of 
storm which, if a certain letter had not been kidnapped, might 
have cost him his life, 1 mean his liberty, there and then." 

By this time the blood had gone from Dinah's cheeks. " And 
all this was brought about through me, through my small, self- 
Cngrossed jealousy. Oh, Gastpn, how sinful 1 was, how guilty 1 
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am still! But for me, Geofirey might long ago have come to hap- 
piness. He was our best friend always, and 1 betrayed him. I 
am the veriest wretch on earth.'* 

Tears of repentance rushed to Dinah's eyes. 

" You do not mention a slight reparation you owe to Linda 
Thome," observed Gaston, with his shrewd smile. ** You forget 
that something may be due also to me, even me, a husband." 

*' 1 was ill, body and mind, that miserable daj. I had scarce 
had an hour's sleep since 1 came back from Langrune without ycu. 
A flimsy excuse," poor Dinah faltered, " and yet the only one I 
have to offer." 

** It is the excuse in vogue. The big social scientists put just 
the same plea forward for the criminal classes. Crime is an ill- 
ness. A man may run a knife into another simply because bis 
digestion, reacting on the nerve centers, happened to be out of 
order. Prooably, like you, my dear, the poor fellow had been 
suffering from insomnia! Such excuses," added Gaston, *'are 
comforting enough for the man with the knife, but scarcely so 
consolatory to him stabbed." 

Dinah touched the flower stalks wistfully. Bhe folded the rib- 
bon with care before returning it to the envelope. Ber hands 
trembled in her excitement. 

** You talk about reparation. I shall not let an hour be lost. I 
shall write to Miss Bartiand at once, send back her own letter, and 
confess— oh, Gaston, the hard word is yours— that 'twas I kid- 
napped it." 

•* You mean to peitorm this act of contrition for Geoffrey's 
sake?" 

**l do." 

** Poor Gett! After getting decently out of danger once (and his 
letters don't savor of a broken heart), it seems a tiiie rough on 
him to have the thing revived." 

'* Poor QeftV echoed Dinah, her eyes glistening through their 
tears. "You call a man poor who has a chance of winning Mar- 
jorie Bartrand's love? Does our happiness make you such an 
egotist,"— the reader will note that Dinah's vocabulary was en- 
larging—** such an egotist you do not care for other people to 
"^ marry?" 

** Or are you like the fox in the fable, my dear child— which?" 

Dinah rest3d her clasped hands upon her husband's shoulder, 
and cogitated softly. 

'* Yes, 1 shall write to Tintajeux to-night. If it is not too late, 
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if the tiearts oi both are fiee. Miss Bartrand will find some way ot 
letting Geoftrey know tl^e truth." 

** Ot that you may be assured. If two women are to conspire 
together in league against him, 1 say * poor Geft ' with still more 
marked emphasis." 

And rising, Gaston moved in the diiection of the door. In these 
later days, in the confidence of established love, Dinah had thoucrht 
it no grievance that her husband should join the Florentine Artists' 
Club, or spend a oortion ot every evening in ether society than hers. 

** Like all true women you are a remorseless match-maker," he 
told her. *• Unless the fiame between these two victims is clean 
burned out, you will contrive by your letter to rekindle it." 

'* 1 wish 1 were a better scribe — that 1 could put my heart be- 
tween the lines! Oh, I must begin at once. Baby shall be left — 
for the first time — with old Giacinta, and I will run round to the 
Piazza, and post the letter myself." 

** Five years hence, 1 hope Geoffrey will bless you for having 
written it. There was a flash of temper not to be forgotten in Mar« 
jorie Bartrand's handsome eyes," 

*• And if .there was! If a woman has a temper, even a jealous 
one, is it impcssible for her husband's life to be happy?" 

Dinah had followed Gaston to the door. She held up her face 
— the loveliest face in Florence, said the artists who worked therein 
—for his kiss. 

** All men are not philosophers," Gaston Arbuthnot made reply. 
*• 1 have learned — tolerably dear the lesson cost me — not only to 
exist in a stormy atmosphere, but to flourish there." 

And this is what Dinah wrote, not troubling herself over possi- 
ble faults of syntax ,not making a fair copy in the slanting pointed 
handwriting lo which after much labor she had tediously attained. 
Tnis is what Dinah wrote straight out from her heart — 

" Florence, November 15. 

*• My deak Miss Bartrand, — 1 have just found, with sliame 
and remorBB^ that I did you grievous wrong, last July twelve- 
month. Itou were the kindest friend, save Geft, that ever 1 met, 
and 1 repaid you, little meaning it, with lieachery. Perhaps 
when you see the inclosed you will guess what bitter confession 1 
have got to make. 

** Dear Miss Bartrand— 1 found your envelope on the mantel- 
piece of our parlor at Miller's Hotel, and 1 committed the meanest 
action of my life. 1 broke it open — and because 1 was blind with 
selfish trouble, anrl thought of my own sutfering before all things, 
I kept the letter. 1 have had it in my possession till this hour. 
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*'it would be poor excuse to say 1 mistook the person it waa 
meaBt tor, as well as the hand that wrote it. It would be coward- 
ice to say my heart was too hot, too miserable to reason. 1 sinned, 
and it my sin has stood betweeto my btst fiiends and happiness, my 
punisliment will last me my life. 

*• Unless 1 make too bold, may 1 hope, some future time, ycu 
will let Geoff I ey read what 1 now write? Ask him to think ot July 
the 1st, the day 1 went with him to Guernsey hospital. It was on 
that day, a quarter of an hour alter Geoftiey left me, at the sight 
of some one he will remember, that 1 found your letter. 

" Dear Miss Bartrand, I am the penitent and humble well-wisher 
of your happiness, 

*' Dinah." 

The letter was dircted to Tintajeux Manoir, Guernsey, and 
poated by the writer's hand on the night of November 15. A 
sharp Italian night, with the swollen Arno swirling, the moonlight 
lying in ebon and ivory patterns along the Florentine streets, with 
only one person— so it seemed to Dinah's beating heart— abroad in 
the sleeping city. 

At the same hour Marjorie's eager eyes looked forth, through 
rain and fog, through the blurred obscurity of a Great Eastern 
carriage windov^, upon the lamps of Cambridge. 



CHAPTER L. 

HAPPINESS. 

Madame Pouchee's house, the goal of the girl's journey, be- 
longed to history; a thatched, lozenge- windowed structure, of 
which the pargeted gables, the black oak joints, and plaster panels 
abutted, with pathetically incongruous air, as of some aged spinster 
at a ball, on one of the brisk, modern thoroughfares of the town. 

A brass plate engraved " Pouchee " was on the front dorr, con- 
ferring a semi-professional character upon the moldering house- 
hold. Although the fencing-master, honest man, bad lain for 
tsirenty years in Pere la Chaiio, and Madame Pouchee had no more 
ostensible livelihood than such small sums as mademoiselle gained 
by the teaching of her language, their plate raised them to the 
plane of citizens. The mother and daughter formed units in that 
curious gathering of poor French people which exists in our uni- 
versity towns, decayed families of fencing- masters, hair-dressers, 
or cooks, once piosperous, who shiver through English fog and 
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cold to the end of their existence because they are '* dans leurs 
meubles," ratepayers I' 

To quit her dark old home, to forego the sound of Great St. 
Mary's curfew, to submit her furniture to the hammer cf the auc- 
tioneer, would, to Madame Fouch§e, have seemed little short of 
sacrilege. She passed her life witn no larger pleasure than knit- 
ting, no acuter pain than rheumatism, bhe could go to mase on 
Sundays and festivals with more security in Cambridge than in 
I^rance. Pouchee's foils and masks were suspended in the rafteied 
entrance hall; Pouchee's portrait, as a glossy bachelor of twenty, 
witn black frock-coat, turn-dov^n collar, and gamboge gloves, hung 
Id the salon. Upstairs, In one of the low-ceiled attics, weie hei 
ciucifix and benitier, just as she brought them from far Provence 
before her first cliild saw the light. 

Such things to an aged woman are more than climate, more than 
nationality. Madame Pouchee's lot had not been rose-colored dur- 
ing the fencing-master's life. At the lime of his death, even, mon- 
sieur was in Paris, led thither by some of the unexplained affairs 
which perennially drew him from his own fireside. But his widow 
clung to the foils and masks and portrait with as much patient 
fidelity as though he had loved her always. The careless husband 
who lay in P^re la Chaise belonged to Madame Pouchee's middltj 
age. The foils, the masks, the glossy bachelor with gamboge gloves 
and turn-down collar, were relics of her youth. 

Every corner of the house was burnished to that vanishing point 
of cleanliness which only French housewives understand, on the 
evening of November 15. Ere Marjorie had well alighted fioro her 
cab, an uuforgotten figuie rushed forth through wet and darkness 
to meet her, a pair of kind solid aims held her fast. 

*• But you are tall— -tut you are fresh and vermeille!" Mademoi- 
selle Pouchee hurried the girl across the strip of pavement to the 
house. ** 1 see no more the little Cendrillon of old days. Come, 
then, m^re, leave thy kitchen. Come, that 1 may present thee to 
our future Qirton girl." 

Madame Pouchee's cheeks were swarthy as the olives of her na- 
tive country. An ample checked apion was tied round her neat 
black dress. She wore the provincial linen head-dress of her 
youth. Genuine French people do not shake hands on every occa- 
sion of human life, and fifty English years had left Madame Pou- 
chee a genuine Frenchwoman still. The old lady came forwaid, 
not with a hand outstretched, but with such natural courtesy, such 



A GIRTOK GIRL, 335 

Charming welcome written on her Southern face as reminded Mar- 
jorie of Spain, and caused her somewhat flagging spirit to rally. 

" 1 feel six years old again, dear Pouch^." This she said when 
mademoiselle had led her into the salon, a' tiny paneled room where 
a tajble was cozily spread for a dinner of two before the fire. 
** Surely we had our lessons this mt rningi Surely 1 was wicked 
—when was 1 not wicked?— and you gave me a double row of 
spelling for my penitence." 

Thrcusrhout the evening a mysterious sense of having gone back 
to her childhood fell balmily on Mar jorie's heart. Madame Poach^ 
gave them a little dinner, as exquisitely cooked, 1 dare to say, as 
(vas any dinner in Trinity or*!MagdaIen that night. Foi dessert 
wete Tintajeux pears, of which a goodly hamper had come over as 
a present from the seigneur. Their coffee was served in Sdvies 
cups, dislodged lor the occasion from Madame Pouch§e'8 inlaid 
cabinet— the crstliest ornament of the salon, brought with her in 
bridal days frcm Paiis, when the nineteenth century was in its 
teens. 

'* It is like a Tintajeux holiday," cried Marjorie, as she and Pou- 
chee sat, hand clasped in hand, beside the fire. " Do you remember 
every 29th of May we used to eat our dinner under the big oak in 
honor, you said, of le martyr Protestant, Charles?" Tne prayer- 
books in the Tintajeux family pew were of ancient date. Pouchee, 
honest creature, was wont %o entangle herself among the various 
btuart and Orange services, greatly to the seigneur's edification. 
** Ah, Pouchee, we are wiser now. We have learned history from 
loftier historians than Lady Galcott. And I, for one, am net hap- 
pier." 

*• Whenever 1 look at Tintajeux 1 see a small Marjorie with tem- 
per, with eyes, with a determined Spanish face— and whom 1 loved 
much. There are no figures in the picture. Stiy, whenever 1 look 
at Tintajeux—" 

Mademoiselle Pouchee's voluble tongue stopped abruptly. 

'* No figures in the picture?" Marjorie glanced round the empty 
walls. ** And what picture are you talking of? Where is the pho- 
tcgiaph of the manoir 1 sent ycu last Christmas?" 

As she spoke Madame Pouch6 entered, bearing a fresh- trimmed 
lamp— for this little household boasted of no parlor-mrfid. The old 
Frenchwoman lingered awhile, her quick septuagenarian eyls 
watching the taces of her daughter and of their guest. She had 
caught Marlorie's last words. 

*• The photograph of Tintajeux Manoir? Why, it has been moved 
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upstahs. It bangs in the galon of our gentlemaD, notre bon loea- 
taiie— pas vrai, ma fille?" 

jyiademoiselle Poucbee put the interruption quietly aeide^ 

*' M^re loses her memoTy. We must not always beed her/* she 
observed to Marjorie presently. *' In by-gcne days, when the good 
papa was living, our family received undergraduates as lodgers. 
M^re has the old time in her heart still/' 

** Jesuitry, Poucbee I 1 remember youi talents in that line. In 
by-gone days, when the good papa was living, no photograph of 
Tintajeux Manoir existed." / 

The remark was accompanied by a Baitrand lool^, as tamiliar, as 
smiting to poor Poucbee as thought she and Marjorie had done bat- 
tle over some delicate point of moral faithfulness that veiy- morn- 
ing. 

•* There are accidents— contingencies-ruay, times being hard, 
there is necessity As well confess the truth. We do not take lodg- 
ers." Pouchee's eyes dwelt fondly on the inlaid cabinet, the poi- 
celain, the exquisite ordei of the little salon. •* We aie private cit 
izens — ^rentidres, living on our means." 

•* And there is no one in the house save yourselves?" - 

A flouiish of Pouchee's fingers hinted negation. "The old 
place is, in fact, two houses, as you will see by dayligbt. There 
are rooms at the back that can be entered by a flight of open-air 
steps— steps dating from the fourteenth century, ma mie." 

'* You promised me truth— not history, mademoiselle." 

"And by hazard^for the moment— we have a locataire. Not 
an undergraduate. We spare a room or two, on occasion, to some 
quiet gentleman — some resident M.A. — some student from the Art 
Schools. !No undergraduate sets foot within our doors. We are not 
licensed,'* 

\5o keen a sens^e of distinction was conveyed by the italicized 
words that Marjorie forbore from further questioning. An hour 
later, however, when they were parting for the night in the fresh, 
chintz-draped attic which was the guest-chamber of the house, she 
ventured on a last surmise. 

** As we passed a certain baize door at the turning of the stairs 
1 smell ed the smell of a pipe. Our bon locataire must live some- 
where in that neighborhood, mademoiselle — our quiet gentleman, 
who is not an undergraduate, and who has the photograph of Tinta- 
jeux Manoir on his walls?" 

But Poucbee was blankly uncommunicative. The gentleman went 
in and out by the o^ber staircase. Marjorie would neither see nor 
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hear him dm ing her stay In Cambridge. As to the photograph— it 
would certainly return to its place in the aalon to-morrow morniug. 

*' tt you are afraid of University ghosts," added the French- 
woman, as she bade her guest a final good-niglit, '*yoH will do 
wisely to bolt your door. Sleep well, ma mie, and dream that we 
are making cowslip balls, as we used a dozen years ago, in the 
woods ot Tintajeux." 

Tbe first five daysf of her Cambridge visit were resolutely spent 
by Marjorie in Bight-seeing. It was well for her, she said, to come 
under the external influences of the Alma Mater, watch the cheer-* 
ful flow of undergraduate life, loak at Kewnbam and Girton trom 
without, before delivering her letters of introduction. It was well 
for her^ while she still stood uncommitted to the future, to run a 
last forlorn chance of meeting the man sh^ loved! 

Mere was the truth, unrecognized, perhaps, as truth, even in Mar- 
jorie Bartrand's moments of sternest self-questioning. Day nfter 
day, however, slipped vainly by. A dozen times in each twenty- 
four hours her heart would leap, her pulses throb as men of Geof- 
frey's height 01 build went past her in the crowded streets. Geof- 
frey Arbulbnot appeared not. She fell to quarreling with herself 
over her own folly, Geoffrey might be at the other side of the 
world— married—contented: in every case must have learned long 
ago, to live his life, to do his work without Tier, Happily, there 
were reprisals — 

On the morning of the sixth day she determined to put her 
sweetheart away from her remembrance, forever. 

•* 1 have come to the end of my sight-seeing.*' 1 his she toU the 
Pouchees at breakfast. '* I have heard a University sermon and 
the services at K ing's and Trinity. We have visited Trumpington 
church-yard and the Backs. I have seen Milton's tree and Gray's 
flre-eecape, and— and the Girton girls playing tennis. When 1 have 
gone over your house, Madame Pouchee, when 1 know what kind 
of rooms reading gentlemen inhabit, my experience will be com- 
plete." 

The speech fell from her idly. Small curiosity in the affairs of 
others was never a sin to be reckoned among the Bartrand qualities. 

But Mademoiselle Pouchee's manner gave it purpose. Made- 
moiselle changed color, fidgeted with her coffee-spoon, contradicted 
herself. ** The rooms were the plainest rooms in Cambridge. No 
knowing at what time our gentleman went out or might return. 
For herself she seldom entered his part of the house, and—" 
Pouchee,'* exclaimed Marjorie, the old spirit ot contradiction 
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taking possession of her, •* there is a mystery about our excellent 
lodger which I mean to solve, ^ou seldom enter his part of the 
house, 3'ou say? You were in his rooms last evening. I saw you 
enter through the baize vloor, as 1 have seen you do pretty often 
already. 1 heaid your voice as you talked to him. "Explain these 
things." 

*'Enfin! It would be better if the truth were told/' said old 
Madame Pouchee in her own language. " Our gentleman is an ene- 
my of the sex. Wlat will you have I When he heard a voung 
lady was coming to visit us—" 

** Bti offered, of free will, to go in and out by the other stairs," 
interrupted Pouchee, adroitly. '* He showed the finest, most deli- 
cate consideration. Since that first evening when Marjoiie per- 
cei/ed his pipe our gentleman has not smoked. He goes out early. 
He does not return until he is worn out with work— such work as 
his is. too— at night I" 

" Then it is impossible we can disiurb him," exclaimed Marjorte, 
rising briskly from the table. '* As a matter of architecture 1 am 
interested in the fourteenth-century stairs. The rooms they lead 
to must be equally curious. You need not chaperon me." She 
looked back at Pouchee across her shoulder. '' I shall push back 
the mysterious red baize and walk straight into Bluebeard's cham 
ber without knocking." 

And running up the stairs, she was about to put her threat intu 
execution when Pouchee, by a dexterous flank movement, cut off 
her advance. 

*' There may be a litter of papers. Grand ciell there may be the 
bones, the skull." With her hands upon the lock Mademoiselle 
Pouchee barred Marjorie's progress by her own solid person; then, 
opening two inches of door, she peered in, cautiously. "Wo; we 
are in oraer. We have locked up our skeleton for once. You may 
enter, child— Barbebleue is not here to eat you." 

Marjorie Bartrand slopped short upon the threshold. Something 
in the meagerly furnished room, the piles of books, the small fire- 
less grate, ihe absence of any pretense at decoration or cheerfulness, 
afl:ected her strongly. She shrunk from intruding, unbidden, on 
such valiantly borne poverty as was here in evidence before her. 

*' And you have robbed him of Tintajeux Manoirl" She glanced 
round at the bare, damp-stained walls. ** Tintajeux at least gives 
one a notion of quick and wholesome air, of honest stmshine." 

•' Our gentleman robbed himself. When 1 told him the morning 
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aftei your arrival, that you had askea for it. he took the photo- 
graph from his wall with his own hand." 

" And you can give him do other picture to fill Ua place?" 

*' He has a magnifique picture here, facing the window. See," 
Pouchee adjusted herself into a favorable li)«ht with an air of con- 
noisseurship, ** a magnitique portrait, just a little mildewed, of 
King William the Fourth. The fur on his majesty's cloak has 
been the admiration of many aitists. Come in, ma mie, entrez. 
"What are vou afraid of?" 

And Harjorie entered. She looked for a few seconds at the time- 
stained mezzotint which, with its black frame, its cheap glass, 
seemed but to make the wall whereon it hung mote sorrowfully , 
ugly. Then she crossed to the room's one window — a diamond- 
leaded casement through whose small dulled panes the side view of 
a crowded alley, of the corner of a still more crowded church-yard, 
was attainable. 

A ponderous book lay en a chair beside the window. Marjorie 
Bartrand lifted it. 

** Marjorie. 1 forbid you to touch a book! Our gentleman studies 
for medicine. Medical ^orks are not for the perusal of young 
ghls." 

'* The girl of the future peruses everything! Quain's ' Elements 
of Anatomy,' " cried Marjorie, holding the volume as bi.^h out of 
Pouch ee's reach as its weight would allow. •* 1 wonder whether 
our gentleman would lend it to us, if we asked him prettily? Wo 
might study our bones t>gether, Pouchee. Who Knows, in days to 
come, that 1 may not go for a Natural Science Tripos?" 

And— with the book still held aloft— her nimble fingers found 
their way to the title-page. In the top right-hand corner was a 
name, written in characters she knew: 

•'Geoffrey Arbuthnot, January, 1880." 

For an instant Maijorie Bartrand turned ashen pale. Then as 
she recalled her position, as she realized that she had forced her- 
self, unasked, into Geoffrey Arbuthnot's room, the poor child crim- 
soned from throat to brow. She fell that the very soul within her 
had cause to blush over her temerity. 

** Let us come away this moment. 1 am taken by surprise- 
there has been some cruel nastake." 

The book almost fell out of her giasp. Swiftly as her limbs 
would carry her she made her way out ot the room and down tbe 
stairs. Then, when they were ^afe again in the little salon, she 
caught Pouchee's hand with passion. 

■4 



340 A 6(IRT0K GIRL, 

*' 1 look te you» mademoiselle, tor an explanation," she cried, 
with impetuous voice, With flaming eyes. ** What right had you 
to conceal from me that Geoffrey Aibuthnot lived here?" 

But Pouchee haa the strength of codscIous innocence. All fur- 
ther need of mystification was over now. Kegardin^ their lodger 
as a shy recluse, an enemy of the sex, the two poor French ladies 
had striven with will to keep him and their visitor from meeting. 
This was the secret of their reticence, the sum of their ofiending. 
Mademoiselle Pcuchee met Marjorie's lightning glance calmly. 

*' M^re and 1 had nothing to conceal. How could it have inter- 
ested you to hear a stranger's name?" 

** And you never spoke of me in his presence?" 

*• If we did, it was by hazard. Why should Marjorie Bartrand 
of Tintaieux be moie than any other yoang lady to Mr. Geoffi^y 
Arbuthnol?" 

"Simply," returned Marjorie, closely watching Pouch^e's un- 
moved face— •" simply because Mr. Geoffrey Arbuthnot had the 
picture ot Tintajeux hanging on his walls." 

** By hazard, also, he took a fancy to the photograph from the 
first day he came to lodge with us. It had a look of Scotland-^it 
recalled some place where he had known good times. And so, to 
give him pleasure, I said that while he lodged here, Tintajeux 
should hang above his chimney piece." 

" From whence it was unhung, by his own hand, to please the 
caprice of an unknown visitor. Mr. Arbuthnot is very generous!" 

** Mr. Arbuthnot," ciied Pouchee, warming on the instant, ** is 
the most noble hearted man living. Yes, and I have traveled! I 
have had my experiences widened. 1 know my world. That he 
should work hard at the hospital or over his booRs, I comprehend. 
A high degree is at stake. Men have the^r ambition. Mr. Arbuth- 
not goes into courts and alleys, vile places, left alone by the police, 
and where priests or parsons might get their throats cut. He 
searches out the worst outcasts in Barnwell and Chesterton, only to 
serve them." 

*' Now— at this present time?" stammered Marjorie, conscience- 
stricken. 

** Now, while you and I, mon enfant, have been sight-seeing. 
His last protege," went on Pouchee, " is a miserable bargeman, one 
of the worst characters on the river. Tnis man was struck over 
the head by some failing timber two or three weeks ago* He was 
too nearly gone, so his mates thought, to be carried to the hospital, 
and our gentleman just saved his life. He has nursed him day and 
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night since, as one cf your great London doctors would nurse a 
Prince of the Blood. It Mr. Arbuthnot were of our religion 1 *^ 
could understand it. ' 1 viHit in Barnwell my«elf a very little.*' 

Tbis was Foucbee's account of her own charities. She visited 
In Barnwell a great deal. Beside fever- stricken, dying pallets, her 
acquaintance with Geoffrey Aibuthnot had first begun. 

"But we, Cathohcs, see in the poor our own sick soul. We 
hope, in savina: them, to save ourselves." 

•• And Geoffrey Arbuthnoj,?" 

'* He serves them, gives them bis time, his money— what do I 
knowl his heart— simply because they are castaway men and wom- 
en. ' Sisters and brothers in a queer disguise.' You should hear 
him say that, with his grave smile! It was to talk over some of 
these sisters and brothers, Marjorie, that 1 went to our gentleman's 
ro3m8, last night." 

" Our gentleman ought to be a happy man," sai<l Marjorie, with 
a sigh. 

The Frenchwoman's shoulders were skeptically expressive. 

'' A hair-shirt is never worn for pleasure, child. It is not in 
nature that a man of six-and-twenty should care for other people's 
lives more than for his own. Geoffrey Arbuthnot might have made 
a good servant of the Church— an Ignatius Loyola, a Francis 
Xavier. But it one speaks about happiness— allez I" 



CHAPTER LI. 

PROM DINAH'S HAND. 

These things sunk heavily on Marjorie's bruised heart. Sne 
ielt that Geoffrey's indifference to herself was now an ascertained 
fact— nay, that his fancy for her, at no time worthy of a higher 
name, had turned to repugnance. Ue had asked her to be his wife 
undei the glamour of a picturesque moment— a friendship, unique 
in its conditions from the beginning, suddenly taking upon itself 
a surface likeness to passion ! A true lover would not have availed 
himself so readily of hts chance of freedom, would not have mag- 
nified his mistresses heat of temper into a crime, would not have 
rejected the fullest amends that woman could offer, short of fall- 
ing upon her knees in the dust before an offended sweetheart! 

Mademoiselle Pouchee was overjoyed when the girl announced 
herself ready, next day, to deliver her letters of introduction. 
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*' We shall see what such presentations lead to," exclaimed the 
' kindly soul, her round face beaming. ** A dinner here, a lunch 
there-- the highest gentlemen in Cambridge to be met at each! 1 
predict a succes fou ! Net all the world, let me tell you, brings 
such letteis to ihe University. By alter lo-morrow you will have 
every evening of your week engaged." 

" The University will keep its head, dear Pouchee. A singularly 
insignificant young ])erson from the Channel Islands runs no risk 
of becoming a sensation. The highest gentlemen in Cambridge 
will pay Marjorie Bartrand just attention enough to ask her name 
— and forget it." 

Kevertheless, on the score of invitations, Pouchee's forecast 
proved a true one. Before night, arrived a friendly invitation bid- 
ding Marjorie to dine at the house of the Master of Matthias next 
day. As Miss Bartrand looked forward to studying in Cambridge, 
the note added, a lady high in authority at Qirton had been asked to 
meet her. 

*' Of that Girton lady 1 speak not," observed Pouchee, when the 
hour came on the morrow for Marjoiie to dress. ** About Newn- 
ham and Girton 1 am dumb." Imagine Pouchee dumb on any 
subject, earthly or terrestrial! *'l have lived by brain work, 1 
have been a teacher over nineteen years. See my whitening hairs, 
my lost illusions, my disenchantments! In that sad trade the 
woman's heart breathes not. Mai?e yourself charming, fillettel 
The most distinguished society of Cambiidge is to be met with at 
the table of the Master of Matthias. For a child of eighteen there 
may be better things in store than coming out high in a Tripos; yes, 
oi standing on a level with the first wrangler of them all." 

Marjorie's presumptive triumphs caused the whole Pouchee 
household to expand. Wax candles— rare extravagance — stood, 
lit, before her mirror. Flowers were on her toilet-table. Her 
white dinner-dress, with its simple adjuncts, was lovingly laid 
ready for her by mademoiselle's hand. 

But in Marjorie'fi restless heart there was no place for pretty 
dresses, for anticipation of social success. She drew aside her cui- 
tain! She gazed down through a chink of blind upon the street, 
hoping against hope, as she had so often done before, to discover 
the face of her false sweetheart among the passers-by. 

It was the most ciowded hour of tJ>e' short November day. 
Athletic men were there, returning,, in flannels and wrappers, from 
the river oi the Piece; sporting men from the hunting-field; reading 
men from their trudge along the "Wranglers' Walk. Of ** piiflers " 
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an abundancG ; men wit];i terriers, men with buttonholes, men in 
cLogcarls—ihe whcle maDycolored undergraduate world, alert, 
self -engrossed. Drawing together the curtain, Marjorie Burtrand 
moved back to her looking-glass. She stood contronting the pale, 
serious-eyed vision that met her there with a kind of pity. She 
was so young, and the years to come were so many; disappointed 
years under whose weight she must stand upright, give no sign she 
winced beneath their burden, wear a brave countenance— work! 
She felt that she hated Cambridge, this ceaseless ebb and flow, this 
turmoil of exultant, successful, youthful life! Was not Tintajeux, 
with its dying woods, its still moorland, a titter drop-scene fox the 
little played-out drama of her personal nappiness? 

As Marjorie meditated, the sharp sound of the postman's knock 
made her start. !No letter of more vital Interest tlian a dispatch 
from the seigneur was likely to reach her; and yet her breath quick- 
ened. Her mood througlicut the day had been one of feverish, 
unreasoning expectancy. Change, for good or for evil, was, she 
felt, in the ail. Opening the door of her room, she listened with 
vague impatience. Hot controversies anent overweight and foreign 
postage were impending between Madame Pouchee and the post- 
man; madame, in the matter, of extra half -pence, standing stoutly 
on the defensive. Alter a time there would seem to be a reluctant 
payment of coin, followed by the brisk shutting of an outer door. 
Then the old Frenchwoman's slippered steps began leisurely to 
ascend tUe stair. The girl's breath came faster. She ran out on 
the landing. The letter was not the size or shape of the seigneur's 
letters, and it bore two postmarks: Florence, Guernsey — 

•* Five half pence over weight. 1 hope, m^re. it may be worth 
its postage," observed Mademoiselle Pouchee, busily tying up vio- 
lets in the salon for the adornment of Marjorie's dress. ** The 
child has never spoken about Italy, still— hei herrt is somewhere, 
mdre, and 1 don't believe that somewhere is in Kewnham or Gir- 
ton. Ah, when 1, too, bad eighteen summers, when — " 

"Pouchee! Dear, good old Pouchee!" called out a voice, 
resonant, hearty, imperious, from the attic Qoor. ** Leave the 
violets. Come upstairs, quick! i have had spleadid news. Every- 
thing in the world is changed. You must send an excuse to the 
Master of Matthias at once." 

In a moment the Pouchees, mother and daughter, were at ihe 
bottom of the stairs. Marjorie Bartrand, her opened letter in hei 
hand, a flush of wild excitement lighting her face up into its vivid 
Southern beauty, stood on the landing above. 



344 - A OIRTOK GIRL. 

'* An excuse I Consider what you talk about!", exclaiined 
Pouch^e solemnly. ** Have ycur splendid news, with all my heart 1 
But have your splendid dinner, too. The Master ot Matthias keeps 
the best table in the University. At his house you meet — " 

** The most dihtinguished society of Cambridge. Oh, Pouchee, 
what should I Qnd to say to distinguished society— to any king or 
emperor in Europe? Harkl There is Great St. Mary*s clock strik- 
ing the quarter. We have not a minute to lose, Write a note, 
mademoiselle, in your best band, with your pretty, courteous 
French grace, and give it to the coachman to deliver. I must read 
my letter through once more." 

Seven was the appointed time of the master's dinner-party. At 
the moment when Great St. Mary*s clock boomed the hour's first 
stroke, MarjorSe Bartrand extinguished her candles. She descended 
witia mufSed tread to the red baize door at tlie turning ot the stairs. 
Here she paused, listened until she heard the shiill treble of French 
voices, knew that the Pouchees were safely talking together down- 
stairs. Then, on tiptoe, she stole to Geoffrey's quarteis. The doDr 
stood ajai ; a stray reflected flare of ga&light from some shop win- 
dow in the court beneath enabled her to grope her way across the 
chill and comfortless room. ^ 

The girl paused irresolute. She remembered Cassandra Tighe's 
story, remembered the miniature Bartrands, the confession made 
in their presence ot Geoffrey Arbuthnot's hrst love. During a few 
seconds the old Bartrand pride swayed her— the happiness of her 
life hung by a thread. Then she took a packet from her breast. 
She laid it meekly, furtively, on the student's writing-table and 
fled, like one who quits the scene cf a committed crime, to the 
light and cheerfulness of the little salon below. 

Pouchee was decking the mantel-shelf with the violets Marjorie 
should have worn. ** Headstrong as ever, child! But 1 forbear to 
reason," she cried, *' until you explain yourself That big Italian 
letter, redirected in the seigneur's hand, has brought you important 
news?" 

** 1 will answer you to-morrow, Pouchee. All 1 know is that 1 
have lost my chance of distinguished society, and that my heart is 
the happiest heart in all Cambridge." 

•* Grand ciel! Then you have a dear friend among the Floren- 
tines!" Poor Pouchee's face brimmed over with curiosity. ** 1 
accept him, without conditions, for your sake. The Italians are 
ungrateful as rats. Think of all my country has done for them I 
Still, if a Florentine 13 your fate—" 
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But her imaginary concessions were cut short; the violets slipped 
through Pouchee's fingers. There came the sudden click cf a 
latch-key at the house door. A man's firm step sounded inj^ 
paBSdge. 

•'Itisoui gentleman I Save yourself, quick, child 1 The cur- 
tains of the bay-window will hide you." 

Th*^ words had scarce left Pouchee's mouth when Geff Arbuth- 
not entered. He took a rapid glance round him, walked in the di- 
rection of the window— Mar jorie's heart thrilled as she crouched, 
imprisoned, out of sight— 'then stopped short. There was some- 
thing of insecurity about his movements. 

*'For a moment I was afraid to come in. The front door has 
beceme strange to one. But ycu are really alone, mademoiseDe? 
Your visitor has started to her party? Then you will let mo have 
five minutes' chat btside your fire? 1 have something good to tell 
you." 

" That is right, sir. Please let me set you a chair." 

In performing this little action, Pouchee artfully Shose such a 
point that Marjorie, shadowed herself, might gain a full view of 
Gefl! Arbuthnot's face. 
** "Xour fire makes one feel we are in November." 
He stretched his hands forth to the blaze. ** How c!.elightf ul your 
salon is to-night, Mademoiselle Pouch 6e." 

Coming in fiom the mud and darkness, the dreary prose of Cam 
bridge thoroughfares, he nr. ight well think so. The room was red- 
olen^i with the odor of Mar jorie's discarded violets; morsels of 
muslin embroidery, a thimble never worn by Pouchee's finger, lay 
on a work-table near Gefl's elbow. The warmth, the grace, the 
nameless sweetness of a young girl's presense, were eveij^wliere. 

'* How well that Guernsey photograph looks in its old place!" 
Could it be that Geoffrey shrunk from pronouncing the name of 
Tintajeux? ** You shall not dismantle your walls again for whim 
of mine." 

Pouchee stirred the fire into a keener flame. She gave a discreet 
little cough. 

• We will settle about that another day, sir. 1 wait impatiently^ 
your news. Something i»ood about yourself, I hope?" 

*' Something very good." His face brightened. ** You know our 
poor patient down in Barnwell?" 

*' Our Irish bargee, O'Halloran, the dingiest character even Barn- 
well can show." 
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•* But whom, when he was at his worst, Mademoiselle Pouch ee 
tended like a sister." 

v^^l sat up one or two nights. 1 helped —because the good-for- 
nothing is of my religion. Our priest advised an act of contrition. 
1 had my motives." 

** As 1 had mine," said Geoffrey. *' Never condescend, mad- 
emoiselle, to become a motive-monger. Do you think no experi- 
mental zeal mingles with a medical student's attention to his pauper 
fellows?" 

" O'Halloian rewards you, 1 trust, with gratitude. That, at 
least," observed Pouchee, with a touch of cynicism, " would be a 
new experienjce among ces messieurs of the gutteis!" 

** O'Halloran rewards me with gratitude. The bandages were, off 
him this afternoon for the first time, as you know. Well, he was 
sitting, propped up in bed, looking at my face with such poor rem- 
nant of sight as remains to him, when suddenly— * Doctor 1 I'm 
darned,' he ciied in his hollow voice, * if it be'ant my Varsity man, 
after all r" • 

"Modestly spoken 1 His Varsity man, indeed!" 

*' 1 should have thought the fever had come back," said Geff, 
* if 1 had not had my finger on his pulse two minutes before. 

* Your Varsity man, Mike— what are you talking about?' 1 asked 
him. * What have you to do with the University or its men?' * 1 
had to do,' he said, ' with a Vaisity man one accursed November 
night that you must remember, doctor. There was a lot of chaps 
together, rough river chaps— you know the sort, sir— and three or 
four of the Varsity gentlemen come across 'em, down Petty Cury. 
The gentlemen wasn't ot the fighting kmd, so far as 1 can recollect, 
but anyways they got into a Town and Gown row — a bad one — 
Doctor, 1 say ' — the poor fellow put out his big, weak hand to me — 

* 1 was the leader of the roughs. 1 struck a foul coward's blow 
when the gentlemen was fighting honorable and unarmed. It was 
me give you the devil's mark you'll take with you into the coffin.' " 

'* Sc^lerat— miserable!" put in Pouchee. between her closed 
teeth. 

* 1 tried to joke him out of his fancy." went on Geff Arbuthnot, 

* but in vain. Mike had seen my face, before he struck the blow 
—and afterward. Ke nad never forgotten me. The scar which 
you, mademoiselle, have lamented over, as marring my beauty, put 
my identification beyond doubt. ' My Varsity man— my Varsity 
man,' he moaned. 'I've thought of him many a time in the black 
years since. And now, at last, I've found him. Doctor, you've 
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saved my life— you've looked after me when I should have died, 
else, like a dog on this miserable floor, here—there's one taror 
more 1 durstn't, no, 1 durstn't ask of you. Give me your hand in 
token of forgiveness." 

** And you gave it him," cried Pouch6e, whose face had turned 
a queer shade of color as she listened. 

*' 1 eave him my hand, and Mike, who 1 suspect has cared neither 
for God nor man in his life, caught it to his lips. My dear made- 
moiselle, you can guess that it was a good moment. To pull one's 
patient round, in body, is much. 0*HalIoran will have a human 
heart in that dark breast of his from to-day forth." 

And having told his story, Geff Arbuthnot rose. "With a linger- 
ing look he fcok in the home-like suggestiveness of the little salon, 
the violets on the mantel-shelf, the morsel of embroideiy, the slender 
implements of needle- work on the table. Then, he bade Mademoi- 
selle Fouchee good-night. Marjorie listened while his remembered 
step ran up the stairs, listened until she knew by the opening and 
shutting of a distant door that he had gained his study. Then she 
crept forth, uncertain of mien, from her hiding-place. 

** Have I committed a dishonorable action? "Was there anything 
1 should not have heard? Oh, mademoiselle," she went on, inco- 
herently, ** is not Geoffrey Arbuthnot the noblest man in the whole 
world?" 

And Marjorie clasped the mantel-shelf, steadying herself thereby. 
She bent down over a cup of violets, hiding the face from which she 
felt all trace of color must have vanished. 

'• ITou look tired, ma mie. The news from Florence has not 
brought back your roses. Now, what shall 1 get for you?" cried 
Fouchee, stealing a kind arm round the girl's shoulder. ** Thanks 
to your Italian letter, remember, you have been cheated out of din- 
ner." 

*• 1 should like some tea," Marjorie answered, plausibly. '* Tea 
and a plate of tartiues, cut after the fashion that only you, dear 
Fouchee, und<irstand. " 

If the flatteiy were a trick of war to effect the Frenchwoman's 
absence, 1 hold that, in a moment supreme as this, it was pardon- 
able. 

Off went Fouchee to the kitchen, unsuspecting to the last of the 
love scory in which she had played jTpart, and Marjorie, her heart 
on fire, awaited her f aie. For the first two or three minutes all was 
quiet. Then she heard the impetuous opening of GeofExey Arbuth- 
not's door. Her limbs well-nigh ■ failed her, her spirit sunk, 
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Through a few seoonds of suspense the past fifteen months seemed 
to unioll themselves, one by one, before her sight. At last the'salon 
door opened and closed. Marjorie moved a step forward — she held 
out a hand that trembled violently. A moment more and strong 
arms held her close, her blushes were hidden on Ge& Arbuthnot's 
breast. 

There was a long space of silence, an interchange of such words, 
such broken t^ttempts at explanation as pen and ink can ill put into 
form. Then Geoffrey led his sweetheart into the broader light of 
lamp and fire. He looked at her tall figure, her altered softened 
face, with wondering eyes. 

*• You have grown several inches, Miss Bartrand. You have be- 
come beautiful. Tell me 1 am not asleep— dreaming, as 1 have 
done so often— that 1 hold your hand. Tell me my good luck is 
real!" 

*' Don't talk of good luck, yet. 1 have not lost my Bartrand 
temper. Plenty of bad times may be in store for both of us.** 

'* And when was this sent to me?'* Geoffrey touched his breast- 
pocket, in token that Marjorie's libbon and letter lay there. ** The 
address is an enigma. There is a faded look I can not Interpret 
about the handwriting." 

* 1 left the packet fifteen months ago at your hotel in Guernsey." 
The girl's face drooped. ** You ousjht to have had it on the day 
after— after my vile temper drove yoa away from Tintajeux. I 
wrote— one word— as you wished; 1 sent you the bit of Spanish 
ribbon for a book-marker. But fortune was against me. 1 forgot 
that you and your cousin Gaston had the same initial.*' 

** If Gaston had opened a letter wrongly he would have brought 
it to me on the spot." 

** There was mistake within mistake— at that time poor Dinah's 
heart was near to breaking— so she writes me now." 

•'Dinah! You have heard from Mrs. Arbuthnot? Let me see 
her explanation." 

*'l will read a passage or two aloud." Marjorie Bartrand drew 

the Italian letter from her pocket. 
** No. You will let me read every word of it for myself." 
And Geoffrey Arbuthnot took the letter, unfolded, and read it 

through. -^ 

** Dinah was tried beyond her strength," said Marjorie, instinct- 
ively deciphering a pained expression on Geoffrey's face. '* But 
she has no need to feel so contrite. It will make our happiness 
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doubly sweet to know it has come to us, in th« end, from Dinah's 
hand." 
The tone, the generous words, smote Geoffrey to tho^uick. 

** Can you give up everything foi me?'* be asked her presently. 
•• Your dream for years has been Girlon. Do you desire still to 
become a Girlon student, or— '^ 

*'l desire that you shall guide me," was the prompt answer. 
*' I need no other life, no other wisdom, no other ambition than 
yours." 

A finis commonplace as daylight, reader, old as the foundation 
of the Qogmagog Hills. Gastcn's prediction was verified— Mar- 
joiie Bartrand had proved herself a very woman after all. 



THE END. 
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605 Ombra 20 

«*Oaida's'* Works. 

4 Under Two Flags 20 

9 Wanda, Countess von Szalras. . 20 

116 Moths 20 

128 Afternoon and Otlier Sketches. 10 

226 Friendship 20 

228 Princess Naprazine 20 

388 Pascarel 20 

289 Signa 20 

433 A Rainy June 10 

James Payn*s Works. 

48 Thicker Than Water 20 

186 The Canon's Ward 20 

843 The Talk of the Town 20 

577 In Peril and Privation 10 

589 The Luck of the Darrells 20 

Cecil Power's Works. 

836 Philistia 20 

611 Babylon 20 

Mrs. Campbell Praed's Works. 

428 Zero: A Story of Monte-Carlo. 10 
477 Affinities ....*. 10 

Eleanor C. Price's Works. 

173 The Foreigners 20 

331 Gerald 20 

Charles Reade's Works. 

46 Very Hard Cash 20 

98 A Woman-Hater 20 

206 The Picture, and Jack of All 

Trades 10 

210 Readiana: Comments on Cur- 
rent Events 10 

213 A Terrible Temptation 20 

214 Put Yourself in His Place 20 

216 Foul Play 20 

231 Griffith Gaunt; or, Jealousy-... 20 

232 Love and Money ; or, A Perilous 

Secret 10 

285 "It is Never Too Late to 
Mend. ' ' A Matter-of -Fact Ro- 
inance.. 20 



Mrs. J. B. Riddell's Works. 

71 A Struggle for Fame 20 

593 Berna Boyle 20 

"RUa's" Works. 

352 A Sinless Secret 10 

446 Dame Durden 20 

598 " Corinna." A Study 10 

617 Like Dian's Kiss 20 

F. W. Robinson's Works. 

157 Milly's Hero 20 

217 The Man She Cared For 2C 

261 AFairMaid 20 

455 Lazarus in London 20 

590 The Courting of Mary Smith. . . 20 

W. Clark Russell's Works. 

85 A Sea Queen 20 

109 Little Loo ; 20 

180 Round the Galley Fire 10 

209 John Holdsworth, Chief Mate.. 10 

223 A Sailor's Sweetheart 20 

592 A Strange Voyage ". 90 

Sir Walter Scott's Works. 

28 Ivanhoe 20 

201 The Monastery 20 

202 The Abbot. (Sequel to " The 

Monastery ") ^20 

353 The Black Dwarf, and A Le- 

gend of Montrose 20 

362 The Bride of Lammermoor 20 

363 The Surgeon's Daughter 10 

364 Castle Dangerous 10 

391 The Heart of Mid-Lothian 20 

392 Peveril of the Peak 20 

393 The Pirate 20 

401 Waverley 21' 

417 The Fair Maid of Perth ; or, St. 

Valentine's Day 21 

418 St.Ronan's Well 2ft 

463 Redgauntlet. A Tale of the 

Eighteenth Century 20 

507 Chronicles of the Canongate, 
and Other Stories 10 

William Sime's Works. 

429 Boulderstone ; or. New Men and 

Old Populations 10 

580 The Red Route 20 

597 Haco the Dreamer 10 

Hawley Smart's Works. 

348 From Post to Finish. A Racing 

Romance 20 

367 Tie and Trick 20 

550 Struck Down 10 

Frank £. Smedley's Works. 

833 Frank Fairlegh; or. Scenes 
from the Life of a Private 
Pupil 20 

562 Lewis Arundel; or, The Rail- 
road of Life ...«. ^ 
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Kuffcne Sue's Works. 

270 The Wandering Je>V. Parti... 30 
370 The Wandering Jew. Part H. . 20 

271 The Mysteries of Paris. Parti. 20 
271 The Mysteries of Paris. Part II. 20 

William M. Thackeray's Works. 

27 Vanity Fair 90 

165 The History of Henry Esmond. 20 

4&4 The Ne wcomes. Part 1 20 

464 The Ne wcomes. Part II 20 

531 The Prime Minister (1st half). . 20 
531 The Prime Minister (2d half).. 20 

Annie Thomas's Works* 

141 She Loved Him! 10 

142 Jenifer 20 

565 No Medium 10 

Anthony TroUope's Works. 

32 The Land Leaguers 20 

93 Anthony Trollope's Autobiog- 
raphy 20 

147 Rachel Ray .' 20 

200 An Old Man's Love 10 

531 The Prime Minister. 1st half. . 20 
531 The Prime Minister. 2d half... 20 

Margaret Veley's Works* 

298 Mitchelhurst Place 10 

586 " For Percival " 20 

Jules Verne's Works. 

■ 87 Dick Sand; or, A Captain at 

Fifteen 20 

100 90,000 Leagues Under the Seas. 20 
868 The Southern Star ; or, the Dia- 
mond Land 20 

395 The Archipelago on Fire 10 

578 Mathias Sandorf. Illustrated. 

Part 1 10 

578 Mathias Sandorf. Illustrated. 
Partn 10 

li. B. Watford's Works. 

241 The Baby's Grandmother 10 

256 Mr. Smith : A Part of His Life. 20 
«58 Cousins 20 

F. Warden's Works. 

192 At the Worid's Mercy 20 

248 The House on the Marsh 10 

286 Deldee; or, The Iron Hand.... 20 

482 A Vagrant Wife 20 

556 A Prince of Darkness 20 

£• Werner's Works. 

827 Raymond's Atonement 20 

540 AtaHigh Price 20 

fJ. J. Whyte-OTelTille's Works. 

409 Roy's Wife 20 

451 Market Harborough, and Insid^ 
the Bar 20 

John Stransre Winter's Worlcs. 

492 Mignon ; or, Booties' Baby. II- 

lustrated 10 

qOO iioup-x^a. Illustrated }0 



Mrs. Henry Wood's Works. 

8 EastLynne 20 

255 The Mystery 20 

277 Tlie Surgeon's Daughters 10 

508 The Unholy Wish 10 

513 Helen Whitney's Wedding, and 

Other Tales 10 

514 The Mystery of Jessy Page, and 

Other Tales 10 

610 The Story of Dorothy Grape, 

and Other Tales 10 

Charlotte M. Yonffe's Works. 

247 The Armourer's Prentices 10 

275 The Three Brides 10 

535 Henrietta's Wish . A Tale 10 

563 The Two Sides of the Shield.. . . 20 



Miscellaneons. 

53 The Story of Ida. Francesca. . 10 
61 Charlotte Temple. Mrs. Row- 
son 10 

99 Barbara's History. Amelia B, 

Edwards 20 

03 Rose Fleming. Dora Russell.. 10 
05 A Noble Wife. John Saunders 20 

11 The Little School-master Mark. 

J. H.Shorthouse 10 

12 The Waters of Marah. John 

Hill 20 

13 Mrs. Carr's Companion. M. G. 

Wightwick 10 

14 Some of Our Girls. Mrs. C. J. 

Eiloart 20 

15 Diamond Cut Diamond. T. 

Adolphus Trollope 10 

20 Tom Brown's School Days at 

Rugby. Thomas Hughes 30 

22 lone Stewart. Mrs. E. Lynn 

Linton 20 

27 Adrian Bright. Mrs. Caddy .... 20 

49 The Captain's Daughter. From 

the Russian of Pushkin 10 

50 For Himself Alone. T. W. 

Speight 10 

51 The Ducie Diamonds. C.Blath- 

erwick '. 10 

56 "For a Dream's Sake." Mrs, 

Herbert Martin 20 

58 The Starling. Norman Mac- 

leod, D.D 10 

60 Her Gentle Deeds. Sarah Tyt- 

ler 10 

61 The Lady of Lyons. Founded 

on the Play of that title by 
Lord Ly tton 10 

63 Winifred Power. Joyce Dar- 
rell 20 

70 A Great Treason. IHary Hop- 
pus 30 

74 Under a Ban, Mrs. Lodge 2t 

76 An April Day. Philippa Prlt- 
tie Jephson 10 

78 More Leaves from the Journal 
of a Life in the Highlands. 
Queen Victoria 10 

82 The Millionaire 20 

85 Dita. Lady Margaret Majendie ip 
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]IIisceiraneon»--Coiitinued. 

187 The Midnight Sua. Fredrika 

Bremer 10 

198 A Husband's Story 10 

a03 John Bull and His Island. Max 

O'Rell 10 

218 Agoes Sorel. G. P. R. James. . 30 

219 Lady Clare : or. The Master of 

the Forges. From French of 

Georges Ohnet 10 

242 The Two Orphans. D'Ennery. 10 
253 The Amazon. Carl Vosmaer . , 10 
257 Beyond Recall. Adeline Ser- 
geant 10 

266 The Water-Babies. Rev. Chas. 

Kingsley 10 

274 Alice, Grand Duchess of Hesse, 
Princess of Great Britain and 
Ireland. Biographical Sketch 

and Letters 10 

279 Little Goldie : A Story of Wom- 
an's Love. Mrs. Sumner Hay- 
den 20 

285 The Gambler's Wife 20 

289 John Bull's Neighbor in Her 
True Light. A '• Brutal Sax- 
on " 10 

311 Two Years Before the Mast. R. 

H. Dana, Jr 20 

313 The Lover "s Creed. Mrs. Cash- 
el Hoey 20 

322 A Woman's Love-Story 10 

823 A Willful Maid 20 

329 The Polish Jew. (Translated 
from the French by Caroline 
A. Merighi.) Erckmann Chat- 

rian 10 

830 May Blossom ; or, Between Two 

Loves. Margaret Lee 20 

334 A Marriage of Convenience. 

Harriett Jay 10 

385 The White Witch 20 

888 The Family Difficulty. Sarah 

Doudney 10 

840 Under Which King? Compton 

Reade 20 

841 Madolin Rivers ; or, The LiVtie 

Beauty of Red Oak Seminary. 

Laura Jean Libbey — ^ 20 

847 As Avon Flows. Henry Scott 

Vince 20 

850 Diana of the Crossways. George 

Meredith 10 

852 At Any Cost. Edward Garrett. 10 

354 The Lottery of Life, A Story 

of New York Twenty Years 
Ago. John Brougham 20 

355 The Princess Dagomar of Po- 

land. Heinrich Felbermann. 10 
856 A Good Hater. Frederick Boyle 20 

865 George Cnristy ; or, The For- 

tunes of a Minstrel. Tony 
Pastor 20 

866 The Mysterious Hunter; or. 

The Man of Death. Capt. L. 

C. Carleton 20 

869 Miss Bretherton. Mrs. Hum- 
phry Ward 10 



374 The Dead Man's Secret. Dr. 

Jupiter Paeon 20 

381 The Red CardinaL Frances 

Elliot 10 

382 Three Sisters. Elsa D'Esterre- 

Keeling 10 

383 Introduced to Society. Hamil- 

ton Aiid6 10 

387 The Secret of the Cliflfs. Char- 

lotte French 20 

389 Ichabod. A Portrait. Bertha - 

Thomas 10 

399 Miss Brown. Vernon Lee 20 

403 An English Squire. C. R. Cole- 
ridge 20 

405 My Friends and I. Edited by 

Julian Sturgis 10 

406 The Merchant's Clerk. Samuel 

Wan-en 10 

407 Tylney Hall. Thomas Hood. . . 20 
426 Venus's Doves. Ida Ashworth 

Taylor 20 

430 A Bitter Reckoning: Author 

of "By Crooked Paths".... 10 
432 The ♦Witch's Head. H. Rider 

Haggard 20 

435 Kly tia : A Story of Heidelberg 

Castle. George Taylor 20 

436 Stella. Fanny Le wald 20 

441 A Sea Change. Flora L. Shaw. 20 

442 Ranthorpe. George Henry 

Lewes '.. 20 

443 The Bachelor of the Albany... 10 
452 In the West Countrie. May 

, Crommelin 20 

457 The Russians at the Gkites of 

Herat. Charles Marvin 10 

458 A Week of Passion ; or. The 

Dilemma of Mr. George Bar- 
ton the Younger. Edward 
Jenkins 20 

462 Alice's Adventures in Wonder- 
land. Lewis Carrol 

With forty-two illustrations 
by John Tenniel 20 

468 The Fortunes, Good and Bad, 
of a Sewing-Girl. Charlotte . 
M.Stanley 10 

473 A Lost Son. Mary Linskill 10 

474 Serapis. An Historical Novel. 

George Ebers 20 

479 Louisa. Katharine S. Macquoid 20 

483 Betwixt My Love and Me 10 

485 Tinted Vapours. J. Maclaren 

Cobban 10 

491 Society in London. A Foreign 

Resident 10 

493 Colonel Enderby's Wife. Lucas 

Malet 20 

501 Mr. Butler's Ward. F. Mabel 

Robinson 20 

510 A Mad Love, Author of " Lover 

and Lord" : 10 

512 The Waters of Hercules 20 

504 Curly : An Actor's Story. John 

Coleman 10 

505 The Society of London. Count 

PaulVasili 10 

509 Nell Haffendes. 7ighe Hopiciiis 2(^ 



THE SEASme: Linil ART.— Pocket Edktion. 



Miscellaneous— C'out ill 11 eel. 

B18 The Hidden Sin 20 

519 James Gordon's Wife 20 

626 Madame De Presnel. E. Fran- 
ces Poynter 20 

532 Arden Court. Barbara Graham -^0 
63t) Dissolving: Views. By Mrs. An- 
drew Lang 10 

545 Vida's Story. By the author of 

"Guilty Without Crime".... 10 
646 Mrs. Keith's Crime. A Novel . . 10 

533 Hazel Kirke. Marie Walsh. ... 20 
566 The Royal Higrhlanders : or, 

The Black Watch in Egypt. 

James Grant 20 

571 Paul Crew's Story. Alice Co- 
myns Carr 10 



575 The T'inper of Fate. Captain 
Mayne Reid 20 

581 Tlie Betrothed. (I Promessi 

Sposi.) AUessandro Manzoui 20 

582 Lucia, Hugh and Another. Mrs. 

J. H. Needell 20 

583 Victory Deane. Cecil Griffith . . 20 

584 Mixed Motives 10 

505 A North Counti-y Maid. Mrs. 

n. Lovett Cameron 30 

599 Lancelot Ward, M.P. George 

Temple 10 

612 My Wife's Niece. By the author 

of " Dr. Edith Romney " pO 

614 No. 99. Arthur Griffiths 10 



The foregoing works, contained in The Seaside Library, Pocket Edition, 
are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address, postage free, cm 
receipt of price. Parties ordering by mail will please order by numbers. Ad- 
dress 

GEORGE MUNRO, 

MUNRO'S PtJBIilSHING HOUSE, 

P. O. Box 3751. 17 to 27 Vandewater Street, N. Y. 



THE SEASIDE LIBRARY. 



CLOTH EDITION-HANDSOMELY BOUND. 



CHARLES DICKENS'S WORKS. 



:Martin Chuzzlewit 50c 

David Copperfield 50c 

DoMBEY and Son 50c 

Nicholas Nickleby 50c 



Pickwick Papers 50c 

Bleak House 50c 

Our Mutual Friend 50c 



Alice's Adventures in Wonderland. By Lewis Carroll. 

With forty-two illustrations by John Tenniel 50c 

The Publisher will send any of the above works by mail, postage 
prepaid, on receipt of the price. Address 

GEORGE MUNRO, 
MuNRo's Publishikg House, 
P. 0. Box 3751. 17 to 27 Vandewater Street, N. Y. 



THE SEASIDE LIBRARY -Pocket Edition. 



JiATEST ISSUES. 



jrO. PRICE. 

578 Mftthias Sandorf. By Jules 

Verne. Part lU. (Illustrated) 10 
587 The Parson o' Dumford. By G. 

Manville Fenn 20 

688 Cherry. By the author of " A 

Great Mistake " 10 

589 The Luck of the Darrells. By 

James Payn 20 

690 The Courting of Mary Smith. 

By F. W. Robinson 20 

591 The Queen of Hearts. By Wil- 

kie CollinB 20 

592 A Strange Voyage. By W. 

' Clark Russell 20 

593 Berna Boyle. By Mrs. J. H. 

Riddell 20 

594 Doctor Jacob. By Miss Betham- 

Edwards 20 

595 A North Country Maid, By Mrs. 

H. Lovett Cameron 20 

596 My Ducats and My Daughter. . 20 

597 Haco the Dreamer. By Will- 

iam Sime 10 

598 Corinna. By " Rita." 10 

599 Lancelot Ward. M. P. By 

Geoi^e Temple 10 

600 Houp-La. By John Strange 

Winter. (Blustrated) 10 

601 Slings and Arrows, and Other 

Stories. By Hugh Conway, 
author of " Called Back " . . . . 10 

602 Oamiola: A Girl With a Fort- 

une. By Justin McCarthy. . . 20 

603 Agnes. Mrs. Oliphant. 1st half 20 

603 Agnes. Mrs. Oliphant. 2d half 20 

604 Innocent: A Tale of Modern 

Life. Mrs. Oliphant. 1st half 20 
604 Innocent: A Tale of Modern 

Life. Mrs. Oliphant. 2d half 20 

606 Mrs.Hollyer. By Georgiana M. 

Craik 20 

607 Self-Doomed. By B. L. Farjeon 10 

608 For Lilias. By Rosa Nouchette 

Carey 20 

609 The Dark House : A Knot Un- 

raveled. By G. Manville Fenn 10 

610 The Story of Dorotliy Grape 

and Other Tales. By Mrs. 
Henry Wood 10 

611 Babylon. By Cecil Power 20 

612 My Wife's Niece. . By the au- 

thor of '♦ Dr. Edith Romney " 20 

613 The Ghost's Touch, and Percy 

and the Prophet By Wilkie 
Collins 10 

614 No. 99. By Arthur Griffiths... 10 

615 Mary Anerley. By R. D. Black- 

more 20 



NO. PRICE 

616 The Sacred Nugget. By B. L. 

Farjeon 20 

617 Like Dian's Kisa. By " Rita ". 20 

618 The Mistletoe Bough. Christ- 

mas, 1885. Edited by Miss M. 
E. Braddon 20 

619 Joy; or, The Light of Cold- 

Home Ford. By May Crom- 
melin 20 

620 Between the Heather and the 

Northern Sea. M. Linskill. . . 20 

621 The Warden. By Anthony 

Trollope 10 

622 Harry Heathcote of Gangoil. 

By Anthony Trollope 10 

623 My Lady's Money. By Wilkie 

Collins 10 

624 Primus in Indis. By M. J. 

Colquhoun 10 

625 Erema; or, My Father's Sin. 

By R. D. Blackmore 20 

627 White Heather. By William 

Black 20 

628 Wedded Hands. By the author 

of " My Lady's Folly 20 

629 Cripps, the Carrier. By R. D. 

Blackmore 20 

630 Cradock Nowell. By R. D. 

Blackmore. First half 20 

630 Cradock Nowell, By R. D. 
Blackmore. Second half 20 

634 The Unforeseen. By Alice 

O'Haulon 20 

635 Murder or Manslaughter? By 

Helen B. Mathens 10 

638 In Quarters with the 26th (The 

Black Horse) Dragoons. By 
J. S. Winter 10 

639 Othmar. By " Ouida " 20 

610 Nuttie's Father. By Charlotte 

M. Yonge 20 

641 The Rabbi's Spell. By Stuart 

C. Cumberland 10 

642 Britta. By Ueorge Temple 10 

643 The Sketch-book of Geoffrey 

Crayon, Gent. By Washing- 
ton Irving 30 

645 Mrs. Smith of Longmains. By 

R h o d a Broughton, and 
Oliver's Bride. By Mrs. Oli- 
phant 10 

646 The Master of the Mine. By 

Robert Buchanan 20 

647 Goblin Gold. By May Crom- 

melin 10 

661 " Self or Bearer " By Walter 

Besant 10 

663 A Barren Title. T. W. Speight 10 



The foregoing works, contained in The Seaside Library, Pocket Edition, 
are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address, postage free, on 
receipt of price. Parties ordering by mail will please order by numbers. Ad- 

dress 

GEORGE MUNRO, 

MCNRO'S PUBLISHING HOUSK, 

P. O. Box 3751. 17 to 27 Vandewater Street, N. Y. 



THE NEW YORK PA8BI0N BAZAR 

BOOK OF THE TOILET. 



PRI€£ 95 CIBIlTIi^* 



THIS IS A LITTLE BOOK 

WHICH 

i WE CAN RECOMMEND TO EVERY LADY 

FOR THB 

fSESSXTkllO^ ANB HTCSEASE OF HEALTH ASTS BEAtm 

rr CONTAINS FULL DIHE0TI0N8 FOB ALL THE 

ARTS AND MYSTERIES OF PERSONAL DECORATION, 

AND FOR 

Increasing tbe Natural Graces of Form and Expression. 

ALL THE LITTLfi AFl^CTIONS OF THE 



THAT DETRACT FROM APPEARANCE AlH) HAPPINESS 

Are Vade the Sulsjects of Precise and EzoeUent Becipes. 

Ladles Are Instructed How to Reduce Their Welgbt 

Without Injury to Health and Without Producing 

Pallor and Wealoiess. 



UtOTSmQ ITBCESSAEY TO 

A COMPLETE TOILET BOOK OF RECIPES 



AND 



J 

VALUABLE ASVIOE AITS nmiSXATZOir 

ilAS BEEN OVERLOOKED IN THE COMPILATION OF THIS VOLUME 



For sale by all Newsdealers, or ^ent to any address on receipt of SS o&ott, 
lostage prepaid, by the publisher. Address 

0£OB€FE MUNRO, Munro's Pablishin^ House, 

^ Q. 3073751. ^k>27 Van^ewater B«r«^ V V. 



V 

MIFKRO'S PUBLICATIONS. 



Old Sleuth Library 

A Series of the Most Thrilling Detective 
Stories Ever Pnblished 1 



KO. PBIOE. 

1 Old Sleuth the Detective 10c 

2 The King of the Detectiyes 10c 

3 Old Sleuth's Triumph. First half 10c 

3 Old Sleuth's Triumph. Second half 10c 

4 Under a Million Disguises 10c 

5 Night Scenes in Neir York .' 10c 

Old Electricity, the Lightning Detectiye 10c 

7 The Shadow Detectiye. First half 10c ' 

7 The Shadow Detectiye. Second half 10c 

8 Red-Light Will, the Riyer Detectiye 10c 

9 Iron Bargess, the Goyernment Detectiye — 10c 

10 The Brigands of New York \ 10c 

11 Tracked by a Ventriloquist 10c 

12 The Twin Detectiyes 10c 

13 llie French Detectiye 10c 

14 Billy Wayne, the St. Louis Detectiye 10c 

15 The New York Detectiye 10c 

16 O'Neil McDarragh, the Irish Detectiye lOe 

17 Old Sleuth in Harness Again lOe 

18 The Lady Detective 10c 

19 The Yankee Detective 10c 

?0 The Fastest Boy in New York 10c 

21 Black Raven, the Oeoi'gia Detective. 10c 

22 Nighthawk, the Mounted Detective 10c 

28 The Gfypsy Detective lOe 

The Publisher will send any of the above works by mail, postage 
prepaid, on receipt of the price. Address 

GEORGE MUNRO, 

Munro's Publishing House, 

P. Q. Box 8 75 J, J 7 to 27 Vande water St., N. T, 



. 



JUST ISSUED. JUST ISSUE 



JUIIET CORSOFS 

NEW FAMILY COOK BOOiT 

BY MISS JUIilET COJiSON, 

Author of '' Meals for the MillioD/* etc., etc. 

SUPKRINTBNDBNT OF THE NeW TORK, ScHOOL OF COOKKBT. 



FBIOE: EANSSOXELT BOUNS IN OLOIH, $1.00. 

A COMPLETE COOK BOOK 

For Family Use in City and Country. 

CONTAININQ 

PRACTICAL RECIPES AND FULL AND PLAIN DIREC- 

TIONS FOR COOKING ALL DISHES USED 

IN AMERICAN HOUSEHOLDS. 

The Best and Most Economical Methods of Cooking Meats, Fish* 
Yeiretables, Sauces, Salads, FaddinKS and Fies. 

How to Frepare Relishes and Savory Accessories, Ficked-ap Dishes, 

Soups, Seasoning, Stnfflnff and Stews. 

How to Make €k»od Brei^d, Biscuit, Omelets, Jellies, Jams, Fan* 

cakes. Fritters and Fillets. 



Miss Oorson is the best American writer on cooking. All of h^r recipes 
have been carefully tested in the New York School of Cookery. If Ijer direc- 
tions are carefully followed there will be no failures and no reason for com- 
plaint. Her directions are always plain, very complete, and easily followed. 

Juliet Corson's New Family Cook Book 

Is sold by all newsdealers. It will be sent, postpaid, on receipt of price: 
handsomely bound in cloth, $1.00. Address 

GEORGE MUNRO, 

MuNRO's Publishing House, 

^. O. Box 875t 17 to %1 Vandewftlor St., N. Y, 



3i^-CJinSO'S 



DIALOGUES AND SPEAKERS. 



PRICE TEnr CEI^TS. 



'hiijse books embrace a series of Dialogues and Speeches, all new and 
•rigina), and are just what is needed to give spice and merriment to Social 
Parties, Home Entertainments, Debating Societies, School Recitations, 
Amateur Theatricals, etc. They contain Irish, Gterman, Negro, Yankee, 
and, in fact, all kinds of Dialogues and Speeches. The following are th« 
titles of the books: 

No. 1. THE FUNNY FELLOW'S DIALOGUES. 

No. 2. THE CLEMENCE AND DONKEY DIALOGUES. 
No. 3. MRS. SMITH'S BOARDERS' DIALOGUES. 
No, 4. SCHOOLBOYS' COMIC DIALOGUES. 



No. 1. TOT I KNOW 'BOUT GRUEL SOCIETIES SPEAKER. 
No. 2. JOHN B. GO-OFF COMIC SPEAKER 
No. 8. MY BOY YILHELM'S SPEAKER. 

The above titles ezp> ^ in a slight degree, the contents of the books, 
which are conceded to b« le best series of mirth-provoking Speeches and 
Dialogues extant. Addresn 

GEORGE MUNRO, 
MuNRO^s Publishing House, 
P, 0. Box 3751. 17 to ^ Yaudewater Street, N. y. 



**Ouida's" Latest Novel Now Beady in. 
Large, Bold, Handsome T>pe. 



OTHMAR. 

By " OUIDA." 

Seaside Library, Pocket Edition, No. 639, 



PRI€£ SO CETVTS. 



For sale by all newsdealers, or sent to any address, postage prepaid, 
on receipt of price, 20 cents. Address 

OEOKGE MUNBO, Munro's Publishing House, 

P.O. Box 3751. ir to ay* Vandewater Street, N. Y. 



NOW EEADY-BeautiftiUy Bound in Oloth-PEIOB 50 CENTS. 



A NEW PEOPLE^S EDITION 

OF THAT MOST DELIGHTFUL OF CHH^DKEN'S STORIES. 

Alice's Adventures in Wonderland. 

By LEWIS CARROLL, 
Author of " Throagli the Ijooking-Qlass," etc. . 

With Forty-two Beantifal Illnstrations by John Tenniel. 

The most delicious and taking nonsense for children ever written. A 
book to be read by all mothers to their little ones. It makes them dance 
with delight. Everybody enjoys the fun of this charming writer for the 
luirsery. 

THIS NETV PEOPLE'S EDITION, BOUND IN CLOTH, PRICE 50 CENTS, 

IS PRINTED IN LARGE, HANDSOME, READABLE TYPE, 

WITH ALL THE ORIGINAL ILLUSTRATIONS 

OF THE EXPENSIVE ENGLISH EDITION. 



Sent "by mail on Receipt of SO Cents* 



Address GEORGE MUNRO, Munro's Fablishinff Honse, 
P. O. Box 3751. ir to 27 Yandewater Street, New York. 






NEW TABERNACLE SERMONS 



BY 



I[EV. T. DeWITT TALMjlGE, D.D. 



Handsomely Boonil In Clotb. 12mo. Price $1.00. 



The latest of Db. Talbcagb's sermons have not yet been pre- 
sented in book form. They have appeared weekly in Ths Njsw 
ToBK FiBSSiDB OoMPAKiON, and are now 

PnliUsiieil for the First Time In Book Form, 

9HB FBIOB OF WHICH IS WITHIN THB BBAGH OF ALIi. 

Eacli Ime fill GDitii Titr SmiDii!, 

PBINTBD m 

CLBAE, BOLD, HANDSOME TYPE, 

AND WILL UAKA 

AN ELEGANT AND ACCEPTABLE HOLIDAY GIFT. 

The above will be sent postpaid on receipt of price, $1.00. 

Address 

aSOBaS XUN&O, PubUshdr, 

P, 0. doz 87S1. 17 to 97 Tandewater Street, Hew Torlu 



HUNTERS' YARNS 



A COLLECrriON OF 



Wild and Amosing Ailyentiires : 

COMPRISING 

THRILLING BATTLES WITH INDIANS, TER- 

RIFIC ENCOUNTERS WITH SERPENTS 

AND ALLIGATORS, LONG SWIMS, 

RACES FOR LIFE, WONDERFUL 

. FISH AND GHOST STORIES, 

Etc., Etc., Etc., 

As Related hj Hunters to their Compan- 
ions Around the Camp-fire. 



This book is beyond question the best publication of its <dass that 
has yet appeared. It is a. neat volume of one hundred . pages, closely 
printed matter, all original, and embraces many side-splitting jokes and 
yams of the ever-ready and sharp-witted trapper and hunter. 



PRICB 95 C£rVTS. 



For sale by all Newsdealers, or sent to any address on receipt of the price, 
25 cents, postage prepaid, by the publisher. Address 

GEORGE MUNRO, 

Munro's Publishing House, 

p. O. Box 8751. 17 to 27 Vandewater Street* N. T. 



